William Congreve (1670- 
1729) was born near Leeds 
and educated at Kilkenny 
School and Trinity College, 
Dublin, where he was a con- 
temporary of Swift. He en- 
tered the Middle Temple, but 
soon gave up law in order to 
write, and published a novel. 
Incognito (1692). His comedy. 
The Old Bochclor (169]) made 
him famous, and it v\as fol- 
lowed by The Double Dealer 
(1694); love for Love (169^); 
and I he Waj’ oj the Work! 
(1700), all iiuludi'd in this 
volume. He also wrote a 
trageilv, Ihc Mourning Brule 
(1697). It is said that the 
comparatise ladure of his last 
comedy made him give up 
the theatre, llis jdavs tleal 
with the amorous inliigues of 
wits and fops in London 
society, and his brilliant prose 
st>le and wit helped to make 
him a master of the artificial 
comevU of manners, and the 
greate.st of the Restoration 
dramatists. 
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WILLIAM C()Nt;llKVE 

1(>7(). Horn at Ranlsc-x, near Leeds. 

lOHS. (ines tn Trinity ( nllej^e. Dublin. 

1(>02. Publishes Incu^nUtt, under the naini' i)f Clcofihil. 

Translates the 11th siitire of .Invt'nal fnr 1 )r\ilen'.s 
translation. 

Writes eoiiipliinentary verses for Drytlen's 
PersiuK. Oti Mrs. AnilH'Ua Hunt Singiui*. 

KHld. The Old Ituchrlor. 

lOOL The Dnubie Dealer. 

Obtains a |M»st in the Pipe Olbee (ciren). 

1095. The Mouruiuf* Muse of .tlejus. 

lAwe for Uwe. 

Ode to the Knif*. 

Ix’tter to Dennis ('omeruiuji Humour in Oomeiljf. 

Heeoiiies eoininissioner for licensing llaekni'y 
(’oaelies. 

1097. The Mourning Pride. 

The Hirth of the Muse. 

1698. Amendments of Mr. Oollier’s False and Jrnjterfeet 
Citations. 

1700. The Way of the World. 

1701. The Judgment of Paris. 

Ode for St. Cecilia's Day. 

1704. Sifuire Trelottby^ an a<Iaptution from Monsieur 
de Poureeaugnac, in coIlalK>ratiori with 
V^anbruf^h and Wulsli. 
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CHRONOLOGY 


1705. The Tears of Amaryllis. 

Is pfiven a place in tlie Ciistoin.s. 

1700. A Pindaric Ode to the Queen, with 
A Discourse on the Pindaric Ode. 

1710. Publication of his Works, with Semele. 

1714. Place in the Customs bettered. 

UeceivcR in addition the Secretaryship of the 
Island of Jamaica. 

1720. P<»pc dedieate.s his Hind to him. 

1722. Steele dedieate.s to him his edition of Addi.son's 
The Drummer. 

1720. Is visited by Voltaire. 

1729. Dies. 

Epistle to Dtrd Cobham |M)sthumou.slv published. 
Written 1728. 
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R 1 :sT( )u \ru)S a )M i:d y 

SiNcr: the ynir lfi98, wlini JiTeiny (Collier 
}iis fiiliiiiiiati(»iis into the stron^holcis of the 
Kn^ljsh (Iraiim, it )ias hrea tlie habit to tn^x 
Restoration (•oine<ly with tlie epithet ‘ lieentioijs 
Maeaulay siTawled the word in iianiin^ (diameters 
throughout a fulldengtii (^ssay : and Lamb, in 
elaborating his nimble (*\(‘use« admitti'd tlie blaek 
indictment. What has hap]Maied that to-day we 
can face without tiiiH’liinf' the prospect of seeing? 
a comedy liy Wycdierley, and that (’on^reve 
touches our emotions instead of seeming a monster 
of callousness ? 

The first thing to recognize is that Restoration 
comedy was not merely licentious, even if the 
adjective is useful in revealing that its chief subject 
is the intimate relations between men and women. 
It is a mistake to confuse siibj(‘ct with treatment ; 
one might as well say that Vanity Fair, Madame 
liovary, and Crime and Punishment are licentious, 
because the chanieters in those books do not 
behave with the perfect propriety of the ladies in 
Cranford, The truth is perhaps it was this that 
really shocked the momlists— that the comedy 
written from 100(1 to 1700 dealt somewhat coldly 
A ;i 
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with hiinmn love and lust, somethin^ cavalierly 
with the marriage tie. For there are, in the main, 
two attitudes i»ne can take up in face of man's 
inability to live up to his ideals : one that of 
amusement in the comic spirit, wliieh implies that 
man's ideals need modification, or at least that his 
attiturle towards them does ; the other that of 
horror, which implies that man himsc'lf needs 
modification a task iti which the risks of failure 
are discouraging. 

The <*omie writers of that time took for subject 
the relations hetw<*en the sex<‘S not (»nly because 
it lends itself so easily to jest (the c‘arli(*st reeonled 
laughter is on this subject) but bc‘eause at that 
time it was one of crying im])ortanee. This was 
due to the fa<*t not so much that society was lax, 
as that it was experimental. And this is perhaps 
w'hy so much of this work seems to speak very 
directly to us, for it is the expression of people 
endeavouring to readjust their values after a great 
upheaval, trying to see themselves <*learly, not 
as they might wish to be, <»r as a previous genera- 
tion had said they ought to be, Imt as they really 
were. 'Hien* is an extraordinary ring of intellectual 
lioiiesty about tJie comedy <»f this |>eriod, an 
attempt to get down to bed-roe*k in these matters, 
which we tin<l in the previous age only, perhaps, 
in I'hapman fully, thougli w'c see it |>artially in 
Marston. It is the prominence of this subject, 
and the manner in which it is treated, that makes 
Rt‘storatioii <'oniedy different from any other. 

Hut if the soca'al assumptions of the previous 
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i\^c were lirokcii dctwii, riiarlos Il's roiirticTs made 
Dthi'rs of tlu‘ir own. brcaiiso assumptions 

of somo kind on rvt'rv point stu'icty cannot exist 
at all. Rein" l(‘isnre<I, they wen‘ mneli pn‘o<‘(‘iipied 
with lovi* : hein^ set^ptieal, their emotions were 
of the first importance to them, for when matTs 
ronmmnin"s witli (iod e<‘ase to matter intensely 
to him. his personal Halations an* hoimd to uain 
si"nifieanc('. They took as established that 
passion and arh'ction were separatt* things, and 
that it was foolish to <‘onfiise th(*m ; tlu\v looked 
iip4Mi lov<* as a j>nn‘ly personal reaction, iiiarria^;** 
as a social p<*rformance and the* writers of comedy 
diss<‘eted tin* resulting (‘omplaatioiis. I'mlcr the 
snrfa<*4‘, of course, the normal life of so<*ial accept- 
ance went on ; but what flared b<‘for<‘ the public 
<'ve was the. behaviour of the Kochesters. Rucking- 
hams. Killi"n‘ws. and. (‘hiefc^st of all. that of ' the 
iKVst "ood man that ever ruled a throm* *. Lici'ii- 
tiousness 4if course* tln*rc was ; but it was rationali- 
zed, argued, made siibjeid to s<‘n*ntific ti'sts. And 
if the most brilliant and amusing statcm<*nt of 
the ex|K*riment is "iven m Dryfien's Mnrrifif>r a In 
Mode \ tin* most profound and bitiii/r, und still 
more lau"hter-provokinj; in \V\c‘herley's ('nutiirif 
Wife ; the most graceful in Ktherc^e's She Would 
if She Could, in none of tln*se cases is the result 
aphrodisiac. As re^^ards lieeiitiouMiicss there is 
nothin" in the whole dramatic literature of this 
pcrio<l, not in Sedley, Otway, or Aphra JU‘hn. 
that g(K\s farther in this direction than certain 
s<*enes in Pericles <»r Romeo und dulU’l. 
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INTRODUCTION 


It is often said that Restoration comedy was 
an offshoot from France, but no one who has 
seriously studied either French comedy or the 
later Elizabethan in relation to that of Charles IFs 
time CBTi that this is more than a very partial 
statement. French plots, it is true, were taken in 
abundance, but they were always transformed, 
doubled, reworked, so as to become, as works 
of art, or parts of works of art, somethinf^r totally 
distinct. The Plain Dealer is as far from Le 
Misanthrope as All \<i Well that Ends Well is from 
Boccaccio's tale. A general influence there was, 
but it was linguistic rather than anything else, 
for the English stage has always been impatient 
of classical construction and economy, even when 
handled by such a master as Jonson. Congreve 
also is a classic in this respect, and he comes not 
from Moli^re but from Terence. 

The chief source of Restoration comedy is the 
late h^lizabethan— Massinger, Shirley, Brome, 
D’Avenant being an easy link with Cokain, Wilson, 
and Shatlwell. Much also came from earlier 
sources, such ns Marston ; and if something in 
the working of intrigue came from Spain, in 
structure, in treatment, in the types chosen, in 
general movement and moral, this comedy every- 
where betrays its national ancestry. Indeed it is 
not altogether foolish to say that the Restoration 
writers completed what the Elizabethans began : 
that Dryden is the fitting successor of Jonson ; 
and Rymer, with his dramatic criticism of Shake- 
speare, the proper descendant of Webbe with his 
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Arte of Poetif. It is to be noted that in this 
|>criod the centre of literary interest, the object 
of criticism, was not iK^etry. as it had teen for the 
last hundred years, but the drama, which up to 
this time had undergone hardly any criticism at 
all. It was in many w'ays a timely change. 

There is, of course, a difference m kinrl between 
the work of the two periods ; the names Comedy of 
Humours and Comedy of Manners themselves 
indicate this ; but there is no ri^id dividing line, 
and the difference is oidy very obvious at the 
extremes. The Comedy of Manners also took 
types, human qualities, and worried them into 
all sorts of distortions, as the names Sir Koplin^ 
Flutter, Sir Positive At-AII. Horner, Lady Faneyful, 
Mrs. Marwood are enough to show ; indeed, 
Congreve was the one writer of his period to 
subtilize the ‘ humour ’ into a person. Hut the 
names, it will be noticed, arc slightly different ; 
the qualities taken are more biij>erlicial, less 
separated, than those of Volponc or Sir (hies 
Overreach. For the Restoration writers were 
far more realistic ; they drew their characters, 
copied their situations, from the life they saw 
around them ; they were much less abstract. 
They were concerned to bring things to earth, to 
test them by immediate actuality ; they had none 
of the metaphysical background of the Kliza- 
bctlmns. Their comedy, therefore, is lighter, 
racier, more spinning ; the action is brisker, the 
wording shar|>er and more epigrammatic. Their 
wit sometimes became wearisome, but it had its 
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point, wliicli WHS the ‘aecpiired follies’ of* iiiiiii, 
not Ills deep churaeteristies ; their eritieisni was 
from a social un^rle, not from a liiimanitariaii 
one. 

For Restoration eome<ly was. with the exception 
of hUhere^e's work, what is known as critical 
comedy; it tried to ‘ eurc exc(*ss to find the 
ha|)py mean by laii^hin^ exaj;;;eration out of 
eonrt and vice out of coiiiitenaiice. This is in 
itself a limitation, for the greatest minds do not 
want to ehan^e atiythiii^ : Shakespeare' wante'd l<i 
alter FalstalT about as much as Rardolph did ; 
and if Moliere held Arnolphe up to scorn, one 
feels h<‘ understood Tartufe to be a necess;iry 
iiij^redient in the j^eiieral make-up of the' wt)r]d. 
It IS true that Wycherley in one play, and Con^^reve 
in anotluT, aehieved this more divine comedy, 
and we need not blame the n'st for not suceeedm^^ 
in something thc> were not trying to elo. Rather 
we have ev<Ty reason to be ^^rateful for the 
restraint wha'h kept them niakin^r something; they 
eoidd make supremely well and amusingly, for 
the result is a jrallery of entertuiiiinj^, and partly 
immortal types, involved in situations which 
never cease to divert mankind. The Restoration 
comedy writers, with their keen observation, 
their quick, even too facile, deductions from 
externals, their capacity for sei/.inj; character 
from a gesture, keep us dancing along to a 
gay tune that is often irresistible. The fop, the 
idler, the preposterous man of importance ; the 
philanderer, his feminine counterpart, the sham 
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Nfiriitist, the ast rolo|;c*r ; lla* tiiwii 4‘k';runt, the 
eoiiiitrv thc‘ seaman and tlu‘ pritfessional 

man : tin' Spanish knot, tin* i'la'dreiix wi;;. the 
friiz-t(Mire, and the ‘ raiiatif‘'s ' n»l)e all etmspire 
to leave the hus\ \v<»rld ami appear hcddre ns on 
the sta^re in a lively medley ofaetitm. with rohnst 
outpouring of words. 

(^in^reve is not wholly of the type of Hest(»ra- 
ti<»n dramatist ; he is in soiia* sort tin* deseeii<lant 
of hithere^e and Wycherley : In* is iiu^re mature. 
Hilt the* inatcTial he used for his c'omedies hardly 
fliffers from that of Ins eompaiiions. Like* theirs, 
his people are the men and women who talked in 
the hoiidoirs an<i eollec'-houses of Kin^ William's 
rei^n, and took their exercise in the Hark, the 
Piazza, or tJie Mall. They may he imd in tin* 
comedies of (Irownc, Shadwell, and Drydi^n, in the 
diaries of Kvelyn and Pepys. even in tlit‘ lett<Ts 
of Dorothy Osborne. They were not vctv diffen^nt 
from ourselves. Superficially their <*onversation 
seems ditf'erent becaus<‘ tin* idiom has chaii^csl ; 
we no lon^<;r rad, <*r hunt elusive simile tothe cleatli : 
but were t he Petulants. the C’arelc-sses, the Helindas, 
and the Brisks to ap|>ear at «>ur own dinner-tables, 
we should find them natural enough. They w'ould, 
with just tlie sani(‘ zi*st as ourselves, use the 
discoveries of Dr. Kreud pleasurably to widen 
the limits of gossip, and cfiaritably to interpret 
the failings of our friends. 

But part <if the material an artist has at his 
disposal is his philosophic mukc-uf>, and here 
(kmpreve differs from his contemporaries. Not 
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inucli, for his was not a profoutirily original 
mind ; he had no new orientation to declare, no 
revelation to make, wherewith to stir the people 
of his day to revision, as Signor Pirandello drives 
us now. But he differed in two points. His in- 
tellectual fastidiousness made him loath to portray 
‘ fools so gross, that they should rather disturb than 
divert the well-natured and reflecting part of an 
audience ' ; and secondly, his passionate sense 
rebelled against the rationalization of love. The 
attempt had proved a failure, and Congreve, born 
somewhat late in the day, could only feel the 
disillusion of peace, while missing the joy of battle. 

But more important than the material of an 
artist is the use he makes of it ; how else could we 
distinguish between Jonson and Brome, between 
Etherege’s lace-work, and the turgid periods of 
Crowiic V By this is shown a writer’s sensibility, 
his affective w'calth ; in this alone artistic creation 
makes so close the fusion of mind with sensibility, 
that thought merges into feeling, and we enter 
that realm where it really is true to say Le style, 
e'est rhomme m^nc. 

To achieve a style argues a passionate nature ; 
it cannot be coldly constructed or artificially put 
together ; for passion means not the noisy tearing 
of the heart to tatters, but the deep-rooted impulse 
which drives a man to labour continually in the 
same road. And here w'c hit the amazing paradox 
about Congrev'e — that not even in 8i>itc of, but 
actually because of his style, which almost without 
a gap gives evidence of exquisite feeling, he is 
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accused of being cold, heartless, wicked. Some 
have seen in him nothing but a social snob, and 
have entered his works in the stud-book as being 
by Pride out of Urbanity. The reason may be that, 
endowed with a passionate and selective nature — 
in this, but for fear of exaggeration, one would 
like to compare him with Uaetne -an element 
of physical weakness prevented its full realization 
either in life or in literature. Under such condi- 
tions the mind turns ever inward upon itself, 
continually discerning and refining, dwelling upon 
possibilities of relationship, making ramifications 
of increasing subtlety. \Vc see this carried to its 
farthest [loint in Proust. This would account for 
the strong element of wistfulness in (Congreve’s 
work, that constant fear of disillusion, that 
‘ against fruition ’ note, we find so often on the 
lips of his women, of Cynthia, Angelica, and 
Millamant. Yet because Congreve was not a 
sentimentalist, he applied his clear, strong mind, 
his discerning, if not very wide or deep imagination, 
to his emotions ; he never deluded himself. Thus 
he made every effort to l>c clry, and his last 
comedy, though based on sentiment rather than 
on the ‘ humours ’, is far from sentimental. This 
is not by any means to say that it is heartless. 

In discussing Congreve, then, it must be insisted 
that he belongs to the type of ‘ pure ’ creator, 
who is to be judged solely on aesthetic grounds, 
that is, by the quality of delight which he imparts. 
He and Dickens are not to be measured by the 
same instrument, any more than Dostoievsky and 
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Miss Aiislcn, in spite of the elements they may 
possess in (*onimon. It is, when all is said, the 
provinee of art t<» delight the spirit, an<l it is, 
hiially, the aesthetie pleasure we f;et fnmi Congreve 
that earns him his hi^h plaee. It is on that plane, 
and not on the moral or philosopliie, that he has 
somethinir to ^dve. 


H 

Tilt: s'i'vi.K OK ( ()N(;iu:vK 

'riie most evident pleasure we obtain from the 
drama is in the interplay of ehara(der, l>y the 
eoloiirs woven loj^ether to make up an objective 
view of hnmanity : but though in this, too, 
Con^^reve must be ranked with the masters, he 
does not take a very high plaee among them. 
His first piece. The Old Hachelor, has all the 
obvi<»usness tif Joiisoii without tlui especial 
creative purpose that made it necessary ; Hhiffe 
is a version of Hobadill, Kondlewife is modelled 
on Kitely ; we detect patches of Bromc, w'c 
scent the inlluenee <if Marston. Congreve had 
learned niueh from the <il<l masters, but he had 
not yet made them his own, nor entered into the 
Hestoration inheriUinee. As eharaeteriziition the 
play adds nothing to our riches ; we are still in 
a late Kli/abethan world. In The Double- Dealer 
there is a new set of contrasts that are almost 
too striking, of the harsh unredeemed villains with 
the rightly-named Froths, and with the candid 
Cynthia. Love for Love again is a return, not to 
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Jonsoii, but to tlie piiivsi \Vvfhi*rlt*v. The IVatf 
of the IVorlft, Iiuwovit, soars abuse* all. and tlu* 
(‘harac'tcrizatioii bet‘f>iiK‘s subtle and indis'idiial r 
too subtle almost, sinee esen INipe was c*onstrain(‘d 
to ask ‘ Tell me ii’ Congreve's l‘o(»ls are fools 
indeed For here Conj^reve bntke through the 
rules he had laid dow'n in that happy pieee of 
eonstriietive eritieism, the Letter ioiu'erniufi 
Humour in Coiuedif, and made* his people three- 
dimensional. Tin* greatest triumph, of course*. 
IS Millamant, mans -faceted, sponhiiieoiis, who 
hides her feelin^r lH*neath her ^^aiety, and is so 
well set olf a^rainst J.a<ly Wishfort, Mrs. Marw'ood, 
and Mrs. Fainall. not eontainin^f within herself 
the sprin^rs that move those others, but alive 
w'ith the |)ossibility of eoiitaining tiu in. 

Characterisation, howe\'<*r, is not a solely 
dramatie eh'iiieiit : as an in^ireilient it is eipially 
important in the novel ; but what we may 
hazard as bein^ speeilieally flramatie is the 
changes of speed, of movement, w'hi(‘h constitute 
the rhythm of a pieee. You can have ‘ ^^reat still 
novels ’ like those of Itichardson, you eannot have 
a play that those adjective.s will suit. It may (*ven 
be said that a dramatie moment is delinitely that 
where the rhythm ehuiif^es, of whic*h the knocking 
at the jpite in Macbeth iriay l>e taken as one toeus 
ctassicusy and Cleopatra's ‘ Peace ! Peiiee ! Dost 
thou not sec my baby at iny breast That sucks 
the nurse asleep ? ’ as another, in the reverse 
direction. For, as in physical life, it is not motion 
that we feel, but change of inotioii. In the drama 
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this varyiii;^ of speed may be aehievecl by the 
introduction of new persons, by changes of tempo, 
or by the quality of the phrasing, this last con- 
sciously and most superbly done by Jonson in 
Catiline, Of all these methods Congreve was 
a master, producing results of delicious beauty. 
When his works were reprinted, he made the 
addition or loss of a person upon the stage con- 
stitute a now scene, not to borrow' a French habit, 
but to emphasize the change of tempo, and to 
allow' ttich scene to be itself a se]>arate jewel, 'lo 
give only one example of how, by phrasing alone, 
he could alter the speed, it will be enough to point 
out the staggering finale of The Double-Dealer, 
The play has been procee<ling at a glorious and 
cver-increasing pace ; until the last moment we 
are borne along in a tremendous rush ; it seems 
incredible that the curtain should not come down 
u|K)n a tumult : but then ; 

lirisk. Tliis is all very surprising, let me perish ! 
lAidy Froth, You know I told you Saturn looked 

a little more angry than usual. 

This shows his strength : we are suddenly 
pulh‘d up sharp. A technically similar, but in 
tc»ne vastly different, ending to The of the 

World illustrates his grace, like that of a pigeon, 
which hurtling through the air with closed wings, 
o|HMis them to alight on the selected branch. It 
is all done by phrasing ; for it is in prose that 
Congreve most surely excels. 

Dryden's panegyric, contained in the lines that 
preface The Double-Dealer^ was no affected piece 



TTTK STYT.R OF COXr.RKVK \ix 

of homage such as grey hairs sometimes pay to 
gold. For the hoary monarch of \Viirs had, in 
a famous phrase, found the language brick and 
left it marble, and he saw in Congreve a young 
man working unerringly in the new medium. 
Here, at last, was a poet ‘ lineal to the thnme 
an artist who realized that his material was wonis, 
who loved words, glorying in their proper and 
beautiful use. He could not but admire a boy 
who began a first comedy with : 

Vaiiilove, ami abroad so early ! good morrow : 
I tluiiight a ef)iitemplative lover ej)uld no iiior«* have 
fiarted with his bed in a mornimg. than he eoiihl 
have slept in't. 

He immediately rejoiced in the amazing skill, so 
surely shown, in the difficult matter of spacing 
stresses. 

To any one. who has not thought about stage 
dialogue the speech may not seem very striking : 
yet it is a sound piece of craftsmanship. F'or 
stage prose, like pulpit, or even law-cotirt prose, 
is not to be judged in the same way as chamber 
prose, or that written for the inward ear. Rrownc 
so enthralling to murmur to oneself ; Swift so 
delightful to read to one’s friend ; (ilibbon so 
effective and amusing to quote, wouM empty box 
and gallery alike ; while the grandiose periods of 
Burke sent the Mother of Parliaments to dinner. 
For stage prose must be easy to say at once 
rapidly and loud ; it must suit the human lungs 
working under specialized comlitions. The w’eight 
must always be brought naturally, and nillier 
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obviously, onto the important word. That is 
wliy, if we compare a passage from The Sile^it 
Woman with one of .lonson's dedications, or 
a description of a masque, we find tlie prose so 
markc<ily different ; and why, if we put a speech 
from Marriaf*e a la Motle against an extract from 
the Kssatf of Drnmatick Poesy wc get the same 
variance. That Congreve understood how the 
rhythni of stage writing had to differ from the 
balance of other forms can be prove<l in a moment 
by any out; who ciircs, however cursorily, to turn 
ovt‘r the pages of this book. 

Ibit in his first play, for f)rose as w(‘ll as for 
persons, Congreve chose .lonson for his master. 
If we take a typical picc*e of the latteCs work, we 
can see that the same kin<l of Inml runs through 
The Old Bachelor : 

Ves, faith. The fellow trims him silently, and has 
not th<' kiia<*k with his sheers nr his lingers : and 
that eoiitineney in a barber he thinks so eminent 
a virtue, as it has made him chief of Ills (‘oiinsel. 
{Thv Sih'tit Womna, i. 2.) 

For (’ongreve's lighten’ touch, however, .lonson 
was too fond of a(*eentetl syllables ; and his pro.s(% 
though rarely blank verse, in beat - structure 
resembles his own to an extraordinary degree. 
Moreover, he wivs inelined to come down too heavily 
on the last syllable : 

If she b<‘ short, let her sit miieli, lest when .she 
stands, she be thought to sit, {The Silent 

IVonmn^ iv. 1.) 

and tliis .sometimes gives his work a kiml of gaunt, 
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hiirninered stiffness, a<linirul>le for what he was 
trying; to do, hnt larking in the lilt Conj^reve 
required lor his differently felt persons. He 
wanted someth in^ more Ihiid, and perhaps he 
applied to Dry den : 

Von sp('iik more truly than yon think ; I liavf* 
shown it. For, sinee I nnist eonfrss the truth to 
yon, I aril no fortune : iny fathrr, tho' In* hears it 
hijili, to put me off, has mortpi^al his esiali*. We 
keep servants for show, and when we should |1ay 
th<*ir waj'es, piek a quarrel with their service, and 
turn 'em olf penniless (Lore Triuniffh/tht, i\ ). 

That is a fair avera^re sample of Dryden’s sta^e 
prose ; it is charming enough to the inward ear, 
hut is not of ipiite the lirst elass for sta^e enuneia- 
tion. In his prose plays J)r\den never seemed 
(|uite sure of his rhythm, and, ptThaps through 
fear of slipping into the ' other harmony ’ of verse, 
often ran too many unstressed syllables toj^ether. 
He here lacked the splemlid assurance of his 
critical and controversial essays, as miieh as he did 
the irresistible mareh of his verse. Hut Conjure ve 
learned somethin;^ of flexibility from him, and 
how to (leal with runs ; as he learned, it may Im*, 
a certain swinj^ from Kthere^^e, and how to 
introdiiee the note of lyrical sadness into comedy ; 

Did ^oii not tell me there w'jis net ereflit to be j^iven 
to faces ? That women nowadays have their 
passions as much at will as they have their com- 
plexions, and put on joy and sariness, seom and 
kindness, with the same ease as they flo their paint 
and patches. — Are they the only eriimterfeits ? (The 
Mint of Motif ^ V. 2.) 
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Etheregc more nearly approaches Congreve for 
a sensitive ear than any other dramatist of the 
period, but he liad not the rich polyphonic mastery 
of vowels ; while Wycherley, giant as he was, 
something neglected his surface in the bigger scale 
of his conceptions.^ 

But to have done with Congreve’s predecessors, 
and to come to his own progress. The attentive 
reader will, I think, see that in The Old Bachelor he 
definitely tried to soften the angles of his model : 
I.anl I have seen an ass look so chagrin, ha ! 
ha ! ha ! (yon must pardfin me I can't h(*lp laughing) 
that an absolute lover would have concluded the 
poor creature to have had darts, and fiames, and 
altars, and all that in his breast (ii. 8). 

a passage in which he veered away from Jonson 
to write nearly pure Dryden. Again, he did not 
always avoid the pitfall gaping for those who wish 
to write swift, rhetorical prose, and occasionally 
fell into blank verse : 

Methinks I feel the woman strong within me, 

And vengeance kindles in the room of love (in. 1 ). 

If is measure, too, sometimes missed the right 
balance of prose to hit upon that of poetry : 

and cnlle<l him aloud in your sleep (ii. .'}) 
reminding one over-forcibly of such metres as : 

And left him nloiic in his glory. 

* The curious may like to trace Congreve’s descent 
from Cowley. It is an opinion I would maint.'iin after 
fliimer, .supf>ortrd by Cutter of Coletnan Street ^ iv. .'5, ft, 
hut for whi<‘h I would not go to the st.ake. 
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Hut liis next play shows an enormous advance : 

My mind gives me it won’t — because we are botli 
willing ; we each of us strive to reach the goal, ami 
hinder one another in the race; I swear it never 
docs well when the parties are so agreed. — For when 
people walk hand in hand, there ’s neither overtaking 
nor meeting. VVe hunt in couples where we l>oth 
pursue the same game, but forget one another ; and 
’tis l>eeau.se we are so near that we don’t think of 
coming together. The Douhlf- Dealer (iv. I). 

Here he achieved a larger rhythmical unit than 
was common with Jonson, hut yet preserved an 
admirable stress spacing ; and in the second part 
of the paragraph varied the phrase endings to 
contrast beautifully with those in the first. He 
was more aware, too, of the value of vowel changes. 
Goal with race is effective ; and if agreed and 
meeting constitute an experiment that does not 
quite come off, we shall sec later what he could do, 
in the plenitude of his power, by playing on the 
same sound. 

Lour for Love was an attempt to re-create The 
Plain Dealer's scenes of Manly rage ; but who 
would lash the follies of the time is eom{>elled to 
use a certain medium, and some of the earlier 
passages of this play are pure Wycherley. Con- 
greve’s rh3d;hm, however, was vastly superior once 
he plunged into his own atmosphere : 

What a bustle did you keep against the last 
invisible eclipse, laying in provision as *twere for a 
siege ? What a world of fire and candle, matches 
and tinderboxes did you purchase I One would 
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have thou|;lit we were ever after to live uiiiier ground, 

or at least making a voyage to (irecnland, to inhabit 

there all the <lark season (ii. 3). 

In this play, too, the listening reader will find 
a blank verse couplet (iv. 10) as he may have 
noticed some in The I)otd)le- Dealer (c.g. v. 13), 
but it is in lA}ve for Love that we really begin to 
hear the melody that pervades The Way of the 
World — that melody which was most readily 
Congreve’s in the tenderer passages, for instance in 
the one which begins ‘ You’re a woman — one to 
whom Heaven gave beauty, when it grafted roses 
on a briar ’ (iv. 16), or that wonderful paragraph 
‘ Would any thing but a madman complain of 
uncertainty ’ (iv. 20), much of which could be 
twisted into blank verse, and which perhaps gains 
its effect because it docs all the time seem to skim 
perilously along the brink. 

The Way of the World is throughout authentic 
Congreve, and is of incomparable beauty in its 
kind. Here, whatever he may have learned from 
his predecessors, he made something peculiarly 
his own, impossible to imitate. For sinewy 
llcxibility and point, combined with seductive 
gentleness ; for the full gamut of vowel sounds and 
the varied spacing of stresses, English literature 
had to wait for Landor until it once more heard 
a voice that had something of the especial quality 
of Congreve. Addison, for instance, made far too 
Hat a country out of Congreve’s beautifully 
accidented landscai>e, ami one has only to read 
The Drummer to see how short he fell. 
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For his satiric passaf^es Con;rrt»vc eoiihl still use 
the Jonsunian repfular ring, coming ilown thump 
on the liist syllabic with a spondee ; or ‘ keen 
iambics, i'Gad like locking the door u|M>n a 
prisoner : 

For a fool's visit is always a disguise* ; aiul never 
admitted by a woman of w'it, but to blind her affair 
with a lover of sense (iii. 10). 

Hut when he cainc to the mon^ delicate passages, 
especially when he wished to move to sympathy, 
he nearly always closed upon a tnK*hec, with that 
plaintive, almost melaiudioly cfTcet Landor use<i 
so well, and that Fletcher tried to get with the 
feminine double-ending hi blank verse. In the 
same way he transformetl clown the rather too 
marked contrasts in the vow'cl sounds in the anti- 
thetical parts of the sentence, the bniad distinction 
having bt*come too common a trick, and w'carisome 
in the writings of such as the Marcpiis of Halifax. 
Take even that torrential passage at the iK'giniiing 
of the last act, wherein Lady Wishfort is not only 
‘ at once concise and voluble but a jKietess : 

Out of my house, out of my house, thou viper, 
thou serpent, that I have fostered ; thou bosom 
traitress, that I have rai.scsl fnim nothing — begone, 
begone, Ijegone, go, go — that 1 took from washing 
of old gjiuze and weaving of dead hair, with a bleak 
blue nose, over a chatingHlish of starved embers, 
and dining behind a traverse-nig, in a shop no 
bigger than a bird-cage, — go, gfi, starve again, 
do, do. 

Facit ifidignatio versum / and it was certainly no 
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ordinary inspiration that imagined that splendidly 
incisive * bleak blue nose \ with its deepening 
sound to clinch the delicious modelling of * from 
washing of old gauze and weaving of dead hair * ; 
or fathered the equally effective change from 

* traverse-rag ’ to ‘ bird-cage % and the final return 
to ‘ starve 

If one were to have to select the two lines that 
best exhibit Congreve’s flavour, one might do 
worse than choose the sentence tliat ushers in 
Millamant for the first time : 

Here slio comes i’ faith full sail, with her fan spread 
and streamers out, and a shoal of fools for tenders — 
Ha, no, I cry her mercy (ii. 4). 

The beauty of that needs no insistence ; the 
delicate play of the vowels, the dancing rhythm, 
with the sharp uptake at the end attended with 
the entirely new sound of ‘ cry sweep us away 
with their effect of spontaneity. And see, too, 
a little later in the same scene, how skilfully he 
can now play on one note, recurring to the same 
word : 

Beauty the lover’s gift — Ixird, what is a lover 
that it can give ? Why one makes lovers as fast 
as one pleases, and they live as long as one pleases, 
and they die as soon as one pleases : and then, if one 
pleases, one makes more. 

* How it chimes, and cries tink in the close, 
divinely ! ’ The reiteration never gives the ear 
tlie smallest bother, because, said as they must 
be to gain the full meaning, the phrases only 
gather their weight upon * pleases ’ in the last 
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instance, the stresses otherwise playing all around 
it. At last the voice fatefully pounces upon the 
word, as a hawk, after several feints, lands upon 
a predestined prey. 

Those 'extracts are from that miraculous second 
act, which shows a more consummate nmstery 
than any other passage in the dramatic literature 
of the period. The whole rhythm of changes of 
swiftness from scene to scene is astoiindingly 
beautiful and moving. The pace is made up of 
varying emotions, from the corrosive jealousy of 
Mrs. Marwood to the almost too sweet melancholy 
of Mirabel!, and in every instance the phrasing is 
perfectly adapted, as well to the highest gaiety 
as to the gravest doubt. Nor are we at any time 
kept too long at the same pitch, and the succeeding 
scene always seems just the right one to modulate 
the change of our emotions. In its tuneful 
measure the [)assage between the lovers reminds 
one of the second act of Le Tartufc ; and there 
the whole of Millamunt is revealed, the wise and 
winning woman who knows that life is so serious 
that we cannot afford always to be serious abcnit 
it, and wear for ever an inflexible wise face. 

Yet it is not surprising that the play failerl at 
first performance, for it docs in truth ‘ evaporate 
into an essence almost too fine \ and one C4innot 
but suspect that Congreve was writing for himself 
alone, forgetting a little the cruder exigencies' of 
the stage. Whence it may be said of Way 

of the World what is often remarked of Shake- 
speare's plays, that it is better in the study than 
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on the scene. With neither is this absurdity true ; 
all it means is that intimacy of reading; discloses 
beauties that cannot immediately be snatched, 
and that thoroughly to enjoy these plays in the 
acting? we must first of all know them well. Then 
one awaits the delicious phrase, the thrilling move- 
ment, the breatli-cutehing swerve of tempo, even 
as one expects the enunciation of a theme in a 
familiar Hach concerto, or revels in the arabesque 
of a well-known page of counterpoint. And this, 
perhaps, is a touchst<me for the surest works of 
art, only to reveal their final j>crfection to the 
lover ; for though, to be conuncndcd, an aspirant 
must declare some grace, in its most treasured, 
its most enriching forms, beauty is the lover's 
gift indeed. 
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Mr. Congreve, to Mr. Dennis. 
Concerning Humour in Comedy. 

Dear Sify 

You write to me, that you have Kntcriaineti your 
self two or three days, with readui;; se\eral 
(]omedics, of several Autliors ; and your Observa- 
tion is, that there is more of Humour in our Kn^lish 
Writers, than in any of the other ('omiek Poets, 
Ancient or Modern. You ticsirc to know my 
Opinion, and at the same time my Thought, of 
that which is i^enerally call'd Humour in C omedy. 

I afjree with you. in an Impartial Preference of 
our Kn^lish Writers, in that Particular. Put if 
I tell you my Thouj,dits of Humour, I must at the 
same time confess, that what I take for true 
Humour^ has not been so often written even I)y 
them, as is generally believed : And some who 
have valued themselves, and have been estecun’d 
by others, for that kind of Writing, have si^ldom 
touch’d upon it. 1'o make this appear to the 
^Vorld, would require a lonp and labour'd Dis- 
course, and such :is I neither am able nor willing 
to undertake. Put such little ICemarks, as may 
be continued w’ithin the C ompass of a Letter, and 
such unpremeditated Thon^hts. as may be C’om- 
niunicatcd between Friend and Friend, without 
incurring the Censure of the World, or setting up 
for a Dictator, you shall have from me, since you 
have enjoy n'd it. 

To Define Humour, perhaps, were as dinicult, 
as to Define Wit ; for like that, it is of infinite 
variety. To Enumerate the several Humours of 
Men, were a Work as endless, as to sum up their 
several Opinions. .And in my mind the Quot 
homines tot SentetUice, might have been more 
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properly interpreted of Humour ; since there are 
many Men, of the same Opinion in many things, 
who arc yet quite different in Humours. But tho 
we cannot certainly tell what Wit is, or, what 
Humour is, yet we may go near to shew something, 
which is not B'/f or not Humour ; and yet often 
mistaken for both. And since I liave mentioned 
Wit and Humour together, let me make the first 
13istinction between them, and observe to you that 
Wit is oftm mistaken for Humour. 

I have observed, that when a few things have 
been Wittily and Pleasantly spoken by any 
Character in a Comedy ; it has been very usual for 
those, who make their llemarks on a Play, while 
it is acting, to say, Such a thing is very Humorously 
spoken : There is a great Deal of Humour in that 
Part. Thus the Character of the Person speaking, 
may be, Surprizingly and Pleasantly, is mistaken 
for a Character of Humour; which indeed is a 
Character of Wit. Hut there is a great Difference 
between a Comedy, wherein there arc many things 
Humorously j us they call it, which is Pleasantly 
spoken ; an<l one, where there are several Charac- 
ters of Humour^ distinguish'd by the Particular 
and Different flumours, appropriated to the 
.several IVrsons represented, and which naturally 
arise, from the different Constitutions, Complexions, 
and Dispositions of Men. The saying of Humorous 
Things, does not distinguish Characters ; For 
every Person in a Comedy may be allow'd to speak 
them. From a Witty Man they arc expected ; and 
even a Fool may be permitted to stumble on ’em 
by chance. Tho I make a Difference betwixt U'// 
and Humour ; yet I do not think that Humorous 
Characters exclude Wit : Xo, but the Manner of 
Wit should l>e adapted to the Humour. As for 
Instance, a Character of a Splenetick and Peevish 
Humour y should have a Satyrical Wit. A .Jolly 
and Sanguine Humour, should have a Facetious 
Wit. The Former should .speak Positively ; the 
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letter, C'arelessly : For the f(»rmer Observes, and 
shews things as they are ; the latter, rather over- 
looks Nature, and speaks things as lie would have 
them : and his Wit and Humour have both of them 
u less Alloy of •liidginent than the others. 

.As ll'jf, so, its opposite, Folhf^ is sometimes 
mistaken Jot Humour. 

When a Poet brink's a ('haracter on the Sta*fe, 
eommittin^r a thousand .Absurdities, and talkiiif^ 
Impertineneies, roaring Aloud, and Lau^hiii)^ 
immoderately, on every, or rather upon no oe- 
easion ; this is a C haracter of Humour. 

Is any tiling more common, than to have a 
prctende<l Comedy, stuffd \\ith such (irotes<jues. 
Figures, and Farce Fools ? Thinj^s, that either are 
not in Nature, or if they are, are .Monsters, and 
liirths of .Mischance ; and fM>nsequently as such, 
shoulrl be stifled, and huddled out of the way, like 
Sootcrkins ; that Mankind mav not be shock'd 
with an appearing: Possibility of^ the Degeneration 
of a Chxl-hke Speeics. For my part, 1 am as willinir 
to Lavish, as any body, and as easily diverted with 
an Object truly rifhcuhius : but at the same time, 
1 can never care for seeing thiii'xs, that force me 
to entertain low thoughts of my Nature. 1 dont 
know how it is with otiiers, but I confess freely to 
you, 1 could never look lon^ upon a Monkey, with- 
out very .Mortifyini; Heflections ; thb 1 ne\er 
heard any thing to the C ontrary, w'h> that C reaturc 
is not Originally of a Distinct Species. As 1 dont 
think Humour exclusive of It'd, neither do 1 think 
it inconsistent with Folly ; but I think the Follies 
should be only such, as Sleiis Humours may incline 
‘em to ; anfl not Follies intirely abstracted from 
both Humour ami Nature. 

Sometimes, Personal Defects a/c misrepresented 
for Humours. 

I mean, sometimes Characters are barbarously 
exposed on the Stage, ridiculing Natural De- 
formities, Casual Defects in the »Senses, and 
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Infirmities of Age. Sure the Poet must both be 
very 111-natur’d himself, and think his Audience 
so, when he proposes by shewing a Man Deform’d, 
or Deaf, or Blind, to give them an agreeable 
Entertainment ; and hopes to raise their Mirth, 
by what is truly an object of Compassion. But 
much need not be said upon this Head to any body, 
especially to you, who in one of your Letters to me 
concerning Mr. Johnson's Fox, have justly excepted 
against this Immoral part of Ridicule in Corfroccto’s 
Character ; and there I must agree with you to 
blame him, whom otherwise I cannot enough 
admire, for his great Mastery of true Humour in 
Comedy. 

External Habit of Body is often mistaken for 
Humour. 

By External Habit, 1 do not mean the Ridiculous 
Dress or Cloathing of a Character, th6 that goes 
a good way in some received Characters. (But 
undoubtedly a Man’s Humour may incline him to 
dress differently from other People) But I mean 
a Singularity of Manners, Speech, and Behaviour, 
peculiar to all, or most of the same Country, Trade, 
l*rofession, or Education. I cannot think, that a 
Humour, which is only a Habit, or Disposition 
contracted by Use or Custom ; for by a Disuse, or 
Complyance with other Customs, it may be worn 
off, or diversify’d. 

Affectaiion is generally mistaken for Humour. 

These are indeed so much alike, that at a 
Distance, they may be mistaken one for the other. 
For what is Humour in one, may be Affectation in 
another ; and nothing is more common, than for 
some to affect particular ways of saying, and doing 
things, peculiar to others, whom they admire and 
would imitate. Humour is the Life, Affectation 
the Picture. He that draws a Character of Affecta- 
tion, shews Humour at the Second Hand ; ne at 
best but publishes a Translation, and his Pictures 
are but Copies. 
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^ But as these two last distinctions are the Nicest, 
ho it may be most proper to Explain them, by 
Particular Instances from some Author of Reputa- 
tion. Humour I take, either to be bom witli us, 
and so of a Natural Growth ; or else to be grafted 
into us, by some accidental change in the Constitu- 
tion, or revolution of the Internal Habit of Body ; 
by which it becomes, if I may so call it, NaturalizM. 

Humour is from Nature^ Habit fnmi Custom ; 
and Affectation from Industry. 

Humour, shews us as we are. 

Habit, shews us, as we appear, under a forcible 
Impression. 

Affectation, shews what we would be, under a 
Voluntary Disguise. 

Th6 here I would observe by the way, that 
a continued Affectation, may in time become 
a Habit. 

The Character of Morose in the Silent Woman, 
I take to be a Character of Humour. And I choose 
to Instance this (Character to you, from man^ 
others of the same Author, because 1 know it 
has been Condemn'd by many as Unnatural and 
Farce : And you have your .self hinted some dislike 
of it, for the same Reason, in a Letter to me, 
concerning some of Johnson's Plays. 

I.^t us suppose Morose to be a Man Naturally 
Splenetick and Melancholly ; is there any thing 
more offensive to one of such a Disposition, than 
Noise and Clamour ? Let any Man that has the 
Spleen (and there are enough in England) be Judge. 
We see common Examples of this Humour in little 
every day. ’Tis ten to one, but three parts in four 
of the Company that you dine with, are Dis- 
compos'd and Startled at the Cutting of a Cork, or 
Scratching a Plate with a Knife : It is a Proportion 
of the same Humour, that makes such or any other 
Noise offensive to the Person that hears it ; for 
there are others who will not be disturb'd at all by 
it. Well ; But Morose you will say, is so Extrava- 
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he cannot bear any Discourse or Conversa- 
tion, above a Whisper. Why, It is his excess of 
this Humour, tliat makes him become Ridiculous, 
and qualihcs his Character for Comedy. If the 
Poet had piven him, but a Moderate proportion 
of that Humour, ’tis odds but half the Audience, 
woulil have si<led with the Character, and have 
CondemnM the Author, for Exposing a Humour 
which was neither Remarkable nor Ridiculous. 
Resides, the distance of the Stage requires the 
Figure represented, to be something larger than 
the Fife ; and sure a Picture may have Features 
larger in Proportion, and yet be very like the 
Original. If this Exactness <»f Quantity, were to 
be observed in Wit, as some would have it in 
Humour ; what wouhl become of those Characters 
that are design’d for Men of ^^'it ? I bclievo if a 
P<a*t should steal a Dialogue of any length, from 
the EsHcmpore Discourse of the two Wittiest Men 
upon Earth, he would find the Scene but coldly 
receiv'd by the Town. Rut to the purpose. 

I'he Character of Sir John J)aiv in the same Play, 
is a Character of Affectation. He every where 
tliseovers an .Affectation of learning ; when he is 
not only Conscious to himself, but the Audience 
also plainly perceives that he is Ignorant. Of this 
kind arc the Characters of Thrasu in the Eunuch 
of Terence^ and Pyr}iopolniH'es in the Miles (Horio- 
sns of Plant us. They alTeet to bt* thought Valiant, 
when both themselves and the Audience know they 
are not. Now such a boasting of Valour in Men 
who were really Valiant, would undoubtedly be a 
Humour ; for a Fiery Disposition might naturally 
throw a Man into the same F-xtravagance, which 
is only affected in the Characters I have mentioned. 

The Character of Cob in Every Man in his 
Humour, and most of the under Characters in 
liariholomcxv-Fair, discover only a Singularity of 
Manners, appropriated to the several Educations 
and Professions of the Persons represented. They 
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arc not Jliimonrs but 1 In bits contracted by 
C'listoni. lender this Head may be ran^eil all 
C'ountry-t’lowns, Sailers, 'I’radesmen, Jockeys, 
Gamesters and such like, who make use of C'ants 
or peculiar Dialects in their several Arts and Voca- 
tions. One may almost jj[ive a Iteceipt for the 
Composition of such a Character : For the INnd 
has nothing to do, but to collect a few proper 
IMirases and terms of Art, and to make the IVrsoii 
apply them by ri<liculous Metaphors in his Con- 
versation, with ( haracters of different Natures. 
Some late Characters of this kind have* been very 
successful ; but in my mind they may be Painted 
w’ithout much Art or Labour ; sin<*e they recpiire 
little more, than a jiood Memory and Superlicial 
Observation. Hut true //umour cannot be shewn, 
>%ithout a Dissection of Xatun*, and a Narrow 
Search, to discoNcr the lirst Seeds, from \n hence it 
has its Hoot and jrrowdh. 

If I wen* to write to the World. I should be 
nbli^ro<I t<i dwell lon^^er, upon each of these* Distinc- 
tions and Kxainjiles ; for I know that the‘y would 
not be jilain enough to all Headers. Hut a bare 
hint is suflicient to inform you of the Notions 
wdiich I have on this Subject : .Aial 1 hop<* by this 
time y<Mi are of my Opinion, that Humour is 
neither Wit, nor Fully, nor IVrsonal flefect : ih)T 
Affectation, nor Habit ; and yet, that each, and 
all of these, have been both written and receive<l 
for Humour. 

I should be unwilling to venture c \en on a bare 
Descriptiim of Humour, much more, to make a 
Definition of it, but now' my hand is in. He tell yon 
what serves me insteufl of either. I take it to be, A 
singular and unavoidable manner o/ doings or saifing 
any thing. Peculiar and \atural to one Man only ; 
by xvhich his Speech €ind Actions are distinguish'd 
from those of other Men. 

Our Humour has relation to us, and to what 
proceeds from us, as the Accidents have to a 
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Substance ; it is a Colour, Taste, and Smell, Dif- 
fused throu^li all ; tho our Actions are never so 
many, and different in Form, they are all Splinters 
of the same Wood, and have Naturally one Com- 
plexion ; which tho it may be disguised by Art, 
yet cannot be wdiolly changed : We may Paint it 
with other Colours, but wc cannot change the 
C>rain. So the Natural sound of an Instrument 
will be distinguish'd, tho the Notes expressed by 
it, are never so various, and the Divisions never so 
many. Dissimulation may, by Degrees, become 
more easy to our practice ; but it can never 
absolutely Transubstantiate us into what we would 
seem : It will always be in some proportion a 
Violence upon Nature. 

.\ Man may change his ()])inion, but I believe he 
will find it a Diflicully, to part with his Humour, 
and there is nothing more provoking, than the 
being made sensible of that ililheulty. Sometimes, 
one shall meet with those, who perhaps, Innocently 
enough, l)ut at the same time impertinently, will 
ask the Question ; ir/ii/ are you not Merry ? M7ii/ 
are you not Gay* Pleasant^ and Cheerful ? then 
instead of answering, could I ask such one ; Why 
are you not handsome / Why have you not Blaek 
Eyes, and a betU r Complexion ? Nature abhors to 
be forced. 

The two Famous Philosophers of Ephesus and 
Ahderu, have their <lifforent Sects at this day. 
Some Weej», an<l others Laugh at one and the same 
thing. 

I ilont doubt, but you have observed several 
Men Laugh when they are .Vngry ; others who are 
Sdent ; some that arc Loud : i et I cannot suppose 
that it IS the passion of Anf*€r which is in it sell 
different, or more or less in one than t'other ; but 
that it is the//uwioMr of the Man that is Predomi- 
nant, and urges him to express it in that manner. 
Demonstrations of pleasure are as V'arious ; one 
Man has a Humour of retiring from all Company, 
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ivhen any thin^ has hap})enM to please liiin beyoiRl 
expectation ; he huf^s himself alone, and tliinks 
it an Addition to the pleasure to keep it Secret. 
Another is upon Thorns till he has made Proclama- 
tion of it ; and must make other people sensible of 
his happiness, befttre he can be sf) himself. So it 
IS in (irief, and other Passions. Demonstrations 
t)f Love and the r'ffe<‘ts of that i\ission upon 
several Humours, are infinitely different ; but here 
the Ladies who abound in Servants are the best 
Judges. Talking t>f the ]^a<lies. methinks sonie- 
thin;^ should be observed <»f the Humour of the Fair 
Sex ; since they are som<‘tiiiM‘s .so kind as to furnish 
out a Character for ( oniedy. Put I must confess 
I have never made any observation of what I 
Apprehend to be true Humour in Women. PtThaps 
Passions are too powerful in that Sex, to Jet 
Humour have its ('<»urse ; or may Ik* by Heason 
of their Natural Coldness, Humour c^aimot Kxert 
it self to that extrava^jant Dej^ree*. which it oftcui 
does in the Male Sex. For if ever any thmj; <loes 
appear ( omieal Kiditailous in a Woman. I think 
it is little more than an a<u|uir‘<] Follv. or an .\ffee- 
tation. W’e may call them the weaker Sex, but 
I think the true Heason is, Ix'caust* our h'olhes arc 
Stronger, and our Faults are more prevailing. 

Dne mijzht think that the Diversity of Humour, 
which must be allowed to b(* fliffiised throughout 
Mankind, mifrht aff<»rd endless matter, for the 
support of Comedies. Hut when we come closely 
to consider that point, and nic-ely to distinguish 
th(; Difference of Humours, I believe w<* shall find 
the ciintrary. F'or tho we allow every Man some- 
thing of his own, ancl a peculiar Humour ; yet 
every Man has it not in fpiantity, to become 
Remarkable by it : Or, if many do become Re- 
markable by their Humour.s ; yet all those 
Ifumours may not l>e Divertiii^f. Nor is it only 
rcipiisite to rli.stin^ui.sh what Iluinour will be 
divertinsr, but also how much of it, what part of it 

B 3 
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to show in Li^?ht, and what to east in Shades ; how 
to set it off i)y preparatory Scenes, and by opposing 
other humours to it in the same Scene. Thro a 
wron^y Judgment, sometimes, Mens Humours may 
be opposed when there is really no speeific Dif- 
ference between them ; only a greater proportion 
of the same, in one than t’other ; occasion'd by his 
having more Flegrn, or (’holler, or whatever the 
(^>nstitution is, from whence their Humours derive 
their wSource. 

There is infinitely more to be said on this Sub- 
ject : thd perha|>s 1 have already said too much : 
l)ut I have said it to a Friend, who 1 am sUre \^ill 
not expose it, if he d<»es not approve of it. 1 
believe the Subject is intirely new. anil w'as never 
touch'd upon before ; and if I would have any one 
to see this priv'ate Essay, it should be some one, 
who might be provoked by my lOrrors in it. to 
Publish a more Judicious Treatise on the Subject. 
Indeeii I wish it were <lone, that the World being 
a litth* acquainted with the scarcity of true 
Humour, and the dilliculty of finding ami shewing 
it, might look a little more favourably on the 
iiabours of them, who endeavour to search into 
Xature for it, and lay it open to the Publick 
V'iew. 

I dont .say but that very entertaining and useful 
(’haraeters, ami proper for ( omedy, may be drawn 
from Affectations, and thosr other Qualities, which 
1 have endeavoured to distinguish from Humour : 
but I would not have such imposed on the World, 
for Humour, nor esteem'd of l‘'.fpial \alue with it. 
It were perhaps, the Work of a long Fife to mak< 
one Comedy true in all its Parts, ami to give every 
Character in it a True and Distinct Humour. 
Therefore, every Poet must be beholding to other 
helps, to make out his Number of ridiculous 
Characters. Hut I think such a One dcscrvi-s to be 
broke, who makes all false Musters : who docs not 
shew one true Humour in a Comedy, but entertains 
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Ills t<» tJu* iMiii <»f tho I’lay willi i\fi\ 

tliiiii; mil of Naliiu*. 

1 will make but one Obserxation to \oii more, 
siiirl Ii;i\e (lone: and that is ^roiin<hMl upon an 
( >bs(‘r\ at mil of \oiir (jwii, and which 1 mention'd 
at tJie be^finnm;; of my Ltdter, i tz, 'J'hat theii^ is 
iimie ot tlimioiir in onr haii;lish ('omii k \\ rittTs 
than in aii\ others. 1 do not at all wonder at it. for 
I look upon Humour to lx* almost of JOn^lish 
(Growth : at h'ast, it dot's not sttun to have found 
such J'.nerease on aiiv other Soil. And what 
ajipt'.iis to me to be the K'ason of it, is the yrt'at 
J-'reedom. J*ri\ ile;!:e, and labertv which the Com- 
mon IVsiple of t'lijov . Any .Man that has 

a Humour, is under no i(‘straint. or fear of ”i\ in;.* 
it \ ( lit : t hey ii.iv 1 ' a l*i o\ ( i b aiiioii^' thi iii. w Inch, 
niav b(‘. will shew tlu* Hent and (*enius oi the 
l*eople, as well as a longer I>iseouis<' : //(* f/t/jt niH 

hai r a d/m/-poh', s/tull have a Mai/-palr. 'I'his is a 
.Maxmi with them, and their l^railiee is a;ir(*eable 
to it. 1 believt' somethin;’ ( oiisiderabh' to(» max 
be aserilx'd to their feedin;> so miK'h on I'h sh. and 
the (■rossness of their Diet in ;!en(‘ial. Jbit 1 have 
done, let tlie l*h\ sieians a;free that . 'J'hus v on ha ve 
my 'l’hou;’hts of Humnar, to mv Power ol Mxpress- 
in;r them m so little Time and Compass. 'S'ou will 
be kind til shew me v\ herein I have- Hrr'd ; and as 
V oil are verv ( apable of ^i\ in;; me Instruction, s(». 
i think 1 have a verv Just title to (h'liiand it Iroiii 
vou ; b( in;!^ without Iteserve, 

Ju!tf H). 


VftuT real Frinu!^ 
€tud humble Senant, 


\% . Con;»rev e. 
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M\ Lord, 

It IS :i'ith a iircat liml nf l^lmsmc. Hint / /(/// hold 
0)1 this first tJruision, uhirh, thr Aindnits of injf 
Lifr hoir ilivni mr of mitiiifi to ffoiir Ijndshif) : 
For suirr ot thr sonir tirnr, / uritr to alt thr 11 orld, 
it irill hr o mraifs ttj jnihtishiH!* (nhot I iioiiht hmr 
rx'rnf Ilodtf Iiion) thr Hrsjirit and Did if nhiih / our 
and /niif to ifoa. I havr so niarh im hnation to hr 
ifoiirs, that I tired no othri Enfiafit nmd • Hat thr 
jtartirnlar Ties, hif uhnh / am tfonnd /o 
Ijord.shij) and Faniitif, havr /nd d ind oj mif l*onrr 
to mahr ifon anif ComjdiftKtd ; .sinrr all (Hfirs of 
till/ silf, uill amount to no moir than an honest 
Arktnmlrdiimcnt , and onh/ shiw a .iillin/lnrss in mr 
to hr firatrfid, 

/ am veil/ near u'lshin/i. That it xurr not so mnrh 
mi/ Interest to hr i/onr Lordshi/i s Sfriant, that d 
mi/lht hr nutrr mi/ Mrid : not that I U'onld aioiit 
hrin/l ohliiird to i/oa, hat I would hair mi/ outi 
(hoirc to I an mr into thr Debt : that I mi /ltd have 
d to boast. I laid disthifinishn/ a Man, to uhotii 
I would hr ulad to hr ohhiird. even wdhont thr Hopes 
of havin /1 d in mi/ Doucr, an to make him a return, 

I .iJif 'lx )i I \r Ch.ulfs it iJ)f • lfj( r Itr.inclj, 

’Aiiirh till L.irldnni'. i.f < mk .jikI Uurliri):t«;ii, 1 j« 1<I 

the Harcnv c-f Clit/ord f-l J.au* 'IxirnnKh, the lir'^t 
HnrlinRtoii h.uin^; rnarritd llif Ijmhv^ nf UMir* I « rd 
Clifford, Hail «-f ( iiinLf rl.iiid 



i6 The Old Batchelor. 

It is impossible for me to come near your Lord' 
shipy in any kindy and not to receive some Favour ; 
and while in appearance I am only making a7i 
Aeknoivledgment {ivith the usual under-hand dealing 
of the U'orld) I am at the same timCy insinuating 
my own Interest. / cannot give your Lordship your 
ducy rvithout tacking a Hill of nuf oieu Privileges. 
’7’i.v truey if a Man never committed a Follyy he 
would never stand in need of a Proteciion ■ Hut 
then J*07ver would haie nothing to do. and good 
j\ature no Occasion to .sheiv it self : and where 
those Qualities are. 'tis pity they should want Objects 
to shine upon. I ynust confess this is no reason, 
why a Man should do an idle thing, nor indeed 
any good Krcusc for it. xvhcfi done ; yet it reconciles 
the uses of such .iuthority and (ioodness. to the 
necessities of our Follies ; and it is a sort of Poetical 
Logick, whichy at this Time I xcould make use oj . 
to argue your Lordship into a l*rotection of this 
Play. It IS the first Offence 1 have committed in 
this kind, or indeed, in any kind of Poetry, tlio" not 
the first made publick : and, therefore. 1 hope witf 
the more easily be pardoned : Hut had it been Acted, 
when It was first written, more might have been said 
in its behalf; Ignorance of the Town and Stagi . 
would then have been Excuses in a young ITr/Zt’/. 
u'hich now. almost four Years Fxperieni e. will 
scarce alloit of. > et / mu.st declare my self sensible 
of the good Suture of the Town, in receiving this 
Play so kindly, with all its Faults, which I must 
own were, for the most part, very industriously 
covered by the care of the Players; for. 1 tliinl>. 
scarce a ('haracter but receiv'd all the .tdvantagr it 
w'ould admit of, from the ju.dness of the Action. 

As for the ( ritieks. my Lord. 1 have nothing to 
saijy tOy or against, any of them of any kind : from 
those who mal*e just Except ittns. to those -who 
find fault in the -wrong place. / will only make this 
general Answer in behalf of my Play (an An.srwer. 
which Kpiotetus* advises every Man to make for 
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himself^ to his Censurers) vtz. That if they uliu 
finti some Faults in it, were as intimate witli it 
as I am, they would find a ^real many more. 
This IS 4! Cofifcsston . -vitu'h I nrrthtf not to hoze 
made; hut hoicever^ 1 can drazv this %is4' front //, 
to fny ozen Advanta^ie^ titat J think there are no 
Faults in i7, hut zchat 1 do know : zvhnh. as J take 
it^ is the first step to an Aniendnient . 

Thus 1 niaif Ine in hopes (some time or other) 
of niakins* the Toicn amends : hut, if(ta. tny l.ord, 
I never can. tho' I ant t^’cer 

Your I.OllDMlIP .s 

most C>l)e<iient. ami 

most Hiimhle Servant, 

M lit ( onfirt ve. 



TO 


Mr. COX an EVE. 

Wuns Virtue in pursuit r)t* Ksiuu* ajipears. 

And forward shoots tlu‘ (Growth beyond tlie ^’<*ars. 
We timely eoiiit the rising Hero’s C'aiise : ^ 

And on his side, the Poet wisely draws ; > 

IJespeakin^^ him hereafter, by Applaii'^e. J 
'Phe I3a\s will come, whei\ we shall all rteei\e 
U(*turmn;i Interest, from wJiat now' we ^ive ; 
Instnieted. and supported by that Prais(‘, 

And Hepiitalion, which \\v stri\(“ to raise. 

Nature so eo\ , so hardly to la* woo'd, 
h'lies, like a .Slistress, but to lx* pursu'd. 

O ('(tnilivir I boldl\ follow on the ( base : 

She looks behind, and wants th\ strong I'hnbr.iee : 
She yields, she \ields, surrenders all her ( liarni*'. 
Do you lull lorei' her uently to your .\rms : 

Siieli .\er\es, such (iraees, in \our lanes appear. 
.\s \ou wete made to be hei Itavisher. 

Difftfi H has loiiLj e\temle<i his Command. 

Hy Kiiiht Dimuc, <|uite through the Muses Land. 
.\bsolule Lord : and holdin^^ now from none, 

Hut i^r(‘at Apnlln, his undoubted C row n : 

('I’hal laupire settled, and i»rown old in Pow'r) 
Can wish for uothiuir, but a Sueeissor : 

Not to enlarjre his Limits, but maintain 
'I'hosr Pro\ mees. which he alone could |zain. 

Ills eldest II ichcrhf, in wise Hetreat, 

'I'hou^rpt it not w'orth his Quiet to be (ireat. 
liOose, wandrmL^ FJhcrcife, in wild Pleasures tost, 
.\nd forei;:n InCrests, to lii.s Hopes lon*^ lost : 

Poor Lvr and Otuuff dead ! appears. 

'Phe Darling, and last Comfort of his Years : 
May’st thou live lon^r *ii thy trreat Master's Smiles, 
Anil ^rrowin^ under him, ailorn these Isles : 
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But wlirii when part of him (hr that hut lati ) 
His Body Yielding must suhmit tf» Fatr. 

Leaxiii*; Ins <hatldi*ss Works, and Tlu*i* hrhmd. 
('rhr natural Sufcvssor of hi.s Mind) 

ThfU may'st tliuii linish what he has hr^un : 

Heir tt> his Merit, he m Fame his Son. 

What thou liast done, shews all is m th> Fi*w’i • 
\nd to write lietter, onlv must write more. ti 

"I'ls somethin;; to he willing to eomnu'nd : 

But m\ last i*raise, is. that 1 am your I'>ieiul. 

77/0. SO/ 7 ///;// v/;. 


K) 

Mr. CON (; Ji K V K. 

The Danya's f*rcat ut ihtwe rcti.s<n iitus Dajf^y 
H hni ( rttirhs are so n ft , to ventorr Zeroise : 

If hrn the infedioos omf tti-naiin't/ Itrooil 
Hehofi/., attfi damn the B or/.', tmousr 'its flood : 

Afid With ft jiVfjKd, ftoiit'nerotts Spirit, trif 

To jKiss on Ostronsni on Ihieirtf. 

lint f/oft, nil/ Friend, tfour Worth does sofetif tn^nr 

Ahoie their Spleen : tfon have no ( ’ausefoi Ft or ; 

Lihe ft :<ell’tnettled Ziimh. ipm took ipnii Fhahf 

(^nite out of Fearh, and ahnost out of Siflht. i ^ 

As the strong San, in a fan Sammef s Daif, 

Yfia rise, and drive the Mists and (loads aitaij, V 
The (Jivls and /fats, and alt the Itirds of Frei/. J 
Faeh Line of ipinrs. t the polish'll Steel's .so haid. 

In Ifeaaty safe, it Xionfs no other (iaard. 

Satare her .self's heholden to ifoar Dress, 
n 7 </f 7 / tho" .stilt tike, nineh fairer i/oa e.rprrs.s. 

Some vamhf stnvinti Honour to obtain. 

Leave to their Heirs the Traffiek of their IfraiHy 
iAke i'XwiMx under (iron nil, the ripeniiifl W are, 

In a ton ft time, jterhaps firons worth our (die : 
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But you now reap the Fame, so well you've soxvn ; 
The Planter tastes his Fmii to Ripeness grown. 

As a fair Orange-tree at once is seen, 

Big zcith ivhaVs ripe, yet springing still with green ; 
So at one time, my xvorthy Friend appears. 

With all the sap of Youth, and weight of Years. 
Accept my pious Love, as forward Zeal, 

Which tho' it ruins me I can't conceal : 

Expos'd to Censure for my weak Applause, 3 *’ 

I'm pleas'd to suffer in so just a Cause : 

And tho' my Offering may unworthy prove. 

Take, as a Friend, the Wishes of my lA>ve. 

J. MARSH. 


To Mr. C' o N o K E V e, on his Play 
called The Old Batchelor. 

Wit, like true (iold, reliiiM from all Allay, 
Immortal is, and never can decay : 

’Tis in all Tunes and I^anguagcs the same ; 

Nor can an ill Tran.slation quench the Flame : 

For, tho' the Form and Fashion don’t remain, 
Th’intrinsick Value still it will retain. 

Then let each studied Scene be writ with Art ; 

And Judgment sweat to form the labour’d Part : 
Each Character be just, and Nature seem ; 9 

Without th’Ingredient, Wit, ’tis all but Phlegm : 
F'or that's the Soul, which all the Mass must move, 
And wake our Passions into Grief, or Love. 

But you, too Bounteous, sow your Wit so thick. 
We are surpriz’d, and know not where to pick : 
And while with Clapping, we are just to you. 

Our .selves we injure, and lose something new. 
What mayn’t we then, great Youth, of thee presage, 
Whose Art and Wit so much transcend thy Age ? 



Thf Old B a r c h e l o r. 


21 


flow wilt thou shine at thy Meridian height ? 
Who, at thy Rising, giv’st so vast a Light. .o 
When Dryden dying, shall the World deceive, 
Whom we Immortal, as his Works, believe ; 

Thou shalt sueeced, the (ilory of the Stage, 

.\dorn and entertain the coming Age. 

liKViL uiaaoss. 


PROLOGUE intended for The 

Old B a tc ii e lo k. 

Written !)y the Lord FA LK LA SI). 

Most Authors on the Stage at fir.st appear 

Like Widotcs Jiridegrmnns. JuU of Doubt and Fear : 

They judge, f row the Kxpericnee of the Dawe. 

Hozc hard a Task it is to queneh her Flame : 

And li'ho falls short of furnishing a Course. 

I'p to his braivny Predeeessof s Foree ; 

With utmost liage from her Embraces thrown. 
Femains convicted, as an empty Drone. 

Thus often, to his Shame, a pert Deginner 
Proves in the end, a miserable Sinner. 

As for our Youngster. / am apt to doubt him : 
With all the Vigour of his Youth about him : 

But he, more Sanguine, trusts in one and twenty. 
And impudently lutpes he shall content you : 

For tho' his Batchelor he uorn and cold. 

He thinks the Young may club to help the Old : 

And xL'hat alone ca?i be atchiev'd tnj neither. 

Is often brought aljout t/y both together. 

The briskest of you all have felt Alarms, 

Finding the Fair one prostitute her Charms 
With broken Sighs, in her old Fumbler's Arms. 

But for our Spark, he swears heAl ne'er be jealous 
Of any Rivals, but young lusty Fellaivs. 
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Fnilh lei inm try his Chance, and if the Slave y 
After his lira^ffinft, prove ft xvashy Knave, 

Xlaif lie he banish^ d to stnne lonely Den, 

And never more have leave to dip his Pen : 

Put if he be the i'hampion he pretends, 

PotJt Seres sure ivill join to be his Friends ; ^ 

For all agree, ichere fill can have their ends. J 
.ind yon mast oxen him for a Man of flight. v 
Jf he holds oat to plettse yon the third Sight . 


P R O I. () t; U K, 

Spoken by Mi.s. liracc^ircllc. 

How llii^ vile Worhl is I In former Days, 

l*r(^l<»j^ues, were serious Speeelie.s. before Plays : 
liras e solemn ThinjX''. as (iraees are to Feasts ; 
Where I'oets beutjM a lllessinj; from tlieir (iiiests. 
Ibit n<*\N, no more like Suppliants we c‘ome ; 

A IMas makes War, and l^rolojiin* is the Drum : 
ArmM ssitfi keen Satire, and ssith pointed W’it. 

\N e tiirealen you wlio do for .Indices sit, 

'Fo sas t‘ our Plays, or else we ll damn your Pit. 
Hut for your C omfort, it falls out t<> day, 

\>e'\e a soun^i \uthor and his first born Play : 

.So, stainiinir only on liis jrood Hehas iour. 

He's sery eisil, and entreats your Fas'our. 

Not but the Man has Maliee, ssould he .show it, 
Hut on my (’onseienc-e he's a bashful l*oet : 

You think that ‘*tran;re in» matter, lie'll out- f 
iirow it. J 

\Vell, I'm his Advocate -b\ me he prays you. 

(1 iton't know whether I shall speak to jilease you) 
lie jirays O bless me ! what shall I tlo now ! 
llaiiii me if 1 know what he prays, or how' ! 20 

And ’twas the prettiest Prolo*rue as he wrote it I 
Well, the tieiiee take me, if I han't forgot it. 
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() Lore], fi»r cxc-iisi* tlir ri:i\ . ^ 

Ht'f'uiisr, \ ou know, if it Ik- <laitinM to «la\ . 

1 shall he- ]iani;'il for wanting \\liat to sa\ . j 
Kor iny sakt* thr-n hut I'm in siic-li C'oiiiiisioii. 

1 i-annot stay to hear your Hrsoliit ion. 

I /inns o//. 



Dramatis Persona? 


M K X. 


a •;urK old Hatchflor, pre- 
tending '^li^jht Women, secretly in 
Ix)ve with Silvta, 

J*ellmour, in Love with ft^hnda, 

I'ainlot'r, rapncions in )iis Love ; in 
l.ove with AramiPila, 

Sharper, 

Sir Joseph Wittol, 

(7.ipt.nn liluffc, 

Fcndleit'ifc, a naiiktr, 

Setter, <i Pimp, 

Seiv.int to P'otuile.K tfe 


W () M K N. 

4 ramtuta, in I.ove with I'ainiive, 
fiehtida, her Cousin, an allect« »l 1 a<iy, in 
1 , 0 VC with lielhnour, 

LiTtitia, Wife to Fondli’it ift, 

S\Ivta, Krtin/otr’s forsaken Mi=.tr< ^s, 

Lucy, her Maul, 

liettx 

Bov and I-iT^tm^'ii 


' Mr liettert ui 
* 

Mr. Pm, el 
I Mr Williams 
Mr Verbruccen 
Mr. Poweti 
Mr. Uatnc' 

Mr. Dofjgel 
Mr Underl.i'l 


Mrs Praee :'hit\ . 
Mrs 

Mrs 1iarr\ . 

Mrs lim, mart. 
Mrs Le-fi 
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ACT I. S( ENK I. 

S V !•; N !•:, The Slreel. 

Hellniour and \'ainl<)vi‘ mcetinfi. 

Hi.r.i Moi i{. 

I'nhitovey an<l al>roa(i so early ! ^oofl Morrow : 
I thought a ConteiiiplatiA e i.over c'oulcl no more 
liave parted with his lUwl m a Morning, than he 
could liave slept in't. 

Tain, liellmonr^ ^jood Morrow Why truth curt 
IS, these early Sallies are nt>t usual to me : hut 
Hiisiriess. as you see. Sir [Shelving /-r//er.v.| 
And Mtisiness must be follow'd, or be lost. 

Hell. Hiisiness ! — And so must Tune, my Friend, 
be close pursuerl, <ir lost. Hiisiness is the rub of 
Fife, pei’A erts our Aim, casts off the Hias, and leaves 
us wdde and short of the intendiMl .Mark. iz 

J'ain. Pleasure, 1 j^ness you mean. 

JJeN. Ay, what els<* has meaning ? 

till the Wise will t<*ll you 

Hell. More than they believe Or uneler- 

stand. 

Wiin. flow, how, A>e/, a wise Man say more 
than he understands ? * x'. 

Hell. .\y, ay, ^VisdoIn's nothing Init a pret<-ndirig 
to know and believe more than we really elo. \’ou 
read of but one wise Man, and all tliat he knew 
was, that he knew nothing. Come, come, lea\e 
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Act I. 


Hiisiness to Idlers, unci Wisdom to Fools ; they have 
need of ’em : Wit, be my Faculty, and Pk^isure, 
my Oeeiipation ; and let Father Time shake his 
(dass. Let l<»w and earthly Souls j^rovel 'till they 
have work’d themselves six Foot deep into a (irave 

Business is not mj' Element 1 row I in a 

hi^^her Orb, and dwell- — 30 

i'ain. In I'astles itli' Air of thy own building : 
That’s th\ Element, Xed AV'ell as high a Flyer 
as you are, 1 have a Lure may make* you stoop. 

[F/iags (I Letter. 

Bell. T marry Sir, I have ii Hawks E\ e at a 
Womans hand There's more Eleganc*y in the false 
Spelling of this Superscription [ 7 V/Ar.v up the 
Letter] than in all C'iceru -Let me see ILm now ! 
i)ear perfidious X'ainlove. \Reuds. 

l^uin. Hold, hold, ’slife that’s the wrong. v> 
Bell. Nay let's see the Name {Siflvia !) how eiui'st 
thou be ungrateful to that Oeature ? Slie's 

cxtreamly pretty and loves thee intirely I ha\e 

heard her breath such Haptures about thee- -- 
yam. Ay, or any Body that she's about — 
Bell. No faith Frauk you wrong lier : she has 
been just to >(ju. 

I'ain. I’hat's pheasant, by my troth from thee, 
who hast had her. ' 48 

Bell. Never Her Affections: 'Tis true by 

Heav’n, .she own’d it to my Facx* ; and blushing 
like the Virgin Morn when it disclos’d the ( heat, 
wdiieh that trusty Bawd of Nature, Night, had 
hid, confess'd her Soul was true to you ; th<»' I by 
Treachery had stoll’n the Bliss — 

l ain. So w’as true as Turtle in imcigmation, 

\ed. ha ? 1 ‘reaeh this Hoetrine to Husbands, 
and the married >Vomen will adore thc‘e. 

Bell. Why faith I think it will do well enough — 
If the Husband be out of the way, for the Wife to 
shew her Fondness and Impatience of his Absence, 

33 Lurr] A toi m in f.ilronrv : .1 d<*ad pigeon or artificial bird, 
used for calling long-winged haw kb, especially when young 
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by chiisin^ a Lover as like liiin as she ean, and 
what is unlike, she may help oiit with her own 
Fancy. ^3 

Vain. Hut is it not an Abuse to the Lo\er to b** 
made a Hlind of ? 

Hell. As you say the Abuse is to the Lover, not 
th(‘ Husband : For *tis an Ar^iinuait of her ^reat 
Zeal towards him. that she will enjoy him m Klli^ne. 

IV/in. It must be a very superstitious Country, 
where such Zeal passes for true Devotion. 1 doulit 
it will lie damird by all our Protestant Husbands 
for Hat Idfilatry Hut if \ou ean mak<* .\ld<*r- 
man Foncllncife of \our IVrswasion, this l^i*tter 
>vill be needless. n 

Hell. What, the old Hanker with the bandsom 
^Vlfe ? 

Vain. Ay. 

Hell. J^t me see, L<riiiia\ Oh 'tis a delieioiis 
Morsel. Dear Frank thou art tlii‘ truest Friend m 
the World. >-.» 

\ (iin. Ay, am 1 not ? To be eontimially starting 
of Hares for you to eruirse. Wv were certainly cut 
out for one another : for m\ 'remper rpiits an 
Amour, just where thine takes it u|) Hut read 

that, it IS an Appointment hir me this Fvenm^ ; 
when Fnmllnvifc will be ^on<* out of 'riiwn. to nn*et 
the Master of a .’sliij). about the ndurn of a Venture 
whi<-h he's in danger of h»sin^. H< ad, read. ss 
Hell, reads. Hum, Hum Out of Tnxni this 
Fvening, and talks of sendnuj, for Mr. .Spmte.xt to 
keep nie ( ompanp : hut J'll take rare, he shall not 
he at home. (h»od I Spade rt ! Oh the Fariatiek 
oiie-ev'fl I*arson ! 

Vain. Ay. 

Hell, reads. Hum. Hum Jyiat tjonr Con- 

l ersation will be nimii more ngreenhlr. 'if pou ean 
eounterfeit hi.s Habit to blind the Senauts. Very 
pood ! Then I nuhst be di.spui.scd — With all my 

Heart It adds a Gusto to an Amour ; pi\es it 

'j2 Tanatick^ Puritan, NMrjconf<'rmir.t 
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the greater resemblance of Theft ; and among us 
lewd Mortals, the deeper the Sin the sweeter. 

Frank I’m amaz’d at thy good Nature 102 

Vain. Faith I hate Love when ’tis forc’d upon 

a Man, as I do Wine x 4 nd this Business is none 

of my seeking ; I only hapned to be once or twice, 
where Lirtitia was the handsomest Woman in 
Company, so consequently apply’ d my self to her — 
And it seems she has taken me at my Word— — 
Had you been tlierc, or any Body, ’thad been the 
same. no 

Bell, I wish I may succeed as the same. 

Vain. Never doubt it : for if the Spirit of 
Cuckoldom be once raised up in a Woman, the 
Devil can't lay it, ’till she has don’t. 

Bell. Prithee, what sort of Fellow is Fondle* 
zvife ? 

Vain. A kind of Mongrel Zealot, sometimes very 
precise and peevish : But 4 have seen him pleasant 
enough in his way ; much addicted to Jealousie, 
but more to Fondness : So that as he is often 
Jealou.s without a Cause, he's as often satisfied 
without Reason. 122 

Bell. A very even Temper, and fit for my 
purpose. I must get your Man Setter to provide 
iny Disguise. 

Vain. Ay, you may take him for good and all 
if you will, for you have made him fit for no body 
else Well — — 

Bell. You’re going to visit in return of J^lma's 

Letter Poor Rogue. Any Hour of the Day or 

Night will serve her But do you know nothing 

of a new Rival there ? 132 

J'ain, Yes, Jleartivell^ that surly, old, pretended 
W'oman-Hater, thinks her Vertuous ; that’s one 
Reason why I fail her : I w'ould have her fret her 
self out of Conceit with me, that she may entertain 
some Thoughts of him. I know he visits her ev’ry 
Day. 138 

120 Fondness]. Fond still implied doting. 
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Bell. Yet rails on still, and thinks his Love 
unkno'M’n to us : a little time will swell him so, he 
must be forc'd to jrive it birth ; and the Discovery 
must needs be very pleasiiiit from himself ; to see 
w'hat Pains he will take, and how he will strain 
to be deliver'd of a Secret, when he has miscarried 
of it already. 

Vain. Well, pood Morrow, let's <liiie topether ; 
I'll meet at the old Place. 

Bell. With all my Heart : it lies convenient for 
us to pay our Afternoon Services to our Mistresses ; 
I find I am damnably in Love, I'm so iineasie for 
not having seen Belinda yesterday. im 

Pain. But I saw my Ararnintn^ yet am as 
impatient. 


S( KNE II. 


Br.Li.MOi It alofie. 

Bell. \Vhy what a ( ormorant in Love am I ! 
who, not eontente<l with the slavery of honourable 
I^ve in one Place, and the Pleasure of enjoying 
some half a score Mistresses of my own acquiring ; 
must yet take Pai>i/ore’s Business iifion my 
Hands, because it lay too heavy upon his : So am 
not only forc’d to he w'ith other Mens Wives for 
'em, but must also undertake the harder Task of 

obliging their Mistresses I must take up, or 

I shall never hold out ; Flesh and Blood eanntit 
bear it always. n 


SCENE HI. 

[To him] Sharper. 

Sharp. I’m sorry to see this, A>d ; Once a Man 
comes to his Soliloquys I give him for gone. 

Bell. Sharper^ I’m glad to sec thee. 

I Cormorant] Cormorants were u^^cd to catch thus 

doing other people’s business for them. 
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Sharp, What, is Belinda cruel, tiuit you are so 
tlioughtful V 

Bell, No faith, not for that — Hut there's a 
Business of Consetjuenee fall'n otit to Day, that 
requires some Consideration. 

Sharp, l^rithec what mighty Business of Conse- 
quence canst tliou liave ? lo 

Bell, Wliy yon must know, ’tis a piece of Work 
toward the finishing of an Alderman ; it seems 
1 must put the last hand to it, and dub him 
Cuckold, that he may be of equal Dignity with the 
rest of his Brethren : So 1 must beg Belinda's 
Pardon. — 

Sharp, Faith e'en give her over for good-an<l- 
all ; you can have no hopes of getting her for 
a Mistress ; and she is loo proud, too inconstant, 
too affected and too witty, and too handsome for 
a Wife. -ri 

Bell. But she can't have too mucli Mony — 

There’s twelve thousand Pound, Tom. 'Tis true 

she IS e.xcessively foppish ami affected, but in m> 
Conscience 1 believe the Baggage lo\es me : For 
she never speaks well of me her self, nor suffers 
any Body c‘lsc to rail at me. Then, as 1 told you, 

there's twelve thousand Pound Hum- Why 

faith upon second Thoughts, she docs not appear 

to be so very affected neither Give her her due, 

1 think the Womans a Woman, and that's all. 
As such I'm sure I shall like her; fur the De\il 
take me if I don't lo\e all the Sex. 33 

Sharp. And here comes one who swears as 
heartily he hates all the Sex. 


S C F N K IV. 

[To them] IIf \rt\vkll. 

Bell. Who Ilvurtxeell ' .\y, but he knows better 

things — How now GVorge, where hast thou been 
snarling odious Truths, and entertaining Company , 
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like a Physician, with discourse of th<*ir Diseases 
and Infirniities ? What fine Lad\ hast thou been 
putting out {)f (.'oiiccit with her si If. and perswad- 
that the Face she liad been inakm;^ all the 
Morriin;;, was none of her own ? for 1 know thou 
art as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a NVoinan, 
as a Ia)okin^-(dass after the .Small-Po\. lo 

Heart. 1 confess I have not been sneerin;; fulsorn 
lAes and nauseous Flattery, fawning upon a little 
taw'dry ^Vhorc. that will fawn upon me a^ain. and 
entertain any Puppy that comes, like a 'I’limbler, 
wath the same 'IVicks over and over. For such 
1 ;:uess may have been voiir late ]*anpIoyinent . 

lieil. \>’oul<l thou hadst come a little sooner, 
I’nuilove would have wrought thy Conversion, 
and been a ( hampion for the Cause. iw 

Heart. What, has he been here ? that's one of 
Cove's . t/;r//-L'ools, is alwavs upon some h'.rrand 
that's to no purpose, ever lanharkm^r m Adven- 
tures. yet never conics to Harbour. 

Shmp. That's because he alw'ays sets out in foul 
Weather, loves to bulfct with the Winds, meet the 
'tide, ami fail in the Teeth of Opposition. 

Heart. What, has he not dropt Anclior at 
Aramiata'i 

lielL Truth ou t is she tits his 'JVmper best, is 
a kind of floatmu Island ; sometimes seisms m 
leach, then vanishes and keeps him busied m the 
search. 

Sharp. She had need have a ijood share of Sense 
to manage so Caprinnus a Lover. 

Hell. Faitli 1 don't know, he's of a Temper the 
most easie to himself in the World ; he takes as 
niiicli alwavs of an Amour as he cares for, and 
ipiits It when it ^^rows stale or iinphasant. 

Sharp. An Armirnerit of very little Passion, very 
LOod I nderstandm^, and very ill Nature. 40 

Heart. And proves that I'atnlmc j>lays the Fool 
with Discretion. 

Sharp. You Bellmour arv bound in (iratitude to 
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stickle for him ; you with Pleasure reap that 
Fruit, which he takes Pains to sow : he does the 
Drudgery in the Mine, and you stamp your image 
on the (iold. 

Bell. lie’s of another Opinion, and says I do the 
Drudgery in the Mine. Well, we have each our 
share of Sport, and each that which he likes best : 
’tis his Diversion to Set, 'tis mine to Cover the 
Partridge. s-’ 

Heart, And it should be mine to let 'em go 
again. 

Sharp. Not till you had Mouth’d a little George, 
I think that’s all thou art fit for now. 

Heart, (iood Mr. Voung-Fellow, you’re mis- 
taken ; as able as your self, aiul as nimble too, 
tho’ I mayn't have so much Mercury in my Limbs ; 
’tis true indeed, I don't force Apjietitc, but wait 
the natural Call of my Jaist, and think it time 
enough to be lewd, after 1 have had the Tempta- 
tion. 6^ 

Bell. Time enough, ay too soon. I should rather 
have expected, from a Person of your Gravity. 

Heart. Yet it is oftentimes too late with some 
of you young, termagant flashy Sinners — you have 
all the (iuilt of the Intention, and none of the 
Pleasure of the I’raetiee — 'tis true you are so eager 
in l^ursuit of the Temptation, that you save the 
Devil the trouble of loa<ling you into it : Nor is it 
out of Discretion, that you don't swallow that ver>’ 
H<iok your selves have baited, but you are cloy’d 
with the Preparative, and what you mean for 
a Whet, turns the Kdge of your puny Stomachs. 
Your Love is like your Courage, which you shew 
for the first Year or two upon all Occasions : ’till 
in a little time, being disabled or disarmed, yo» 
abate of your V’igour ; and that daring Blade whie' 
was so often dniwn, is bound to the Peace for cv( 
after. 

Bell. Thou art an old Fornicator of a singular 
good Principle indeed * and art for encouraging 
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Youth, that thc\v ina\ In* as wickcti as thou art 
at thy Years. 

Heart. 1 am fV»r liav m;; c*\ t r\ ho<l> he \\l»at tln v 
prelcud to he ; a Whoremaster he a NVtioremaster ; 
and not like l^aiahn'e. kiss a Lap-Doi; uith 
Passion, when it would dismist him from the La<lN's 
own laps. 

iielt. That only happeais sometimes, when* the 
Do;^ has the sweeter Jln^ath, lor tin* more eleanl> 
eonveyaiiet*. Hut dearne. \ou must not (piarrel 
With little (ialiantries of this nature : \V<»men an 
olteii won hy 'em. \Vln» would refuse to kiss a 
I.ap-I)o«^, if it were prelimiiiar\' to the laps of his 
laidy 

sharp. Or omit playing; with lier Fan, and 
eoolinjr la‘r if she wcTe hot, when it mi^dit mtitle 
him to th<‘ Olliee of warmm!.r her wlaai she should 
he eold ? i « 

Hetl. What is it to read a Play in a rain\ l)a> '* 
'i'liouirh >011 should he now aial thiui mterruptc'd 
1:1 a witty Scene, and she perhaps preserve her 
laiujjhter, till thi* Jest w«‘r<‘ o\er: even, that, 
may he horn with, eoiisidermo tla* Heward in 
l*rospe<'t . 

Heart. 1 eonfess \<iu that are ^V^)nleIls Assrs 
hear ^reati-r Jlurdeiis : .\re forci fl to under;'** 
Dri-.ssiii;;, Danein;;, .SiiiLim;:, Si;jhin;;, \\hmm;». 
Khymm;.^ Flatterin;/, J.vin;/. (frmnin^, ('rin;^in^. 
ami the ilrud^erv of Fovin;; to hoot. n 

Helt. ■() Hrute. \he drudgery of J.ovin;^' I 

Heart. Av . whv to eome to hove through all 
these Ineiimhranees, is like <*omm;r to an Kstate 
overe!iar;r'<l VMth Debts: which hv the time you 
have pav'd, yields mi further profit than what tlie 
M>are tillage and maniirin^ of the hand will pnxluee 
dit the l*iXf>enee of your »»wii Sweat. 

Bett. Prithee how dost tluni love 
^ Sharp. He 1 hr hates the Sex. 

Heart. So I hate Physick too - >el 1 may luve 
to take it for my Health. 


.**6 


c 
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Bell. >Vell come off, George^ if at any time you 
should he taken straying;. 

Sharp. He has need of such an Kxciise. consider- 
ing the present state of his Body. 

Heart. How d'ye mean ? 

Sharp. Why if whoring he purging (as you call 
it) then, I may say. Marriage, is entering into 
a Course of Phvsiek. m 

BcU. How, George, does the Wind blow there ? 

Heart. It \mI 1 as soon blow Xorth and by South — 
marry, (plot ha ! 1 hope in Heaven I have a greater 
Pcjrtion of (irai'e, and I think 1 have baited too 
many of those Traps, to be caught in one my self. 

Bell. Who the Ue\il would have thee ? unless 
'twere an Oyster- Woman, to propagate young 

Fry for Billingsgate thy Talent will never 

recommend thee to any things of better Quality. 

Heart. My Talent is ehielly that of speaking 
Truth, which I don't expect should ever recom- 
mend me to People of Quality -I thank Heav'n, 
I have very honestly purchas'd the Hatred of all 
the great Familie.s in i'oun. 

Sharp. And sou in return of Spleen hate them : 
Hut could you hope to be reeei\M into the Alliance 
of a noble Family -- - 

Heart. No, I liope I shall never merit that 

Aflliction to be punish’d with a M’ife of Hirth 

be a Stag of the first Head and bear my Horns 
aloft, like one of the Supporters of my Wifes Coat. 
S'death I would not be a Cuckold to e'er an 
illustrious Whore in England. 

Bell. What not to make your Family Man ! 
and pn»vide for your t'hildren ? 

Sharp. For lier Children yoi.i mean. 117 

Heart. Ay there you've niek't it - there's the 

Devil upon Devil O the Pride and Joy (>f 

Heart Hwou’d be to me, to have my Son and Heir 

resemble such a Duke to ’have a fleering 

Coxcomb scoff and cry, Mr. your Son's mighty like 
his Grace, has just his Smile and Air ofs Face. 



Scene IV^ O L D B A T C H E L O R. 


.55 


Then replies another inethinks he has more of 

the Manpiess of siieh a Place, about his Nose and 
Kves : thoii;;h lie has niy Lord what -(rye-ealK 
Mouth to a tittle — I'hen. I, to put it off as 
uneoneern'd, eoiiie chuck tJie Infant under the 
C’hin, hiroe a Smile and cry, a\ , the Hon takes aft it 

his Mothers Jtelations uhen the DcmI and she 

knows, 'tis a litth* ( ompound of the whole Hody of 
Nohilitv. 


lidL ^ 
Sharp. J 
Hell. \V 


^Ha,lia, ha. 

ell but (u'orf^r 1 have one truest nm to 


ask ^ ou 


Heart. Pshaw, I have pratled awa> my 'I'liiie 

1 hope you are in no hastt‘ for an Answiu 

for I shan't stay now. an his If aUh. 

Hell. Nay prithee* (ieorfic - ■ 

Heart. Nfi, besides in\ Jhisimss. I see* a l end 


eoinmo this wa\ . Aelie*u. 


S ( K N J-: \' 

Su \ui'i H. Hi. I 1 Men ii. 

Bell. What eloes he mean ? Oli. tis Sir Joseph 
ir/Z/o// with his Fnenel : but I see he has turn d the 
( eirner, anei ^e»es another way. 

Sharp. What in the* name* eif w'eaieleT is .t ? 

Jiell. Why a Fool. 

Sharp. "I'ls a tawelry Outsielc. 

Bell. And a \er\ be/j^arly l..inin^ ^ \ et lie* 

may be weirtli your Aeejuaint4ine!e* a little* eif thv 
Fhymistry Tom, may extract Cieilel from that iJirt. 

Sharp. Say you so ? 'faith I am as peior as a 
( hymist, and woulel be as iiielustrious. Hut what 
was he that follow'el him ? is neit he a Dragon that 
watches those (ieilden Pippins ? x> 

Bell. Hang him, ne>, he a Dragem ! if he be tis 
a very peaceful euie, I can ensure his Anger dor- 
mant ; or should he seem te> rouse, ’tis but well 
lashing him, and he will sleep like a 'J op. 
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Sharp, Ay, is he of that Kidney ? n 

Bell. Yet is ador'd by that Biggot Sir Joseph 
^yittoll, as the Image of Valour : lie calls him his 
Back, and indeed they are never asunder — — yet 
last Night, I know not by what Mischance, the 
Knight was alone, and had fallen into the Hands 
f>f some Night-walkers, who I suppose would hav< 
pillaged him : But I chanc'd to come by, and 
resent'd him : though 1 believe he was heartily 
fright ned, for as soon as ever he was loose, he rari 
away, without staying to see who had help'd him. 

sharp. Is that Bully of his in the Army 'I 

Bell. No, but j.s a l*retender, and wears the 
Habit of a Soldu'r ; which now-a'days as often 
(‘loaks ('«>wardice. as a black (iown does Atheism 

You must know he has been abroad went 

purely to run away from a Campaign : enrich'd 
himself with the Phind<*r of a few Oaths - and 
here vents 'em against the Cieneral, who slighting 
Men of Merit, and iireferrmg onlv those of Interest, 
has made him <piit the ser\iec. 

Sharp. Wherein no doubt he magmlles his own 
Performance. 4 • 

Bell. Speaks Miracles, is the Drum to his own 
Praise -the only Implement of a Soldier he 
resembles, like tiiat, being full of blustring Noise 
and Kmpt incss 

Sharp. And like that, of no use but to be beaten. 

Bell. Bight ; but, then, the Comparison breaks, 
for he will take a drubbing with as little Noise as 
a Pulpit C'ushioii. 

Sharp. His name, and I have done ? 

Bell. Why that, to pass it current too, he has 
gilded with a Title : he is call'd, C’apt. Bluffe. si 

Sharp. Well, I'll endeavour his acquaintance — 
you steer another C'ourse, are bound. 

For Five's Island : /, for the golden Coast. 

May each succeed in what he zeishes most. 
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AC T II. SC KXE I. 

Sir Joseph Wittoll, Sharper foUou in^. 

SiiARPi:n. 

Sure that's lie, aiat alone. 

Sir Jo. I'm Ay this, this is the very Jamn'ei 
Plaee ; the inhumane ( anihals. the hloody- 
minJed Villains wouhl have biitelier'd me last 
Nipht : No <lonl)t, thc*\ would hii\e flea'ii me alive, 
have sold m> Skin, and <le\our'd. «( e. 

Sharp. How's this ! 

Sir Jo. An it hadn't been for a civil (.enth nian 
as earne by and frighted 'em aw'a\ but agad 
I durst not stay to give him Thanks. i<> 

Sharp. This must be fiellmour he means - - ha ! 
I have a Thought 

Sir Jo. Zooks, would the Captain wouM come : 
th(‘ very Remembraiu*e makes me (piake : agad 
I shall never be reeoneiled to this Plaee h«*artilv. ’ 

Sharp. 'Tis but trying, and being where 1 am 
at worst, now* luck ? curs'd Fortun«* ! this must 
be the Plaee, this damn'd unlucky Plaee 

Sir Jo, Agad and so 'tis — why here has been 
more Mischief done I perceive. 

Sharp. Xo, 'tis gf)ne, 'tis lost- ten thousanfl 

Devils on that Chanei* which <lrew me hither : a\ 
here, just here, this Spot to me is Hell ; nothing 
to be found, but the Despair of what I’ve hist. 

{Lookhifi ab'tut a^s iit search. 

Sir Jo. P<M)r (T<uitleinan — by the J„ord Harry 
I'll stay no longer, for I have found too — - 

Sharp. Ha I who's that has found ? What 
have you found i restore it fpiickly, or b\ 

Sir Jo. Not I, Sir, not I, as I've a Soul t^i Im^ 
‘^v'd, I have found nothing but what ha*' been 
to my loss, as I may sav, arnl as you were saving, 
Sir. ‘ ‘ j.: 

Sharp. O your Ser\ant, Sir. >ou are safe then it 
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seems : 'tis an ill Wind that blows no l>ody j^ood : 
Well, you may rejoiee over my ill Fortune, since 
it pay'd the Price of your Itansome. 

Sir Jo, I rejoiee I a^a<i not I, Sir : I'm very 
sorry hir your Loss, with all my Heart, HI<mk1 and 
(hits. Sir ; and if you did but know me, vou'd ne'er 
say I were so ill natur'd. 4 <' 

Sharp. Know you ; why can you be so un- 
^jrateful, to forget me ! 

Sir Jo. 0 Lord forget him I No, no Sir. I don't 
forget you --because 1 ne\er saw your Face 
before, agad. Ha, ha, ha. 

Sharp. How ! |.lngr/ 7 //. 

Sir Jo. Sta> , sta\ Sir, let me recollect he's 

a damn'd angry Fellow - I believe I had better 
remember him, till I (‘an get out of his sight ; but 
out o'sight out o'mmd agad. |.l 6 ’iV/e. 

Shoiji. Methoughl the Service I did you last 
Night, Sir, m preserving \ou fiom th<»se liidlians, 
might Iia\e t-iken better Hoot in \our shallow’ 
.Memory. 54 

Sir Jo. (iads-Daggers-Helts-Hlades and Scab- 
bards. tills IS the \ery (h'iit](‘iiian ! How' shall 
r make him a Heturii suitable to the (irc*atness of 
his .Merit I had a pretty thing to that purpi>se, if 
he han't frighted it out of my Memory. Hem ! 
licm ! Sir, 1 most submissively implore your 
Pardon for niy 'transgression of Ingratitude and 
Omission ; having my mtire Dependanee, Sir, 
upon the superlluity of your Goodness, which, like 
an Inundation will, I liope, totally immerge the 
recollection of my F'.rror, and leave me float mg in 
your Sight, upon the full blown Hladders of 
Hepentanee by the help of which, I shall once 
more hope to swim into vour Favour. 

Sharp. So-h, O Sir I am easily paeifv'd, the 

Acknowledgnu'iit of a («entlenian 70 

Sir Jo. .\cknow ledgment ! Sir I am all over 
.Acknowledgment, and will not stick to shew’ it in 
the greatest Kxtremity, by Night, or by Day, in 
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Sickness, or in Hcaltli, Winter, or Summer, all 
Seasons and (Jccasions shall test die tin* lU-ality 
and (*ratitude of your superabundant humble 
Servant S\r Joseph IVittoll Kni^dit. Ilem ! hem ! 

Sharp. Sir Joseph WiitoU. 

Sir Jo. 'I'he same Sir, of W'JtoU Hall m Comitoiu 
Harks. 

Sharp. Is it po'^sible ! 'I'hen, I am happy, to 
have obliged the Mirrour of Knighthood and l*ink 
of Courtesic in the A^e : led me embrace you. 

Sir Jo. () I^iord, Sir I 

Sharp. My loss, 1 esteem as a TriM<! repav'd 
with Interest, sin<-e it has piirebas'd me the 
l''riendship and Ae(juaintanee of the I'erstui m the 
World, whose ( liara<*ter I admir<‘. 

Sir Jo. \’()u are only jilcMs'd to say s«). Sir 
Hut pray if I may be so bold, uliat is that Loss 
you mention ? 

Sharp. () term it no lon^^er so, Sir. In the* 
Seudle. last Nij^ht, I only dropt a Hill of a 
hundred Hound, which I c'onless, I <‘ame half 
despairing to reeo\er : but thanks to my better 
Fortune - 

Sir Jo. You have found it Sir then it seems ; 
I profess I'm heartily ^lad - 'o 

Sharp. Sir your humble Servant 1 don't 

question but you are ; that you have so cheap an 
Opportunity of expressing your (.ratitiirh* anri 
(•enero5.ity. Since the paying so trivial a Sum, 
will wliolly ac(|uit you and doubly en^/a^c na*. 

Sir Jo. \\ hat a dickens <locs he mean bv a trivial 
Sum ? [.I.s/f/r.] Hut han't you found it. Sir ! 

Sharp. No otherwise I \ow to (hid but in my 
Hopes in you. Sir. 

Sir Jo. Humph. 

Sharp. Hut that'>. suflieient- 'Twere Injustice 

to <toubt the Honour of Sir Joseph Wittoll. iv* 

Sir Jo. O Lfird, Sir. 

Sharp. You are above (I'm sure) a Thouj^dit so 
low, to suffer me to lo.se what was ventur'd in your 
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Service ; Nay 'twas in a manner paid down for 

your deliverance ; ’twas so nuieh lent you 

And you scorn. I'll say that for yt)u 

Sir Jo, Nay 1*11 say tliat for my self (with yt)ur 
leave, Sir,) I do scorn a dirty thiiuj. Jlut agad I'm 
a little out of Pocket at pre sent. u - 

Shfirp. Pshaw yon cjin't want a hnndrerl INjund. 
Your VVord is sullicicnt any where : ‘Tis but 
borrowiiiif so much Dirt, you have lar^e Acres anel 
can soon repay it- Ahuicy is but Dirt Sir Joseph - 
Mcer Dirt. 

Sir Jo. Put I profe ss, ‘tis a Dirt I have washe-d 
my IJanels of at present : I ha\e‘ laid it all out 
upon my Hack. 

Sharp. Are* you so e*\tra\ anant in float hs. Sir 
Jftseph 't : ■/ 

Sir Jo. Ha, ha, ha. a ve*ry ^ood .lest I profess, 
ha, ha, ha, a \e‘ry t;<iod .)e*st. anel I elid neit know 
that I hael said it, and that's a better Jest than 
t’otlie‘r. ’'I’ls a sijrn ye>u and I ha'n’t been lemji 
ae'(]iiamted : \ou ha\c lost a «;ood Jest for want 
e)f knowin;' me* - I only mean a Priend eif mine 
whom r call my Hae-k : he sticks as close tei me. 

anel fe>l!ows me threni^h all Danire*rs he is 

ineleed Ihu’k, Hre*,ast anel Ileaelpiee'c as it were to 
me a^jael he's a brave Fellow Pauh. I am 
epiitc anothc'r tliintr, when I am with him : I eie»n't 
fe*ar the Devil (bless us) almost if he be by. .Ah 
hael he been with me last Ni^^ht — m- 

Sharp. If he hael. Sir, what then he eoulel 
have ilone no more, ne>r perhaps have suffer'el s(» 
nuie*h 'hael he a hiinelred INainel to lose t [Aa^rilp. 

Sir Jo. 0 I^)rel .Sir by ne> means (but 1 miirht 
have sav'd a hundre'd Peiunel) I meant inneiccntly. 
as 1 hi^pe t<i be saved Sir (a elamn'el hot Fellow) only 
as I was sayinir, I let him have all my ready .Mony 
tel reeleem his /jreat .S\ve>rel from Limbo -Hut Sir 
1 have a Letter of f reelit te> Alderman Fomileicife. 
as far as twe> hundred Pound, and this Afternoon 
I •so bimb<\ Paw n. 
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you shall see I am a Person, siieh a one as you 
would Avish to have met uith - 

Sharp, '^rhat you are Til la* sworn \ .lsitic.\ \Vh\ 
that's Lfrcat and like your sell. i 

S( KNK II. 

I To thetn \ Captain Hi.i i i i.. 

Sm- Jo. O Ih‘re a'(‘omes \y iny Iftrfot of Troif. 
wekoine iiiy Hiillx . in\ Hac*k : a^^ad in\ Ileail has 
.ipd pat for 1 hee. 

tilaff. How now, m\ yoiin^ Kmi^ht ? .Not f«)r 
I*'e4ir I hope : he tfiat knows me nnisl he a Stran;i<‘r 
to 

^ir Jo. Na\ aL^id I ha1»* f'ear ever since I had 
like to ha\e d\‘d <d‘a I'Viiiht Ihit ^ 

Utaif. Hut ? J.,ook \<»u lure Hon. Inn's y4Mir 
\iit !»l4)te. hen*‘s \ our .I<‘suites Pow d<*r IV >i a sh:ikin^ 
l*’it Hut who hast thou ^ot with thee, is lie of 

ttle '* I l.aiptio }ns Haial upon his S:Loni. 

Sir Jo. \y. Ihilly, a I)e\ilish smart h'ellow : 
‘.I nmH Ir^rlit like a ( (»ek. 

lilaff. .'^ay you so ? tlaui I honour him Hut 
has he been abroad ? f<>r f*\er\ ( <»ek will li^^ht upon 
his uw n 1 lun^hil. 

Sir ./o. I don't knr»w. but I'll pn-siuit \ ou 

H!a(f. I'll reeomiiKficl in\ self .Sir I honfiiir 
you : I understand n»iu Iov<* fiudilm;^. I R*v<‘renee 
a Man that lo\es fi^ditin;' .Sir I kiss ycair Hilts. 

Shaip. S\T \our Ser\ant, but n op are misin- 
form <1. for unless it lx* to serve mv* particular 
h’liend, as Sir Jost/fh lier<-, my ( <»iintry. or my 
Hehtrion, or in some very justifiable ( aiise, I'm 
nc)t for it. 

lihifj. () lainl I be^r y^nir Pardon, Sir, I find 
y<»u are not of mv Pallat. vou can't relish a Dish 
of lighting without sweet Sawe<*, Now I think 

i-j h I’owder^ (Juinine A !•* r n r ur^ »i 

S-)Ulh .‘Vinerica bv fit ihf ( inrlj. .ri.i tt.jik, th- 

S >cieiy 4li>si*ininated a know li dj{f* fif ii lMir"fM’ 

C 3 
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fighting, for fighting sake's sufficient Cause : 
fighting, to nic's Religion and the Laws. 31 

Sir JO. Ah, well said my Hero : was not that 
great Sir ? by tlie l^ord Jlarrif he says true : 
fighting, is Meat, Drink and ('l(»th to liim. But 
Back, this Gentleman is one of the best Kriencb 
I have m the World, an<l save<l mv Life last Night 
You know I told you. 

Bluff. Ay ! 'fhen 1 honour him again Sir 

may I crave your Name ? 

Sharp. Ay, Sir. my Name's Sharper. 

Sir Jo. Pray Mr. Sharper embrfiee my Back - 
very well —by the J^ord Harry Mr. Sharper he's 
a brave a Fellow as Caunihal. are not you Bully- 
Back ? 

Sharp. Hannibal I believe you mean, Sir 
Josiph. 

Jiluff. Undoubtedly he did Sir : faith Hannibal 

was a very pretty Fellow but Sir Joseph, 

Comparisons are odious — Hannibal was a very 
pretty Fellow in those Days, it must be granted - 
but alas Sir! were he alive now, he would be 
nothing, nothing in the Karth. 

Sharp. How Sir ! I make a doubt, if there be 
at this Day a greater (General breathing. 

Bluff. Oh excuse me Sir ; have you serv'd 
abroad. Sir ? 

Sharj). Not I reall> , Sir. 

Bluff. Oh I thought so -Why then you can 
know nothing. Sir : I am afraid \ou scarce know’ 
the Histijry of the late War in Flanders, w ith all its 
particulars. <1 

Sharp. Not I, Sir, no more than })ublick Letters, 
or (wazettes tell us. 

Bluff, (iazette I >Vliy there again now Why, 

Sir, there are not three Words of Truth, the Year 

round, put into the Ciazette I'll tell you a 

strange thing now as to that You must know, 

Sir, 1 w'as resident in Flanders the last Campaign, 

68 Campaign^ i.e. <'f 1692, w’hich iticludod Stcinkirk 
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had a small Post there : but 110 matter for that 

Perhaps, Sir. there was scarce any thin^^ of 

moment done but an humble .V*r\ant of \our^, 
that shall be nameless, was an P\e Witness dj J 
won't say had the greatest share in't. 'I'ho' I ini^ht 
say that too, since I name no Pody you know 
Well, Mr. Sharper, would \ou think it ? In ail this 

time as I hope for a Trunelit‘on this rascally 

(iazette-writer ne\c*r so niui‘h as <»nee nientioird 
me -Not once by the Wars To*>k n<» more 
notice, than as if SoL Jiluff'c had not been in the 
J.and of the LiMnir. ho 

Sharp. Strange ! 

Sir Jo. \'et by the J-onl Hairy 'tis true Mr. 
Sharper, for J went e\er\ 1 )h\ to ( offee-I louses to 
read the (ia'/(‘tte my self. 

liluff. Ay, a> , no matter \ ou see .Mr. 
Sharper after ail 1 am (‘ontent to retire Ij\(‘ 

a private Person - Seipio and others ha\e 

done it. 

Sharp. ImpiKient Uo^ue. I.f.sir/r. 

Sir ,io. Ay, this damn'd Modesty of ytuirs 
Aj^ad i( he would put in for t he im^ht he mad<‘ 
Cicneral liimself yet. o.- 

Waff. Oh lie. im Sir Jusejih Yaxi know J hate 
this. 

Sir Ju. bet me but tell .Mr. Sharper .a little. Imw’ 
\ou eat Pire once out of the Mouth of a ( aniaui 
ajrad he did ; those impeiu'trabie Whiskers of his 
ha\e confronted Flaim's 

Waff. ])(‘ath, what d(» nou luf'an Sir Jfisejih ? 

Sir Jo. J.,(n»k >011 know. 1 tell \ ou he's s»> inodtst 
Ill'll own iiothmi;. I' l 

Waff. Pish you ha\e put me out, 1 ha\e forj^ot 
what 1 was about. J*ray liold your 'J’onLUie. and 
^'ive me leave. 

Sir Jo. I am dumb. 

Bluff. This Sword I think I was telliiiL^ \ou of 

.Mr. Sharper This Sword I'll maintain to be 

the best Divine, Anatomist, Lawyer or Casuist in 
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Europe ; it shall decide a C'ontroversie or split 
a Cause nu 

Sir Jo, Xay, now I must speak ; it will split 
a Hair, by the Lord liarrp, I have seen it. 

Bluff, /oiins Sir, it's a I^ie, you have not seen it, 
nor shan't see it ; Sir I say you can't sec ; what 
d'ye say to that now ? 

Sir Jo. I am blind. 

Bluff. Death, had any other Man interrupted 
me 

Sir Jo. Good Mr. Sharper speak to him ; I dare 
not look that way. 

Sharp, Sir Joseph's penitent. 

Bluff. Oh I am calm Sir, calm as a discharged 

CHilverin Hut twas indiscreet, when you know 

what will provoke me - Nay come Sir Joseph , you 
know my Heat's soon o\<‘r. 

.Sir Jo. Well 1 am a Fool sometimes- -Hut I'm 
s<irrv. 

Bluff. Kiiou«r!i. 

Sir Jo. Come we'll ^o take a Glass to drown 
Animosities. Mr. Sharper will you partake ? iv» 

Sharp. I wait on you Sir ; nay, pray Captain — 
'^'ou are Sir Joseph's Hack. 


SCKNE III. 

Araminta, Heliiida, Hetty xvaiting, in 
Ararninta’.s Apartment. 

Belin. Ah ! Nay, Dear prithee jjood. dear 

''.weet Cousin no more, oh (iad, I swear you'd make 
one sick to hear you. 

Aram. Bless me 1 what have I said to move you 
thus ? 

Belin. Oh you have raved, talked idly, and all 
in Commendation of that lilthy, aw'kward. tw’o- 
hVd Creature. Man — you don't know what you've 
said, your Fever has transported you. o 

Aram. If I.ove l>e the Fever which you mean, 
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kind Heav'ii avert the C ure : Let me have Oil 
to feed that Fhnne and never let it he extinet, till 
I inv self am Ashes. 

liclin. There was a Whine! () (iad I hate 
your horrid Faney This Love is the De>il. and 
sure to he in Love is to he possess'd - 'Tis in the 
Mead, the Heart, the Hlood, the All over- 
() (ia<i yon are (piite spoil't! — I shall loath the 
si^ht of Mankind for your sake. 1- 

Aram. Fie, this is ^ross Aflecdation- A little of 
Ifefimnar's (’ompany would ehan^e the Sc-eiie. 
Helin. Filthy Fellow' ! 1 wonder Cousin 
Aram. I wonder, Cousin, you should iniaLuru*. 
I don't pereeive you love him. 

Helm. Oh I hive your hideous Fane> ! Ha. ha. 
ha, love a Man ! 

Aram. Love a Man ! yes, \ou would not lo\e 
a Heast. 

Helin. Of all Beasts not an \ss Which is so 
like your J’ainlovc- Lard 1 have seen an .Vss 
look so ( hajrrin, Ha, ha, ha, (you must pardon me 
I can't help lau^hm^) that an absolute Lover w'ould 
have C'oneluderl the piior C reature to have had 
Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and all that in his 
Breast. Araminta. come I'll talk seriously to >011 
now ; c-ould you hut see with my hiyes, the 
huffoonry of one Seem* of Address, a Lover, set out 
with all his F<|Uipafre and Appurtenances ; O (^ad ! 
sure you wi^uld But you play the (■ame, and 
eonsecpiently can t see the Miscarriages obvious to 
every stander by. 4 

Aram. Yes, \es, I can see sfunethin^ near it 
when you aiul Hellmour meet. 'S’ou don't know 
that you dreamt of Hellmour last Ni^dit, arnl call'd 
him aloud m vour Sleep. 

Helm. Pish, 1 can't help dreaming of the Devil 
sometimes ; woiilil you fr<»ni thence infer I hjvc 
him ? 4 *^ 

^rawi. But that's nrd all ; you caught me in 
your Arms when yfiu named him, and press'd me 
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to your Bosom Sure if I had not piiifhM you 

’till you wak’d you had stilled me with Kisses. 
Belin. (> barharoiis Aspersion 1 
Aram. No Aspersions, l'<iusjn. we are alone - 
Nay I ean tell you more. 
lielin. i deny it all. 

.Irum. What before >011 liear it ? 

Helin. My Denial is premeditated like >our 

Malice Lard, C’oiism, you talk otily -AVhat 

ever the Matter is, () my Sol, Tm afraid you'll 
follijw evil Courses. f»i 

Aram, lla, ha, ha. this is pleasant. 
lieltn. You may laut^h, but — 

. tram. I ia, ha, ha. 

lielin. You think the malicious (irinn bef'o(nes 
you — - — llw Devil take lidlmoar - Why do \ou 
tell me of him ? 

Aram. Oh is it eotne out - now \ou are anj^ry, 
1 am sure > ou lov e him. I tell no bod> else. 
Cousin - I have not betravM you yet. 

Jielin. Prithee tell it all the Worlil, it's false. 
.tram. Come then, kiss anil Cneiids. 
lielin. Pish. 

Aram. Prithee don't be so Peevush. 

Helm. Prithee don't be .so impertinent, liettif. 
Aram. lia, ha, ha. 

liettif. Dal vour Ladyship call, Madam i 
Helm. Get luy Hoods and Tippet, ami bid the 
Coot man call a Chair. 

.tram. I hope you are not •^oinj^ out in du(l;;eon. 
Cousin. ''i 

S C K N i: IV. 

[Y’o them] FoorM.v.v. 

Foot. Madam, there are — - 
Helm. Is there a C hair ? 

Foot. No, .Madam, there are .Mr. Hellmuur and 
Mr. Vainlove to wait uihui your Ladyship. 

Aram. Are tliey below ? * 
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Foot. No, Madam, they sent before, to know if 
yon were at home. 

lielin. The Visit's to yon. Cousin. 1 suppose 
I am at my Liberty. 

Aram. Be ready to sliew 'em up. 

to 

s( i:xK v. 

\To them] Hi- tty :cith Hoods ami 
iMoki tiff ~i Hass . 

I (‘an't tell. Cousin, I lM‘liev(‘ we are etpialiy 
coneern'd : Ihit if you continue \our Humour, it 
won't be Nt ry entertaining (I know she'd fain 
be persiKuied to stay. \ Aside. 

lielin. 1 shall oblige you, m Iea\in^' \ou to the 
full and free l^njoMiient of that Conversation ycui 
admire. 

Jielin. Let me see ; hold tlie (ilass LanI I look 
wretchedly to I)a\ ! •» 

.frrim. Betty, why don't you help m> ( oiisin ? 

[Batting* on her Hoods. 

Bclin. Hold off \oiir Fists, and sec that he f;ets 
a Chair witli a liifxh Hoof, or a very low .Seat 
Stav , eoiiic back here \ou Mrs. Fidget - \ou are st> 
rcatly to ^o to the Footman Hert*, take cun all 
again. ni\ Mind's chang'd, I won't go. 

SCFNK VL 
Ahamin i \, Hki.im) \. 

.iram. So. this I expected- ^'oii won't oblige 
me then, Cousin, and let me havi- all the Company 
to my self ? 

Belin. No : upon consideration, I have too iniieh 
Charity to triLst you to your sell, '^rin* Devil 
watches all C^pportunities ; and m this favourable 
Disposition of your .Mind, Heav'n kruiws how far 
you may be tempted ; 1 am tender of your Uepii- 
tation. 
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Aram. I am oblij'M to you — lint who's nialioious 
now, lielinda. ji 

lielin. Not I ; w-itness my Heart, I stay out ol 
pure Alfeetion. 

Aram. In my ( onseience I believe you. 

SCKNK VII. 

[7o them\ Vaim.ovi:, Hkij Mt)i h. 

Footman. 

Bi'll. So, Fortune be prais'd I To find you both 
within. Ladies, is 

Aram. No Miraelc*. I hop<*. 

Jicil. Not o'vour safe. Madam. I eonft‘^s - - 

Hut m\ 'r\ rant there and 1. are two Ihiekt ts that 
eaii never eome tonetlier. 

lirlifi. Nor are e\er like A'et we often meet 
aial clash. 

/fell. How never like ! marr\ Ilffmcti forbid. 
Hut this it Is to run so <*\tra\ agantly in Debt ; I 
have lai<l out such a World of l.ove m your Se!\ lee. 
that Non think you <*an ne\er be able* to pav me 
all: So shun me for the same Ib^ason that \oii 
would a Dun. 

HcUn. A\ , on my ( onseienee. and tlie most 
impertinent and troublesome of Duns a Dun tor 
Mony will he <|Uiet, when he sees his Debtor has 
not wherewithal Hut a Dun for Lo\ e is an eternal 
Toriiu'iit that rawer rests— - i» 

lU'U. ''rdl he has created Lo\e where tlan was 
none, and then ;iets it for his J\ims. For Impijr- 
tiinity in Love, like Inif)ortumty at ( oiiit : hrsl 
creates its own Interest, an<l then pursues it for 
the Fa\ our. 

Aram. Fasoursthat are crot by Impudence and 
Importunity, are like Diseo\ cries from the Hack, 
when the atlliete<l l*crson, for his ease, sometimes 
confesses Secrets his Heart knows nf>thin^ of. 

I'fi/n. 1 sfiouhf rather think Favours, so yarn'd, 
to be due Hewards to indefati^^able Devotion 
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For as Love is a Deity, he must be ser\ M by 
J •raver. 1’ 

licUn. O (hid. \\c3uld you woulci all pra> to Love 
then, and let us alone. 

You are the 'rtanples of J.o\e. and ‘tis 
throu<rh y(3u. our l)e\otion must be c*on\e>M. 

Ardtn, Hatlu'r p(M>r sdly JjIoIs ol \our o>\n 
making, which, upon the least DispU'asuu' \ou 
forsake, and s(‘t up iu*\v Fvery Man. now . ehanj^es 
his Mistress an<l his Itehinon. as Ills Jlumoui \anes 
or his Interest. o 

}'aiu. D Madam 

.irtnn. Nas* come 1 find wt* are ^rowiii;* seiioiis, 
and then we are m ^real l)an;^<T of laaiu/ dull 
If m> Musick-.Masler be not i:one. I ll enttutam 
N(Hi with a new Soiiir, whicdi eoims pr(tt\ near my 
own Opinion of Lo\e and \our .Se\ W b<»‘s there ? 
Is Mr. (iavitt ;ron(' ? | ( V///v. 

Foot, Only to the next Door. Madam : 1 II call 
him. <) 


S ( i: N K VMI. 

An \ MINI \ . Hi i ind \. \’ \in i.on i , 

<nul Hi.i LMoi 11 . 

Hell. W hy. \ on won't hear me with J^lti(lK( . 

Aram. \\ hat's I he Matter. ( ousin ? 

/iell. N(3thin;i, .Madam, onl\ 

Helin. Prithee hold th\ 'Fon^iue Lard, he has 
so pester'd me with Flames ainl .Stufl I think 
I slian't endure the sjjjht of a F'lre this 'FweKe- 
inontli. 7 

Hell. Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart. 

Helm. O (hid I hate \our hideous Fanc> y<)U 
said that once before ii >oii must talk imperti- 
nently. for Hea\ens .sak<* let it be with \'ariety ; 
don't come alw’ays, like the De\il. wrafit in 
Flames — — I'll not hear a .Sentence morc' that 
bci^ins with an. / Imrtt Or an, / hesereh yoUf 
Mariam . 
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Bell, But tell me how you would be ador'd 

I am very tractable. 

Belin. Then know, I would be ador'd in Silence. 

Bell, Humph, I thouj^ht so, that >011 mi^ht have 
all the talk to your self — — you had better let me 
speak ; for if my Thoutchts lly to any Pitch, I shall 
make Villamous Si^ns. sj 

Btlin. What will >011 ^et by that ? to make 
sueh Si^ns as I won't uiulerstand. 

Bell, Ay, but if I'm Ton<rue-ly'<l, I must ha\e 
all my Actions free to -Quicken your Appre- 
hension— and I-^ad let me till you, my most 
prevailin;^ Argument is express'd in <liimb shew'. 


SCENE IX. 

[Tit (ftvm\ MrsK K-MAsTi'.R. 

Aram, () I am j^lad we shall have a Son^ to 
divert the Discourse Pray oblige iis with the 
last new Song. 

s o N c; 

I. 

Thus to a ripe, consenting Mnidj 
Poor, old, repenting Delia said. 

Won Id tjoit long presenc fpair Lover / 

Would ifou still his (ioddess reign 
Sever let him all discover. 

Sever let him much obtain. 

II. 

A/en zcill admire, adore and die, 10 

While wishing at your Feet they lye 
But admitting their Kmbraecs, 

H'riAr.? 'em from the Golden Dream : 
Sothmg's nezv besides our Faces, 

Every IToz/mn is the same, 

Aram, So, how de'e like the Song, Gentlemen ? 
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lieU. 0 very well periVirnril- - but I don't 
much admire the Word^. 

Aram. I expected it there's too mueh 'I'nitli in 
'em : If Mr. (Javot will walk with us in the (;ar<len. 
w<*'ll have it once a^^ain — you may like it better at 
st^eond hearing. You'll briiiir my ( ousm. 

livU. L'ailh Madam. I dare not speak tr> lier. but 
I'll make Signs. 

[Addresses Helinda hi dumb shnv. 

lielin. O fob, \our dumb Ithetoriek is more 
ridiculous, than your talking Impertinence ; as an 
.\pi‘ IS a much more troublesome Animal than 
a Parrot. 

.tiram. Ay, C ousin, and 'tis a sign the C’reatiires 
mimick Nature well : for there are fi‘W Men, but 
do more silly things than they sa\ . 31 

Hell. \Vcll I lind mv Apishness has paid the 
Hansijiiu- for iii\ Spccc*h, an<i set it at i.,ibt‘rty — 
tho, I confess, I could be well enough pleas'd to 
dri\e on a I.o\ e-Hargain. in that silent maiiiUT - 
'twould save a Man a world of hv mg and Swearilig 
at the Years end. Heside*s 1 have hail a little 
ExpiTicnee, that brings to Mmd — 

Wit and Jieason. bath hirer fail'd^ tit mure : 1 
Kind Looks and .let ions (from Surrrss) tht prove. / ! > 
Kv'n Silenrc may be Klonucnt in Love. J 

Knd of the Scrond Ait. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

S C E N E, The Street. 

Silvia and Lucy. 

.SlLV’l.V. 

Will he not come then ? 

Lucy. Yes, yes, come, I warrant him, if you will 
go m and be ready to receive him. 
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Sih\ Why did you not tell me ? Whom 

mean yoti ? 

Lucy, Whom you should mean, UenriivelL «'> 

Silv, Senseless Creature, I meant my Vainlovr, 

Lucy, You may us soon hope, to reeov'er your 
own Maidenhead, as his Love. "I'lierefore e'en set 
your Heart at rest, and in the Name of Oppor- 
tunity mind your own llusiness. Strike IleariivcU 
home, before the Bait’s worn off the Hook. A^e 
will eome. He nibbled fairly yesterday, and no 
doubt w’ill be eager enough to Hay. to swallow the 
Temptation. 

Silv, Well, siiiee there's no Beruedy-— Vet tell 

n»c for I would know, though to the Anguish 

of my Soul : how di<l he refuse ? T<*ll me — how 
did he reeei\ e my Letter, in Anger or in Scorn ? 

Lucy. Neither : but what was ten times worse, 
with ilamn'd, senseless Indifference. By this 

Light I could have spit in his Face Iteceive it I 

Why he receiv'd it, as I would one of your Lovers 
that should come empty-handed ; as a Court 
Lord does his Mercers Bill, or a begging Dedica- 
tion : he re<*ei\'<l it as if't luul been a J.etter 

from hi'' AVife. 

,Sih\ AVhat. <lid he not reail it ? 

Lucy. Hum'd it o\er, gave you his Bespeets. 

and said, he would take time to peruse it but 

tlien he was in haste. a 

Silv. Bespects, and peruse it ! He's gone, and 
Aramiuta has bewitch'd him from me- Oh 1 h>w 
the Name of Bi\al fires my Blood — I could curse 
'em both ; eternal Jealousie attend her l.ove, 
and Disappointment meet his. Oh that I couhl 
revenge the Torment he has caus'd methinks 
I feel the Woman strong within me, and X'engeance 
kindles m the room of Lc»ve. 

I^ucy. 1 have tliat in my J lead may make Mischief. 

,Silv. How, dear Lucy. ai 

Lucy. You know Arawintas dissembled ( oyness 
has won, and keeps him hers 
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Silv. Could we pcrswa<le him. that she 
another 

Lucy. No. you're out : could we pcrswaile him, 

that siie doats on him, himself t'oiitrixe a kind 

Letter as from her, twould dis»xusl his Nieetx", and 
take away his Stomach. 

Silv. Impossible, 'twill never take. *,o 

Lucy. Trouble not your Head. Let me alone 

1 will inform my .self of what past between 'em 

to Day, and about it strei^ht Hold, I'm mis- 
taken, or that's UcarhvclL who stands talkm;; at 

the (Corner tis he - f/o jiet \«)ii m Madam. 

receive him j)leasantly, (iress up \onr Face in 
Innocence and Smiles: ami dissemble tlie \er\ 
w'uiit of Dissimniation - You know what will 
take him. xi 

Si/v. 'Tis hard to <*ouiiterleit Lo\e, as it is to 
conceal it : but I'll do niv weak end' axonr. tiiou^rh 
1 fear I have not Art. 

Lucy. Hanj; Art, Madam, and trust to .Nature 
for dissemblinjj. 

Man, 7V(ts by Satmc Womans ('ally made : 

nV, never are hut by our selves belruy'tl. 

SCKNK II. 

lIi.Aiirw i.Li , \'AivLovr. (//id Hi.llmoi it 
folbnciU!*. 

Hell. Hist, hist, is not that JirartiLcll »ioiii;: to 
Silvia Y 

yam. He's talkinir to himself. I think ; pritla*!* 
let's try if we can hear him. 

Heart. Why whither in the Dexil's Nam<* am 
I a ^oinp now Y Hum — let me think — Is not this 
Silvia's House, the Cave of tlud Knefiantress, tind 
which consequently I ou^ht to shun as 1 wi>iild 
Infection Y To enter here, is to put on the en- 
venom'd Shirt, to run into the Fim braces ol a 
Fever, and in some raving F'lt, be led to plunge 
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niy self into tliat more eonsumm^ Fire, a Woman's 
Arms, lla ! well recollected, J will recover my 
Reason, aiifl be ^one. u 

UeU. Now forbid I 

V ain, Hush - 

Heart. Well, why do vou not move ? Feet do 
your Olliec not one Inch ; no, forc^ad I'm 
caught 'I'hcrc stands ion North, and thither 
my Nee<Jle points -Xow’ could I curse my self, yet 
cannot repent. O thou delicious, damn'd, dear, 
destructive Woman ! S'dcath how the youn;; 
Fellows w’ill hoot me ! I simll lie the .lest of the 
Town : Nay in two Days. 1 expect to be Chromclcd 
in Ditty, and sun<; m woeful Ha1ia<l. to the 'rune 
of the superannuat<*d Maidens Comfort, or the 
Batchelors Fall : and iifioii the third, 1 shall be 
hand'd in l^lligie. pasted up for tin* exemplary 
Ornament of necessary Houses, and C’oblers Stalls 
-Deatfi, I can't think on't - I'll run into the 
Dan^^er to lose the Apprehension. u 

S( KNF HI. 

Hi. M. worn. V.mm.ovj:. 

Uell. \ \ery certain Remedy, proimtani est - — 
Ha, ha, ha, poor (ieonie, thou art i'th' ri^dit, tlioii 
hast sold thy self to Laughter : tiu* ill-natur'd 
Town will fin<l the ,lc*st just when* thou ha^t lost it. 
Ha, ha, how' a' struirled, like an old Fawyer 
between two Fee^. 

t ain. Or a \e>un<; Wench, between Fleasure and 
Reputation. 

Jfe/t. Or as you did to Day, when half afraid 
you snateh'et a Kiss from Araminta. :o 

J’ain, She has made a Quarrel on't. 

Hell. Pauli, Women are only an^TV at such 
Offences, to have the IMetisure of forj^iMiiLT 'em. 
rain. .Vnd I love to have the Pleasure of 

making my Peace 1 should not esteem a Parclon 

if too easily won. 
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Bell. Thou dost not know wliat thou would’st 
he lit ; whether thou woukr.st hiive her rtnijry 
or pleiis'd. CoiiUrst thou he eontent to marry 
.Irnminta'i 

l\iin. Could you be eontent lo ^o t(^ HeuN'n ? 
Bell. Hum. not immediiitely, m my I'onseienee 
not heartily ? I’d do a little* more j^ood in my 
(ieneration first, in ordiT to deserve it. 

Tain. Nor 1 to marry Arannnta 'till I merit her. 
Bell. But how the Uovil dost thou expect to 
jjet her if she never yield Y 

\^nin. That's true* : !)ut T would — 

Bell. Marr\ her withemt her ('ons<*nt : thou'rt 
a Kiddle Ix'voiid Woman 30 


s( i:xK IV. 

I To them] Si.rri h. 

Trusty Setter what 'I'idinjis Y IIow’ ^oes the 
Project Y 

Setter. .\s all lewd Projects do. Sir, where* the 
Devil prevents our Kneleavemrs w'lth Success. 

Bell. A gooel ln*arin^. Setter. 

J'ain. \Vell, I'll leave you with your lOn^^ineer. 

Bell. .\nd hast thou provided Necessaries Y 7 

Setter. All. all, Sir : the lar^c sanetiiied Hat, 
and the little pree*ise Band, with a swin^in^ 
spiritual Cloak, to cover carnal Knavery not 
for^ettin^^ the black Patch, which Tribulation 
Spintext wears, as I’m inform'd, upon one Kye, as 
a penal Mourning for the ogling Offences of his 
Youtli ; and some sa> . witfi that b-ye, he first 
discover'd the frailty of In'. Wife. 

Bell. Well, m this fanatick Fathers Habit, will 
1 confess Lirtitia. 

Setter. Bather prejiare Jier for Confession, Sir, 
by helping her to bin. 

4 prevents^ .-^nticipatr*, |;o< ^ bpfore Cf. ‘ ITc vr-nt 
<) I.ord, in all our clomps ’ 
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Jfell. He at your Masters Lotl^in^, in tlu* 
Evenin'!;. I ^hall use the Robes. 21 

S C K X K V. 

Si:tm:u alone. 

Settn. I shall Sir I bonder to w liieh of tliese 
two (i/nlleinen 1 do most projuTly a}>pertain — 
the one uses me as his Attendant : the other (beini' 
the better aeipiamted with my Parts) employs me 
as a l*imp : ^^hy tluifs much the mon‘ honourable 
lOmploNinent l)v all means - I follow one as my 
Master, t'other follows me :is his i'ondiietor. 

St i:xi: VI. 

I 'I'o hlfn] I.l tv. 

Lucf/. There's the llany-Dot^ his Man - -1 had 
a Power over him in the Hei«xn of nn Mistress ; 
but he IS too true a I diet lic ('honihir not to affect 
his Master's Faults : and eonsetjin ntlx is revolted 
from his .Mle^oanee. 

Settn . I 'ndoubttMlIy 'tis iinjiossible to be a Pimp 
and not a Man of I’arts. 'I’liat is without being 

politick. <!ilig<‘nt, secret, wary. an<l so forth 

And to all this valiant as Hrrntles That is. pas- 
sively valiant an<l aetivelv obedient. \h ! Setter 
what a 'IVcasure is here lost for want of being 
known. 12 

Litcif. Here's some ViHany a-foot he's so 
thoimlitful : may be I may diseovt‘r something in 
mv Mask ^Vo^thy Sir, a Word with you. 

1 l*ats oti her Mask. 

Setter. Why if I were kn<iwn. 1 might come to be 
a great Man 

Lueff. Not to interrupt v<air Meditation 

Setter. And 1 should not be the first tliat has 
procur'd his Cireatness by 1‘iniping. 

Lua(. Now IMverty and the Pox light upon 
thee, for a ( ontemplativ e l*imp. 
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SeUcr. Ila ! what art, w}jo tinis iiiali(‘i<)nsly luist 
awaken'd me. from my Dream of (ilory ? S|M ak 
thou vile Disturber 

LtiCff. Of thy most \ile (oiritations thou poor, 
eoneeited Wretch, how wert thou \ahimiz thN srif, 
upon th\ .Masters Kmplo\ment. For he's the 
Hea<l l*imp to Mr. HrUfnout. > 

Setter, (iood Word*', Damsrl, or I shall Hut 
how <lost thou know in\ Master or me ? 

Lncif. Yes 1 know both Master and Man !«► 
be 

Setter. 'I’o be Men ptahaps ; nay faith like 
enough ; 1 often man-h m the H(‘ar rif m\ Mastc*r. 
aiui (‘Titer into th<‘ Hreaehes which la* has made. 

Lneif. Ay. the Jireaeh of Faith, which he has 
be^nin : 'I’liou 'I raitor to thy lawful lhme(‘ss. 

Settei. \\ h\ how now I piithee who art ? La\ 
b\ that worldly Face and produce \our natural 
Vi/or. »' 

Lucff. No Sirrah, Fll keep it on to abiisi* thee 
and Iea\e thee without Hop(‘s ot ltev(‘n^e. 

Setter. Oh I I b<*^in to smoak \ <* : thou art 
some forsaken .\bi^ail, we have dallii'd with liereto- 
fore and art come to tickle thy Jnia^ination with 
Hemembrance of Inaputy ])asl. 

Lueif. No thou pitiful Flatterer of thy .Masters 
Imperh'ctions ; thou Maukm made* up of tin* 
Shreds and l*airiii^s of his superfluous Fopperies. 

Setter, 'riioii art thy Mistress's foul self. <‘om- 
posed of her sulli(‘d Inir|Uities and ( loathing. 

Luetf. Ilaii^ thee Hej^^ars ( urr 'I'liy .Master is 
but a Mumper in Dove, lies eant 1 n^ at the (.ate : 
but ne\er dares presume to enter the House. 

Setter. Thou art the Wicket to thy .Mistresses 
(iate, to be opened for all ( oniers. In fine thou 
art the hi^di Hoad to thy Mistress. 

Jsuey. Jieast, filthy Toad, I can hold no longer, 
look and tremble. [ Unmasks. 

Setter. How, Mrs. Lucy I oi 

44 “imoak vc' Pind you out. 
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Lucy. I wonder thou hast tfie Iinpiidenee to 
look me in the Face. 

Setter. Adsbvid who's in fault, Mistress of mine ? 
who flung the first Stone ? Who undervalued my 
Function ? and who the Devil could know you by 
Instinct ? 

Luet/. You could know my Ollice by Instinct, 
and be bang'd, which 3’tui have slander'd most 
abominably. It vexes me not what you said 
of my Pcrscni ; but that my innocent Calling 
should be expos’d and scandaliz'd--! cannot 
bear it. 73 

Setter. Xay faith Lucy I'm sorry. I'll own my 
self to blame, though we w'ore both in fault as to 
our Oflices. - -C‘<»me 1*11 make you any Itepara- 
tion. 

Lucy. Swear. 

Setter. I d<i s\Near to the utmost of my Power. 

Lucy, To be brief then ; what is the Keason 
your Master did not appear to Day according to 
the Summons I brought him V 

Setter. To answer you as briefly He has 

a Cause to be tried in another ('ourt. 

Lucy, ( ome t<*ll me m plain Terms, how forward 
he is with Araminta. 

Setter, 'foo forward to be turn'd back - Though 
he\ a little in Disgrace at present abt)ut a Kiss 
which he forced. You anti I can kiss Lucy, without 
all that. 90 

Lucy. Stand off — lie's a precious .Jewel. 

Setter. Anti therefore you'd ha\e him to set in 
your Lady's Locket. 

Lucy. Where is he now 'i 

Setter. lie'll be in the Piazza presently. 

Lucy. Remember to Days Hehaviour Let 

me see you with a peniteAt Face. 

Setter. What no Token of Amity Lucy ? you 
and I don't use to part with dry Lips. 

05 Piazzii' In Cosent Garden, whose arcadtd sidcr, 
designed In Inigo Jones, made it a popular ie>ort 



Scene VI. The O L D B A T C H E I. O R. 


59 

Luvy. Xi), no, uvuunt — I'll not ho slabhor'd and 
kiss'd now — I’m not i'th' humour. loi 

Setter. I'll not quit you so— I'll follow and 
put you into tho Humour. 

S C E X E VII. 

Sir Wrrroi.L, Bn i ri:. 

Bluff. .\nd .St) out of vour unwonto<l ^ronoro- 
sily 

Sir Jo. And ^oo<l Xaturo, Baok ; 1 am ^ood 

natur'd and I can't help it. 

Bluff. You ha\c ^i\cn him ii Xotr upon Fondle- 
ZL'ife for a hundred Pound. 

Sir Jo. A\ , ay, poor Fellow, he xenturM fair 
for’t. ^ 

Bluff. You have* disoblig'd mt* in it for I have 
occasu)!! for the Mony, and if you wouhl look me 
in the Face a^rain and hxe, j»o, and force him to 
redeliver you the Xote ;fo and briny it me hither. 
I'll stay here for you. 

Sir */«. You may .stay 'till the l)a\ of .Judgment 
then, h\ the Ford liany. I know better thmys 
than to lx‘ run throiiyh the (hits for a hunr!r(‘d 

Pound Why I yaxe that hundred PouikI for 

beiny .saved, an tl'ec tJiink, an tliere were nt) 
Oanyer, I'll be so unyrateful to take it from the 
(haitleman ayain 

Bluff. Well, go to him from me - - 'Fell him, 

I .say, lie must refund or Bilbo's tlio Word, an<l 

Slaughter will ensue if he refuse, te ll him- but 

whisper that tell him I’ll pink, bis .Soul 

but whisper that softly to him. 

Sir Jo. So .softly, that he shall never hear on't 
I warrant you — whv, w'hat a Devil's the matter. 
Bully, arc you mat! ? Or de'e think I'm mad ? 
Agud f«jr my part, I don't love to be the Messenger 
of ill Xews ; ’tis an ungrateful Oflice So tell him 
your self. 3» 

22 Blibo's] Bilbao sword 
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Bluff, By these Hilts I believe he fri^ifhtned you 
into this Composition : 1 believe you jjave it him 
out of Fear, pure paiiltrv Fear — eonfess. 

Sir Jn, No, no, han^'t I was not afraid neither — 
tho’ I eonfess he did in a manner snap me up — 
yet I ean't say that it was altogether out of Fear, 
hut partly to prevent Mischief - for he was a 
devilish eholerick Fellow : And if my Choler had 
been up too, agad there w'oiihl have been Mischief 
done, that's flat. Aral yet I believe if you had 
been by, I would as soon have let him a'had a 
hundred <if my '^reeth. A<isheart if he should come 
just now when I'm angry. I'd tell him Mum. 

S ( K N K VIII. 

\To thetu\ Hkllmour, Sharpkh. 

Bell, Thou'rt. a lucky Rogue ; there's your 
Benefactor, you ought to return him Thanks now 
you have recei\'d the Favour. 

Sharp, Sir Joseph Your Note was accepted, 

and the Monv paid at Sight : I'm come to return 
my Thanks 

Sir Jo. They won't be accepted so readily as the 
Bill, Sir. 

Bell. I doubt the Knight repents, Tom — He 
looks like the Knight of the sorrowful Face. m 

Sharj}. This is a double (Generosity — Do me 
a Kindness and refuse my Thanks — But I hope 
you are not offended that I offer'd 'em. 

Sir Jo. May be I am. Sir, may be I am not, 
Sir. may be I am both. Sir : what then ? I hope 
I may be offeii<lcd, without any Offence to you, 
Sir. 

Sharj). Hey day I Captain, what's the Matter ? 
You can tell. 

Bluff. Mr. Sharj)er, the Matter is plain — Sir 
Joseph has found out your Trick, and does not care 
to be put upon : iK'ing a Man of Honour. 

Sharj). Trick, Sir ? 



Scene VJII The Old B A t C H E L O R. 6l 


Sir Jo. Ay Trick, Sir, amt won't be pul upon. 
Sir, being a Man of Honour, Sir, and so, Sir — 

Sharp. Harkec, Sir Joseph, a Word with ye 
in (’onsidcration of sonic Fax ours lately rcccixcd : 
I would not have you draw your self into a Fre- 
niunire, by trusting to that Sign of a Man there 
That Pot-(iun chargeil with Wind. lo 

Sir Jo. () Ford, () Ford, C'aptain, come justilie 
your self I’ll give him the Fie if you stand 
to it. 

Sharp. Nav then 1*11 be beforehainl with you, 
take that Oafe. | f MfjT.v Zi////. 

Sir Jo. Captain, will you sec* tliis ? Won't \«ui 
pink his Soul ? 

liluff. Iliisht. 'tis not so (*onM‘ment now I 
shall find a tune. 

Sharp. What do you mutter about a 'I’lme, 
Kascal You were tiie Incendiary There's to 
put you m Mind of your Time .\ Memorandum. 

I Kicks hnn. 

Kiujf. Oh this IS your Time, Sir. you had b<*st 
make use on't. 

Sharp. I (iad and so I will : There's again for 
you. [Kicks hi w. 

lUajJ. You are obliging. Sir, but this is too 
pubhek a Place to thank you in : Put in >our 
ICar, xou arc to be seen again. 4 # 

Sharp. .\y thou inimitable Coward, and to be 
felt — as for Kxample. [Kich.s him. 

Hell. Ha, ha, ha, prithee come away, 'tis 
scandalous to kick this Puppx unless a .Man were* 
cold, and had no other way to get himself a heat. 

S( KXK IX. 

Sir J0.SKIMI, lli.i M r.. 

UlujlJ. Very well - very fine - Hut 'tis no 
matter— — Is not this fine. Sir Joseph ? 

Sir Jo. Indifferent, agad in iny Opinion very 

2S I’rcmuiiire] 1 e be calleci upon to answer a chaMen^# 



62 


The Old Batchelor. Act III. 

indifferent — I’d rather go plain all my Life, tlian 
wear such Finery. 

Bluff. Death and Hell to be affronted thus I 
I'll die before I’ll suffer it. [/Irbies. 

Sir Jo. O I..ord, liis Anger was not raised before — 
nay, dear Captain, don't be in Passion now he's 
gone -Put up, put up, dear ]3ack, ’tis your Sir 
Joseph begs, come let me kiss thee ; so, so^ put up, 
put up. 

Bluff. By Heav'n ‘tis not to be put up. 

Sir Jo. What, Bully ? 

.Bluff. The Affront. 

Sir Jo, So agad no more ‘tis. for thaCs put up 
all already, thy Sword I mean. 

Bluff. Well, Sir Joseph, at your Kntreaty 

But were not you, niy Friend. abus'<l, and eufft, 
and kiekt V [Butting up his Szi'ord. 

Sir Jo. Ay, ay, ‘•o were \<mi too : no matter, ‘tis 
past. 2 ; 

Bluff. By the imnautal Thuialer of great fhins, 
‘tis false- he sucks not vital .\ir who dares afFirm 
it to this Face. [f^ooks big. 

.Sir Jo. '^I'o that Face I grant \ou Captain — No, 
no, I grant \ou -Not to that Face, by tlic Lord 
llarrif— If you had ]»ut on your fighting Face 
before, you had done his ibisiness — he durst as soon 

have kist you, as kiekt you to yi^ur Face But 

a Man can no more help what's done behind his 

ihiek, than what's .sai<l Come we'll think no 

more of what's past. 

Bluff. I'll call a Council of War within to 
consider of my Be^engc to come. 

SCKXK X. 

IluARTWKLL. .SiLVi \. Silvia's .ipartmeut. 

soNc;. 

.-i,? .Amoret and Thyrsis lap 
Melting the Hours in gentle Plap ; 
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Joinuig Faces, mingling Kisses, 

And ejcchnnging harmless lilissrs : 
lie trembling cry d, 7 vith eager haste, ^ 

0 let me feed as well as taste, > 

1 die, if Tm not wholly blest. J 

After the Song, a Dance of Antieks. 

Silv. Indeed it is very fine 1 could look 

upon >ni all 13 ay. 10 

Heart. Well has this prevail'd for me. and will 
you look upon me ? 

Silv. If you could Sin^ and Dance so, I should 
love to look up(in you too. 

Heart. Why ’twas I siin^^ and danc'd ; I ^ave 
Musick to the Voice, and lafe to their Measures — 
Look you here Silvia, 

\Ptilling out a Purse and chinking it. 
here are Son^s and Dances, Poetry and Musiek - - 
hark ! how' sweetly one (hiinea rhymes to ai»other 
— an<l how they dance to the Musi<*k of their own 
Chink. This buys all the t'other— and this thou 
shalt have ; this, and all that I am worth for the 

purchase of thy Love Say, is it mine then, ha ? 

Speak Syren — Oons why ilo I look on her ! 'S'et 
I must — Speak dear An^rfl, Devil, Saint, Witeli ; 
do not rack me witli Suspeiiee. 

Stlv. Nay don't stare at nu* so Von make me 
blush — I cannot look. 2s 

Heart. Oh Manhood, where art thou ! What am 
I come to ? A ^Voman's Toy : at these ^Vars ! 
Death, ‘a bearded Jlaby for a Girl to danrile. O 
Dotage, Dotage ! Tliat ever that noble Passion, 
Lust, should ebb to this <legree— — Xo reflux of 
vigorous Blood : But milky lA)ve, supplies the 
empty Channels ; and prompts me to tlie Softness 
of a Child — a nicer Infant and would suck. Can 
you love me Silvia ? speak, 

Silv, I dare not speak 'till I believe you, and 
indeed I'm afraid to believe you yet. 39 

6 Anticks] Dancers in fancy 31 Baby] Doll. 
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Heart. I)(*ath, how her Inii(K*(*iice toriiieiits ami 
pleases me ! Lyiiij;, (’hihi, is iiult^ed the Art nt 
J.ove ; and Men are |rc*iu*r.dly Masters in it ; Ihit 
I'm so ne\%ly eiitred, yon (‘annot distrust me of an\ 
Skill in the treacherous Mystery Now !)y m\ 
Soul I cannot lye, though it were to serve a Friend 
or i^ain a Mist res-,. 

Sill'. .Must MMi I\e then, if you say you k»\e 
IlH* ? » 

Heart. No, no. dear li;noranee, thou l)eauteous 
( han;r(‘lin^^ I tt'll thet‘ I do love thee, and tell 
it h)r a 'rriith. a naked 'rruth. which I'm ashanusi 
t<» <lisco\ er. 

SUv. Hut Fo\<*. they sav . is a tender thm<.r. that 
will smooth Frowns, and make* calm an an^rv 
I*’ae*e* ; will soften a luiiujed 're*m|>e‘r. and make ill 
hume)ure‘d Pe-ople irood • \'eiu look re adv to fn^dit 
one, and talk as if v our I'assion we*re‘ not Fove*, hut 
Anire‘r. 

Heart. 'Tis both : fe>r I am an^^rv witli my sdt 
wile'll I am [)le*ased with \ou And a l*o\ upon 
me* for loviiii; lh<‘<‘ so well ve t I must r>n 'Tis 
a bearded Arrow, and will more e'asily be thrust 
forward than drawn back. 

Silv. Ineli'e’d if I were well assur'il ye mi lov'd : 
but how <*an 1 be we'll asMir'el ? 

Heart. 'Fake* the Svmptoms aiiel ask all the- 
'Fv rants of thv Se\, if tlieir Fe>oF are* ne»t known 
by this Party-e'eeleMireel lavery I am .Melane'heihe'k. 
when thou art absrnl : look like , 'in Vss whe*ii them 
art present ; wake fen* the*e', wh<*n I slnmlel sleep : 
anel e'ven elream eif the-e-. when 1 am awake : si^rj* 
much, elrmk little*, e*at less, e*ourt .Seilitude am 
ijreewn very e ntertainmi; to mV self, anel (as I am 
informeel) very trenibleseime te) eve ry beieiv else. If 
this be* neit la eve, it is Maeinoss, anel then it is 
parelemable -Nay yet a more certain siirn than all 
this : I ^ivv thee my Mejny. 

Sih'. Ay, l)Ut that is no sijrn ; for they sav , 
(ientlemcn will j,uve Me»ny to any naughty \Voman 
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to come to Bed to them <) (icnihiis I liopc you 

don’t meun so — lor 1 won’t be li Whore. st 

Heart. Tile more is the pity. [.I.sh/e. 

Silv. Niiy, il you wouhl marry me, \ou should 
not come to bed to me - ^ou have such a lU*ard, 
and would .so prickle one. But do \ ou intend to 
marry me ? 

Heart. 'I'liat a Fool should ask sin*h a malicious 
Question ! Death, 1 sliall he <lra\Mi m, before 
1 know where 1 am— Him ever, 1 lind 1 am jiretty 
sure of her Consent, if 1 am put to it. [.l.vn/e.| 
Marry \ou 'i no. no. Til lo\e nou. <»i 

Sill'. Naj . but if M)U lo\i‘ me, nou must marry 
me: what ilon’t 1 know' my I’'ather lov'd m\ 
Mother, and was married to her ? 

Heart. Ay, ay, in old Da>s People marriiri 
where they lov’d; but that Fashion is chang’d. 
Child. 

Silv. Never tell me that, I know it is not chang’d 
l»y my self : for 1 love you, and would marry vou. 

Heart, I'll have my lh*ard shav’d, it shan't hurt 
thee, and we'll go to Bed - i"i 

Silv. No, no, I'm not such a tool neither but 
I can't keej) my self honest Here, 1 won't 

keep any tlimg that’s >ours, I hate you now, 
[Thrones the Purse\ and Til never si e vou again, 
’cause vou’d have me be naught. 

Heart. Damn her let her go, and a good riddanee 
— Yet so mueii Tenderness and Beauty - and 

HoiK'sty together is a Jewel .Stay Silvia — 

But then to marry — —Why every Man plays the 
Fool once in his Fife : liut to marry is [>laviiig the 
Fool all ones Fife long. m 

Silv. What did you call me for ? 

Heart. I’ll give thee all I have : And thou shalt 
live with me in every thing sc* like mv A\'ile, 1 1n- 
World shall bchev'e it ; Nay, thou shalt think si> 

thy self Only let me not think .so. 

Silv. No, I'll die before I’ll be your Whore 

as well as I love you. nj 
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Heart. [/lyi«/e.| A Woman, and i^ijnorant, may 
he honest, when ’tis out of Obstinacy and Contra- 
diction I3iit S’death it is but a may be, and 

upon scurvy Terms Well, farewel then it’ 

I can ^et out of Sij'ht I may get t)ie better of my 
self. 

Silv. W’ell good })uy. [Turns and ^y€eps. 

Heart. I la ! Nay eomc, we*ll kiss at parting 
[Kisses her.] By Ileav'n her Kiss is sweeter than 

Liberty 1 will marry thee- I’herc thou hast 

don’t. All my HcsoI\es melted in that Kiss - one 
more. 131 

Siiv. But when ? 

Heart. I'm impatient 'till it be done : 1 will not 
give my sell Jjbert\ to think, lest I should cool — 
I will about a laetaiec* straight -in the Kvening 
exiiect me — ^ One Kiss more to eonlirm me mad ; 
so. 

Aiifv. lla, ha, ha, an old Fox trapt — 


SCKNK XL 
[I'o her] Li CY. 

Bless me ! you frighteil me, I thought he liad 
been come again, and had heard me. 

Lut'u. L<3r<l, Ma<lam, I met your I,over in as 
nmeh haste, as if he had been going for a .Midwife. 

Silv. He's going for a Parson, (hrl, the fore- 
runner of a Midwife, some nine Months hence 

WVll, I find dissembling to our Sex is as natural 
as swimming to a Sepro ; wc may depend upon 
our skill to save us at a plunge, tho’ till then we 

never make the experiment But Jiow hast thou 

succeeded ? n 

Lucy. As you would wish Since there is no 

rcclainiing J^ainfove. I have foimd out a pique 
.she has taken at him ; and liave fram'd a Letter 
that makes her sue for Ueconeiliation first. I know 
that will do walk in aiul I'll shew it you. Come 
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you're like to have a liappv time on't, 
both yinir Lo\e and Anirer satisfied ! -All that 
i*an eliartn our Sex eonspire to please von. 

That U’untan sure eafoi/s a hlessnl A /i'///. .0 

W huin Low and T(n:*eanre Itallt at mice delight. 

End of the Third Act. 


ACT IV. SCENK I. 

S c: J-: N h:. The street. 

Hellmoiir in Fanatick Uahd. S< Her. 

Ih.LLMOl'H. 

”ris preft\ near the Hour. [I^ttoknui on his 
\\'atch \ Well and how .SV7hT h:e, <loes im\ JI\p(MTisie 
lit me lue ? Does it sit easie on me 
Set. () most reliuioiisly well. Sir. 

Kell. I woialer why all our >oune I ’ellous should 
j^Mory in an Opinion of AtlitMsm ; wlun they inav 
he s<i much more; conveniently lewd under the 
( ov erlet of Ueli^ion. ^ 

Sit. S'hud, Sir, away f|uickly, there's Fondlc- 
:vife jiLst turn'd the Corner, and's <*omin^ this way. 
Jfelf. (iads so, there he is, he must not see me. 

SCENE II. 

Fomuj.wifi:, B viinahv. 

Fond. I say, 1 will tarry at home. 
liar. Jtut. Sir. 

Fond, (iood lack ! I profess the Spirit of 
Contradiction hath }K)ss<*st the Lad I say I will 
tarry at home — Varlet. 

liar. I have clone, .Sir, then farewel .VK) Pound. 
Fond. Ha, how's that ? Shiy. stay, did you 
leave W’ord say \ou with his >Njle ? With Cornfort 
herself. 9 
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liar. I did ; and Comfort will send Tribulation 

hither us soon as ever he comes home 1 couhl 

liave broiit^ht yoiin^? Mr. Trig, to have kept my 
Mistress Company in the mean time : But you 
say 

Fond. How, how, say Tsarlet ! I say let him not 
come near my Doors. I say, he is a wanton yoim;^" 
Levitc. and parnpereth liirnsclt* up with Dainties, 

that he may look lovely m the Dyes of Women 

Sincerely I am afraid he hath already defiled the 
Taherriaele of our Sister Comfort ; while her goo<l 

Husband is dehuled by his (iodly Appearance 

1 say, that even Lust doth sparkle iii his ICyes, and 
ylow upon his Cheeks and that I would as soon 
trust my Wife >Mth a Lord's hi;^h-fed ( haplain. 

liar. Sir, the Hour draws ni;;li and nolhiiii; 
will be done there 'till you <‘ome. 

Fond. And nothiiur can be done here “till I "o - 
So that I'll tarry, <ree s< e. 

liar. And run the Hazard to lose your Affair, 
Sir ! 

Fond, (iood lack, ^oo<l lack 1 profess it is 

a very suili(‘ient \’exation, for a Man to have a 
handsome Wife. 

liar. Never, Sir, but when the Man is an in- 
siiHieient Husband. 'Fis then indeed, like the 
\’anity of taking a fine Htuise, and yet be forced 
to let Lod;;in^s. t(» help pay the Bent. 

Fond. 1 profess a \erv apt Comparison, Varlvt. 
Go and bid m\ Cocky c*ome out to me, I will pive 
her some Instruct loiis, I will reason with her before 

1 ^ 0 . 41 


SCKNK HI. 

FoNniJAvii’i: alone. 

And in the mean time, I will reason with my 

self Tell me Isaac, why art thee jealous ? Why 

art thee distrustful of the Wife of thy Bosom ? 

ir IcMto Pi I \ ate chaplain 
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Because she is yoiin" anti vi^t)r(Mis, mul I am old 
and imj>otent —Then wliy tlidsi thee marry. 
Isaac Jiceause she was beautiful and templ- 

ing, and because I was obstinate and doatin^ : so 
that iny Inehnation was (and is .still) (.rreater than 

my l^)W'er- -And will not that wliieh tempted 

thee, also tempt otiiers, who will tempt her. 

Isaac ? 1 fear it much Hut <ioes not thy 

AVife love thee, nay doat upon thee ? Yes AVhy 
then !-' .\y, but to say truth, .sh<*‘s femder of me. 
than she has reason to be ; and in the way of 
d'rade, we still suspect the smooth«‘st Dealers of 

the deejiest Designs .Vml that she has some 

Desitrns deejicr than thou eanst reach, th'hast 
experimented, Isaac--\hit Mum. 

SCKXK IV. 

FoMJLr.wiri:, J..i.rri ia. 

L<rt. I hope my dearest .Jewel is not j^om;; to 
lea\e me are you 

Fond. Wife Have you throughly ef)nsider‘d 
how* dc'testable, liow* heinous, and how erMn;^ 
a Sin, the Sin of .Adultery is ? Jiave you weigh'd it 
1 say '* For it is a \ery weiirhty Sm : and altliou^di 
it may he heavy iijxm tlu'c, \et thy Husband must 
also bear his l*art ; For thy Jniipiity will fall upon 
his Head. 

lAVt. Hless me. what means m\ Dear ! h' 

Fond. Aside.) 1 jirofess she has an alluring l\\e ; 
I am doubtful, whether I shall trust her, even with 
Tribulation himself Speak, I sa\ . ha\ e >oij 
considered, what it is to euekold \our Husband ! 

L<rt. Aside.) Fm ama/ed : Sure he has di-'- 
covered nothin;; —Wh<» has wTon;;’d me to mv 
Dearest ? I hope my .Iew*<d <loes m»t tliink, that 
ever I had any such thin;; in my Head, or e\er will 
have. 

Fofid. No, no, I tell you I shall have it in my 
Head— - 1 
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Lr/7. As'itie.) I know not what to ttiink. But 

I’m resolv'd to find the meaning of it L’nkind 

Dear 1 Was d for tliis you sent to eall me ? js it 
not Afllietion enough that \ou are tf) leave me, hut 
you must study to enenase it l)y unjust Suspieions? 

Wc li- —Well you know my Fondness 
ami \ou lo\e to 'I n ranmze --(io on c*ruel Man, do. 
Triumph o\(‘r in\- poor Heart, while it holds: 
whic'h eaniiot hi* lon;». with this I satre of yours- - - 
Hut tiuit's what \ou w:int - - — Well ^'ou will ha\e 
your Knds soon You will — You will — Yes it 
will hri*ak to ohh^e \ou. \Sifi}is. 

Jh'ontf. \ eril\ 1 fear I ha\e carried the .lest too 
far Xaw look you now if she does not weep- 
'tis the fondest Fool— Na\ , Cocky, Cocky, nay. 
dear Coek\ , ilon't vr\\ I was hut in jest, I was n<»t 
dock. 

ijfvt. As!f/(.) Oh then all's sale. I was ternblv 
rri;;hte<i .My AlIlKdion i.s alwa\ s your Jest, 
harharoiis Man I Oh that I should love to this 
de< 4 ree I yet — - 4 - 

Ftmd, Na\ , Coeky. 

lAVt. No, no, you are weary of me. that's it— - 
that's all. \ou would ;ret another Wife — another 

fond Fool, to break her Heart well, he as cruel 

as you i‘an to me. I'll ])ray for \ou ; and when 
1 am dead with (irief, may you have one that wall 
lo\e \ou as well as I ha\e <Ione : 1 shall he con- 

tented to l\e at IVaee in my cold Crave- since it 
will please you. 

Fond, (iood lack, ^n>od lack, she would melt 
a Heart of Oak -I profess I ean hold no lon^rer- — 
Xay dear Coek\ ’ Ifeck >ou'll break my Heart- - 

Heck you w'ill - See \ ou ha\ e made me weep 

made poor \ifkin weep - - -Xa> come kiss, buss 

poor \t/kin — and 1 won't leave thee I'll lose 

all first. 

Ld't. Aside.) How ! Hea\'n forbid : that will he 
carry inj; the Jest too far indeed. (-0 

Fond. Won't you ki^s A’//A*in 't 
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Lfpt, G<) luiujrhty Xffkin, you don't love mo. 

Fond, Kiss, kiss, itV'ck I clo. 

iM't, Xo you don't. [She kiascs him. 

Fond. Wliiit not Io\e C ooky I 

lAVt. Xo ’ll. \Si}lhs. 

Fond. 1 profoss. I do Io\o tlioo Ixdter than 500 
Pound —and so thou sliait say, for 1*11 h‘ave it to 
stay with thee. M 

Lwt. Xo \ou shan't netilool your Ihisinoss for 
ino- Xo indicd you sant Sffkin — If \oii don't 
t>o. I'll think you been dealoiis of rm* still. 

Fond, lie, he, ho, wilt thou poor Kofil ? Thon 
I w’dl ijo, I won’t be dealoiis Poor C’oc'ky, kiss 
Stfkin. kiss Sykiti, ee. ee, ee - -ll<‘re will b<* the 
cood Man anon, to talk to ('o<*ky and tea(‘h her 
how a Wife oueht to behave he r s<‘lf. 

L(vt. Aside.) I liope to have one that will show 

mo how a Iliisbanel ou<£ht to behave himself 

1 shall be glad to learn, to please my Jewel. 

I Kiss. 

Fond. That’s iny good Dear Como kiss Sifkin 
once more, and then get you in So Get you 
in. get you in. Ilv . by. 

L(Vt. I I n Sffkni. 

Fond, ily Cocky. 

L(Ft. Ily Sffkin. 

Fond, ily Coek\', by, by. 


s c K X I : \'. 

V.MNLOVC, SlIAIlOIin. 

Sharp. IIoNv ! Arnmintn lost ! 

Fain. T(j conlirm wiiat I have* said, road 
this [(rives a Letter. 

Sharp. Hoarls) Hum. hum - . ind ivhat then 
appear'd a Fault, upon Hejleetion^ seems onlif an 
effect of a too pozcerful Passion. Fm afraid I giro 

too great a Proof of my oivn at this time 1 am in 

Disorder for ivhat / have written. Hut something. 
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7 knoiv not nhat^ forced me, 1 onifj beg a favourable 
Censure of this and jfour Araniinta. j > 

Sharp, Jwost ! Pmy Ilcjiv'n thou hast not lost 
thy Wits. Hero, hero, she's thy own Man, 

and seal'd too "I'o her Man a delicious 

Mellon pure and consenting ripe, aiul only waits 
thy euttin/; up — She has been breedin*; J^ove to 
thee all this while, and just now she's deliver'd 
of it. 

}'ain, 'Tis an untimely Fruit, and she has mis- 
carried of her Love. i ) 

Sharp. Never leave tliis damn'll, illnatur'd 
whimsey, Frank ? "Fhou hast a sickly pee\ ish 
Ajipetite ; only chew Lo\e and cannot digest it. 

Vain. Yes, when I feed my self -Jbit 1 hate to 
be cramm'd liy lieav'n there's not a Woman, 
will ^ive a Man the IMeasiire of a Chase : My 
Sport is always balkt or cut short -1 stumble 
over the (iam(‘ I would pursue* ‘I'ls dull and 
unnatural to have a Hare run fnll in the Hounds 
Mouth ; and would distaste the keenest Hunter 

1 would have e>vertakcn. not ha\c met my 

(iame. i 

Sharp. However I hope you elon't me*an to 
forsake it ; that will be but a kind of a Munoril 
Curs Yrick. >Vell, are you for the .Mall t 

l ain. Ne), she* will be there this Mvenrn^ 

Yes. 1 will too — -and she sliall see her Krror 

in — 

Sharp. In her cheucc I ^ael Hut thou canst not 
be so ^^reat a Hrute as te» sliLdit her. ' » 

J'ain. J sliould disappeunt her if I elid not -Hy 
her Manai'ement 1 shoulel think she e.xpects it. 

All SataraUij flp what docs pursue : 

'Tis Jit Men should be coy, when }\'omen woe. 

10 e. J tit 
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SCKXK vr. 

A Room in Foiullou ifc\v l/oNsr. 

A Skhvant introducinii lii.i.LMot u in Fanativk- 
I inhit, xvitfi a Patch upon one Ft/e, and a Pooh in 
his Hand. 

Seri'. Here's a Chair, Sir. if you please to repose 
\oiir self. My Mistress is <‘oiniri^. Sir. 

Pell. Seeiire in iny Disguise. 1 have out -fac’d 
Suspicion, and even dar'il Discovery This 

1 loak niy Sanctity, an<l trusty Scarron's No\els 
ni\ Pray<*r-Dook Methiiiks I am the ver\ 
Picture of Mont afar in the lii/poentes (Jh I 

she conics. 


scKNi: \n. 

Hkllmol'r, Pi i ri i \ . 

So breaks Aurora throu/ih the I 'eit of \t/iht. 

Thus Jit/ the ('loads, diridcd hi/ her Liffht. 

.tad ev'rt/ Ftje receives a neic-hmn Sipjd. 

I Throii nal off his ( hmli. I*at(h. Ac. 

Pu’/. Thus streic'd mth Plas/ies. li/a’ 

Ah ! IIea\'n deleiid me ! Who’s this ? 

I Disioi enn/i him. starts. 

Pel/. ’N’our I.o\er. 

i.at. J'ainlove'-> I’ra'iid ! t know his Pae<-, and 
he has hetray’il me to him. [.I.v/f/r, 

Pejl. You are surpri/ejl. Did > on not e\pe<-t 
a Lover, Madam? Those JyMs shone kindly on 
m\ first Appc“aran<*e, tho* now the\ are o’l r-east. 

Lat. 1 may well be surpri7.'<l at \our P<'rsf>ii and 
Impudence ; they are both new to me You are 
not what \our tirst Appearance promiscfl : 7'he 
Piety of your Habit was weleoine. but not the 
I In poerisy. 

7 Hypocfites] Scarron Ihr- niitlxir nf /^onuin 

t omique. A:c In the secfi.d «>f J he li^p ocrite^ 

M-’P.tufar clothe^- hirn‘'''If in .i ra-'-'-rk to f'lrtJi* i lio 
D 3 
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Hell. Hathcr the Hvpocrisy was welcome, hut 
not the Hypocrite. 

Lwl. Who are you, Sir ? You have mistake ii 
the House sure. 

Hell. I Jiave I^irections in my Pocket, whicli 
agree uith every thmir hut \oiir Knkindness. 

[Pulls out the Letter. 

L(Pt. My Letter ! Pase I'ainlovc ! Then ’tis too 
late to (hssemhle. [Aside.] ’Tis plain then you 
have mistaken the Person. [Gohi^. 

Hell. If we part so Pm mistaken Hohl, hold. 

Madam -1 confess I have run into an Krr(»r — 

1 beg your Pardon a tliousaml times >Vhat an 

<*teriial Jlloekhead am I ! Can you forgi\e me the 
Disorder I ha\ put \ on into - Ihit it is a Mistake 
uhich any Hody miiiht have made. i 

Lat. What can ttiis mean ! ''I'ls imp()ssihk' lie 
shouki he mistaken after all this - A handsome 
Pellow if he had not surprr//<l nu‘ : Methinks, novv 
1 look on him again, I noiild not have him mis- 
taken. (.l.vh/e.J We are all liable to Mistakes, Sir : 
Jf Noii own it to he .so, there needs no fartlua* 
Afxilogy. ■' 

Hell. Nay 'Faith, Madam, ‘tis a pleasant one : 
and worth your hearing. Kxpeeting a Friend, last 
Night, at his Lodgings, ‘till ’twas late ; m\ 
lntimae\ with Jiiinga\e me the freedom of his Hefl : 
He not coming home all Night, a Letter w.is 
tleliver'd to me In a Servant, in the Morning : 
I ’poll the jierusal 1 fouinl the Contents so ehannmg, 
that I eould think of nothing all Day, but putting 

'em in praetiee ’till just now, (the first time 

I e\tT look'<l upon the Super.seription) I am the 
most surpriz'd in the World to lind it directed tti 
Mr. Vainlove. (iad. Madam, I ask you a Million 
of Pardons, and will make \<ju any Sati>.- 
faetion. 

IatI. 1 am discover'd-- —And either Vainlove is 
not guilty, or he has handsomely excus'd him. 

[Aside 



75 


Scene VII. The Old Batchelor. 

Bell, You apjH'ar oonconiM, Madam. 

Ltrt, 1 hope you are a (>ent1ein;iii : aiul sinre 
you arc privy to a weak \\<»ninirs Kailin*', x^on't 
turn it to the Prejiidiei* «>1‘ lier Ht putalion. \oii 
look as it* you had more Honour - » 

Bell. And more la)ve ; t»r my Fare is a false* 
\Vdness. and <leserve.s 1o Ih* pillory'd. -No, hy 
Ileav ii, I swear - 

Ln t. Nay, <lon l swear if you‘d ha\ e me l)ehe\e 
>ou ; hut promise 

Bell. Well, 1 promise- -A l*romise is cold 
(hve me leave t<» swear -by thos<‘ l^>es, tiuise 
killing FA'es ; by those* healmir Lips. Oh ! 
press the soft Charm close te> mine, and seal ‘em 
up for ever. ■ 

L(vt. I *pon that Condition. [He kisses her. 

Bell, hiternity was in that Moment One* more, 
upon any Condition. 

Lwt. Nav now 1 m‘\c*r saw’ any thin*; so 

agreeably impudent. [.'l.vo/r.| Won't \ on eensiire 
me for this, now ? but *tis to buy \our Sih*nee. 
[Kiss.\ Oh, but what am I eloin^ \ 

Bell. Doin^ ! Xo Tonjriie <’an express it not 
thy own ; nor an> tiling, but ttiN Lips. 1 am taint 
with the Kxeess of JIliss : -Oh, lor Lo\ e-sake, 

lead me any whitluT, wh<*re 1 may Ive down : 
eiuiekly, for I'm afraid I shall ha\<* a Fit. i 

La'i. Jlless me I What Fit ? 

Bell. ()li, a CoiinuNioii -I fec*I the S\mptoms. 

La't. Does it luild you lon^ 't l‘m alraid to cany 
you into my Chamber. 

Bell. Oh, no : Let me l\e <lown iijion the Ileil : 
the Fit will be soon e*\er. 

SCHNi; MIL 
.S C K X F, St. Jamc'^'.s- Park. 

Arwiinta and Bklinda meetinu. 

Belin. l.ard, my Dear : I am ^^larl I have in<*f 

you 1 have been at the Exchange sm(‘e, and 

am so tir'<l — 
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Aram, Why, what*s the Matter ? 
lielin. Oh the most inliumane, burbarr>ns 
Hackney-Coach I I am jolted to a Jelly — ^Am 
I not horridly toiiz'd ? [Pulls out a Pocket-Glass. 
Aram. Your Head's a little out of order. '' 
lielin. A little ! O frightful ! What a furious 
Phyz I have ! O most rueful ! Ha, ha, ha : 
() Oad, I hope no body will come this way, 'till 
I have put my self a little in repair — Ah ! my 
Dear- — 1 have seen such unhewn Creatures since 
Ha, ha, ha, I can't for my Soul help thinking that 
I look just like one of 'em — Good Dear, pin this, 
and I’ll tell you— Very well — So, thank you my 

Dear But as I was telling you IMsh, this is 

the untoward'st Cock —So, as I was telling you 

How d'ye like me now ? Hideous, ha ? 

Frightful still ? Or how ? 

Aram. No, no ; you're \ery well as can be. 
iielin. Aiul so -Hut where did I leave off, my 
Dear 'I I w'as telling you — 

Aram. You w’erc about to tell me something, 

Child but you left off before you l>egan. 

Belin. Oh ; a most eomieal Sight : A Country 
Squire, with the Equipage of a Wife and two 
Daughters, came to Mrs. SnipiveVs Shop w'hile 
I was there — But, oh Ciad ! Two such unlick’d 
Cubs ! 

Aram. I warrant, plump, Chcrry-cheek’d 
Country (iirls. 

Belin. Ay, O my C onscience, fat as Barn-Door 
Fowl : But so bedeck'd, you would have taken 'em 
for Friezland Hens, with their Feathers growing 

the wrong way O sueh Out-landish Creatures ! 

Such Tramoniamv, and Foreigners to the Fashion, 
or any thing in Pmctice 1 I had not Patience to 

behold 1 undertook the modelling of one of 

their Fronts, the more modern Structure 40 

Aram. Bless me. Cousin : why would you 
affront any Body so ? They might be Gentle- 
women of a very good Family 
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Bel in. Of a very anoiont one, I «lare s\voar, 

l)y their Dress Affront ! Pshaw, how you're 

mistaken ! The poor Creature, I warrant, was as 
•full of Curtsies, as if 1 ha<l l>een lier (ioclmother : 
'File Truth on‘t is, I did endeavour to make h<*r 
look like a Christian — and she was sensible of it ; 
for she thank'd me, and pive me tw'o Apples, 
piping liot, out of her I'nder-Petticoat Pm'ket - 
Ha, ha, ha : Ami t'other did so stare and jjape - 
I fancied her like the Front of her Father's llall ; 
her Kyes were the two Jut -Windows, an<l her 
Mouth the j^reat Door, most hospitably kept open, 
for the Kntertainment of travelling; Flies. 

Arum. So then; you have been <li verted. AMiat 
did they buy ? 

Bclin. wily, the Father boii;;ht a Powder-Horn, 
and an Almanaek, and a Comb-Case : the Mother, 
a jijfat Fruz-Towr, ami a lat .\mber-Neeklai‘e ; 
the Daughters only tore two I*air of Kid-leather 
(iloM-s, with trMnj; 'em <ui Oh (iad, here eomes 
the Fool that elin'd at my Lady Freclove's t'other’ 
Day. 


S( KNK IX. 

[To them] Sir Jusi:i*if and Bli’ffk. 

Arum. May be he may not km)W us a^ain. 

Bclin. We ll put e)n our Masks to seeure bis 
Ignorance. [ Thc}f put on their Masks, 

Sir Jo. Nay, (iad. I'll pick up ; I'm resolv'd to 
make a Night on't — I'll go to Alderman Fondlnvifc 
by and by, and get ,V) Pieces more from him. 
Adslidikins, Bulhf. we'll wallow' in Wine and 
Women. Why, this same J/ndrrn- Wine has made 
me as light as a Grasshopper — Hist, hist. Bully, 
dost thou see those Tearers ? Look tfon 

U'hnt here i.s — I^ok you what here is Toll loll - 

dera —toll — loll — A Gad, t'other Glass of Madera^ 

61 Tru^-TowFj Thr tv>urf* was a head-dress of hair. 
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and I durst liaNc uttaekM *0111 in my own proper 
IVrson, wjth(Mit your help. 

Uiujf. Coint‘ on tlieii, Km^ht— But d'ye know 

what to say to ‘ein ? 

Sir Jo. Say : l*ooh, l*o\, r\e enoiij^h to say 

iie\er fear it - tliat is. il‘ 1 can hut think on't : 
Truth is, 1 ha\e hut a treacherous Memory. r-j 

Helm. 0 l*ri;;htrul I loiism. Wliat sliall we do i 
These thm;j[s emnc ttmards us. 

Arum. No matter 1 see I'uinlovc eoiiiiii;; this 

Way and, to confess my l*'ailin;r, I am willing 

to ^ive him an ()pportunit> of making his Bt*ace 
with me — and to rid me ol these t'oxc<imbs. when 
1 seem ojiprest witli ‘eni, will he a fair one. 

HluJI. Ladies. h\ tluse I lilts \ ou are well met. 

.irum. We are afraid not. 

Hlulf. What sa>s mv prett> little Ivnapsatk 
Cairier. |7V;H(‘imda. 

Helin. () monstrous lilth\ Fellow ! (iootl 
.slosenlN ( aptam HuJJe. Hlu(fi\ (what is your 
hideous Name ?) I>e i»one : You stink of iirand\ 
and 'rohaeeo, most Sol<lier-like. Foh. [Sjuts. 

;sir Jo. Now am I s|a|)-dasli down m llu* Mouth, 
and ha\e not one Wonl to say I l-l.s/de. 

.Irum. I hope in\ Fo<»l has not C (UifidcMiei* 
enough to ht* trouhl<‘some. [-rLv/f/e. 

I^ir Jo. Hem I l*ra\ , .N\adam. whieh wav 's the 
>\in<l? 4'» 

Aram. .\ pithy t^uotion —Have you sent youi 
Wits for a X’enture, Sir. that \ou eiujuire Y 

Sir Jo. Na> , now Fiii in -I can prattle like 
a Magpye, [.l/f/de. 

S C K N K N. 

[To them] Shaiu’I.h and V.vimovi. at some 
(ii.stance. 

Helin. Dear Aram into. I'm tir'd. 

Aram. 'Tis hut pulling off our Masks, and 
obliging J'atnlove to know* us. 1*11 be rid of my 
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Loul by fair Moans Well. Sir Joseph, you shall 

MO my Face but, be ^jonc immediiitely 

I see one that will Ih‘ jealous, to find me in Diseourve 
with you — — lie discreet No Iteply ; but a>\ay. 

[ I nvuisks. 

Sir Jo, The j^rcat Fortune, that <lined at my 
Lady Frcelove's ! Sir Joseph, thou art a matie 
.Man. .Agad, Fm in Lo\c up to the Ears. Hut 1*11 
be disere<‘t, and hiisht. {Aside. 

Fiitjy. Nay, by the World 1*11 see your Face. 

iielin. A’ou shall. [L'fimashs. 

Sharp. Ladies, \our humble Serxaiit— We 
uere afraid, you wouhi not hax ^iven us leaxc to 
know you. 

Aram. W'e thought t(j ha\e bei^ii private Hut 
we find Fools Jiave tin* same Advanta^H‘ over a 
1 'aee in a Mask, that a Low aril has, while the SwonI 
is in the Scabbard So were forced to draw in 
our own Defence. .1 

FiuJJ. My Hlood rises at that Fellow : I can t 
''lav where he is ; and 1 must not draw' m the Park. 

I Tff Sir .h>si‘ph. 

.Sir Jo. I wish I durst stay to let her kiaav inv 
Lodj^ing 


SCENE XL 

.\kAMINTA, HkLI.M>\, ^'AINLOM., 

SiiAiti’i.a. 

Sharp. There is in true Heaiity, as in (Joiirage, 
somewhat, wdiieh narrow Souls cannot dare to 

admire And see, the Owls arc lleil, as at the 

break of Day. 

Iielin. Very eourtiv I believe, Mr. I'ainlove 

has not rubb’d his FNes, since break of Day neither, 
he looks as if he durst not approach - Na> , come 
Cousin, be Friends with him — I sweiir he looks 
so very .simply, ha, ha, ha, — Well, a Lover in the 
State of Separation from his .Mistress, is like a Body 
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without rt Soul. Mr. Vainlove, shall I be bound for 
your ;^ood Behaviour for the future Y 

I'ain, Now must I pretend Ijjnorance equal to 
liers, of w’hat she knows as well as I. [Aside.] 
Men arc apt to offend (‘tis true) where they lind 

most Goodness to forgive But, Madam, 1 hope 

I shall prove of a Temper, not to abuse Mercy, by 
committing new Offences. js 

Aram. So cold ! [Aside, 

lielin. I have broken the Ice for you, Mr. 
Vninlove^ and so I leav(‘ you. Come, Mr. Sharper, 
you and I will take a Turn, and laugh at the 
Vulgar — Both the great Vulgar and the small — 

Oh (hid ! I have a great Passion for Cowley 

Don’t you admire him ? 

Sharp. Oh Madam ! He was our English Horace, 
lielin. Ah so fine ! So extrcamly fine ! So e\ery 
thing in the World that 1 like— Oh Lord, walk this 
Way— I see a Couple, Pll give you their History. 

SCKNK XII. 

Aiiaaiint\, Vainlove. 

Vain. I Find, IMadam, the Formality of the 
Law must be observ'd, tho’ the Penalty of it be 
dispens’d with ; and an Offender must plead to 
his Araignment, though he has his Pardon in his 
Pocket. 

Aram. Pm amaz'd ! This Insolence exceeds 
t'other ; — whoever has encourag’d you to this 
Assurance -presuming upon the easiness of my 
Temper, has much <leeeiv*d you, and so you shall 
find. 3 0 

Vain. Hey day ! Which way now ? Here's 
fine doubling. [.-IaiV/c. 

Aram. Base Man ! Was it not enough to 
affront me with your sawey Passion ? 

Vain. You have given that Passion a much 
kinder Epithet than sawey, in another Place. 

23 great Vulgar] Horace, Book in, Ode i, tr. Cowley. 
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Aram. Another Place ! Some villainous Dcsiirn 
to blast my Honour— Hut tho’ thou hadst all the 
'rreachery "and Malice of thy Sex, thou canst not 

lay a Blemish on my Fame No, 1 have not 

err'd in one favourable Thought of Mankind — 
How Time might have deceiv'd me in you, I know 
not : my Opinion was but young, and your early 
Baseness has prevente<l its growing to a A\rong 
Belief— Fnworthy, and ungrateful ! Be gone, and 
never sec me more. 

IViin. Hid I dream ? Or do I dream ? Shall 
I believe my l^^yes, or I^ars ? I'lie Vision is here 

still Your Passion, Madam, will admit of in> 

farther reasoning — - — But here's a silent Witness of 
your Acquaintance. 

I Takeft out the Letter, and offers it : 

She snatches it, and throxvs it au'atf. 

Aram. There's Poison in every thing you touch 
— Blisters will follow — — 

Vain. That Tongue, which denies what the 
Hands have done. 

Aram. Still mystically senseless, and impudent 
« — I find I must leave the* IMaee. 

Vain. Xo, Madam, I'm gone She knows her 
Name's to it, which she will be unwilling to exjxjse 
to the Censure of the first Finder. 

Aram. Wcjinan's t)bstinac'y made me blind, to 
what Woman's Curiosity now tempts me to see. 

I Takes up the Letter. 

SCKNK xm. 

BELINn.\, SlI.VRPER. 

Bclin. Nay, we ha\e .spared no Body, I swear. 
Mr. Sharper, you’re a jnire Man ; where did you 
get this excellent Talent of Bailing ? 

Sharp. Faith, Madam, the Talent w'as born with 
me ; — I confess, 1 have taken care to improve it ; 
to qualihc me for the Society of Ladies. 

Belin. Nay, sure Bailing is the best Qualification 
in a Woman's Man. 
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SCENE XIV. 

[To them] FooT.^rAN, 

Sharp. The bcconcl best, -indeed I think. 

Belin. How now. Pave ? ^Vhe^e's niy Cousin ? 

Foot. She's not very w'eU, Madam, and has sent 
to know, if your Ladyship would have tlie Coaeii 
come again for you ? 

Belin. O l.ord, n(», I‘ll go along with her. 
Come, Mr. Sharper. 

S C E X E X\ . 

S C K X^ E, A Chamber in Fondle wife's 
House. 

L.ktitia and BKi.LMont, his Clonk, Hat, &c. 

If/ing loose about the ( hamber. 

Bell. llere\ no Body, nor no N'oisc ’twas 

nothing but your Fears. 

L(et. 1 durst have sworn, I liad lieard my 
Monster's Voice- — I swear. I was heartily 
frightiied Feel how my Heart beats. 

Bell. ’Tis an Alarm to Love — Come in again, 
and let us 

Fond. Without.) C’oeky, Cocky, where are you 
Coeky ? I'm come home. 

Lett. Ah ! There lie is. Make haste, gather up 
N our things. n 

Fond. Cocky, Coeky, open the Door. 

Bell. Pox ehoak him, would his Horns were in 
his Throat. My Patch, iiiy Patch. 

[Looking about, and gathering up his Things. 

Lcet. My .Jewel, art thou there ? Xo matter for 

your Patch — You s'an't turn in, Xi^kin Run 

into my Chamber, quickly, quickly. You s'an't 
tum in. 

Fond. Xay, prithee. Dear, ifeck I'm in haste. 

lACt. Then I'll let you in. [Opens the Door. 
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SCENE XVI. 

L-tTiriA, F 0 NDUL.W 111 :, Sir ,Iosi:i»jr. 

I'ond. Kiss, Doar 1 mot tlio Master of tli*' 

Ship hy the way— And I must have iny l*apers of 
Aocnuiits out (jf \our ( .linnet. 

Lat. Oh, i*m undone. [.fyiV/e. 

Sir Jo. Pray, first let me have 50/. "oud Alder- 
man, lor I'm in haste. 

J'otiJ. A hundred lias already been paid, by 
your Order. Fifty '/ 1 ha\e the Sum leaiiy in 

in my Closet. 

SCENE XMI. 

L.uitha, Sir Jomuui. 

Sir Jo. A^^ad, it's a eunous. fine, pretty Uoy^ue ; 
1 li sprak to lier — l*ray, Mad.im, wliat News d'\e 
hear ? 

l.o't. Sir, 1 M'Idom stir abroad. 

1 II aUiS ahoNt in iJisurcit i. 

Sir J(t. I wonder at tfiat. Madam, fur tis most 
cm K nis fine >Veather. 

Lot. Methmks thas b< en \ < r\ ill Weather. 

Sir Jo. As \ou say, Madam, 'tis prett\ batl 
\Neatiier, and has been so a j^reat while. 

SCENE x\ ni. 

[ T(f them I r'oN n 1 1 a\ i it-: . 

loud. Here are fifty Pieces in this Purse, Sir 
Joseph -If Nou will tarr\ a Moment, ‘till 1 fetidi 
m\ Papers, I'll wait upon you down Stairs. 

lAtt. Uuin'd, past liedemption ! W hat shall 
I do -Ha I this Fool may be of use (A.side.) [.I.s 
Fomilewife is goirifi into the Chamber, she run.s to 
Sir .Joseph, almost pushes him flown, and cries out.\ 
Stand off, rude Kiiffian. Help me, my Dear — 

O bless me I Why will you leave me alone w ith biieh 
a Sat\ r. 
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Fond. Bless us ! What’s tJie Matter ? Wlial's 
the Matter ? 10 

lAvt. Your Back was no sooner turn'd ; but 
like a Jaon, he came open Mouth'd upon me, and 
would have ravished a Kiss from me by main 
Force. 

Sir Jo. O Lord ! Oh terrible ! Ila, ha, ha, is 
your Wife mad, Alderman ? 

LwL Oh ! I'm sick with the Fright ; won't you 
take him out of my Sight ? 

Fond. Oh Traitor ! I'm astonished. Oh bloody- 
minded Traitor ! -o 

Sir Jo. Hey-day ! Traitor your self —By the 
Lord I \^as in most Danger of being 

ravish'd, if you go to that. 

Fond. Oh, how the blasphemous Wretch swears ! 
Out of my House, thou Son of the Whore of 

lialnjlon ; Off-spring of Bell and the Drof^on 

Bless u.s ! Havish my Wife ! iny Dinah ! Oh 
IShechemile ! Be gone I say. 

Sir Jo. Why, the Devil's in the Bcoplc, I think. 

S C K N K XIX. 

L.i:titia, Fondlkwike. 

L(rt. Oh ! won't you follow, and see him out 
of Doors, my Dear ? 

Fond. I'll .shut this Door, to .secure him from 
coming back — Dive me the Key of your Cabinet, 
Cocky- Havish my Wife before my Face I 1 
warrant he's a Papist m his Heart, at least, if not 
a Fre/ie/i-Man. 

Lcrt. What can I <io now ! (Aside.) Oh ! my 
Dear, I have lieen in such a fright, that I forgot 
to tell you, pwir Mr. Spintext has a sad Fit of the 
Choliek, and is forced to lye dow^n upon our Be<l 
• You'll disturb him ; 1 can tread softlier. 12 

Fond. Alack |K>or Man — no, no you don't 

know the Papers — I won't disturb him ; Gi\e me 
the Key. 
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[She f^ives him the Key^ goes to the Chamber Door, 
and speaks aloud. 

lAjet. ’Tis no Bo<Iy but Mr. Fondlervife, Mr. 
Spintcxt, lye still on your Stomach : lyiiif? on your 
Stomach, will ease you of the Cholick. 

Fond. Ay, ay, lie still, lie still : don't let me 
disturb you. .0 


SCKXi: XX. 

I^.KririA, alone. 

LfPt. Sure, w’hen he does not see his F;u*e, he 
won’t discover him. Dear Fortune, help me hut 
this once, and FU ne\er run in thy Debt a^ain - 
But this Opportunity is the Devil. 


SCEXK XXI. 

Fondijiwifh returns zvith Papers. 

Fond. Good lack ! j^oocl lack ! - I profess, the 

poor Man is in f^rcat Torment, he lies as Hat 

Dear, you should heat a Trencher, or a Napkin 
here's Det/orah ? Get her clap some warm thm^ 
to his .Stomach, or chafe it with a warm Hand, 
rather than fail. What Book's this ? 

(.SVe.v the Book that Hellmour forgot. 
La:t. Mr. Spinte.vt\ l*rayer-Bo<»k, Dear - 
Pray Heav'n it be a l*ra> er-Book. [Aside. 

Fond, (iood Man ! 1 warrant he rlrfippi'd it on 

purpose, that you mi^lit take it up, and read some 
of the pious Fjaculations [Taking up the Book.\ 
bless me ! O monstrous ! A JVa\er-BfK>k ? Ay, 
this is the Devil's Pater- \oster. llold, let me see ; 
The Innocent Adultery. 

Lwt. Misfortune ! now" all's ruin'd again. 

[Aside. 

Bell. [Pecpifig.] Damn'd Chance ! If I had gone 
a whoring with the Practice of Piety in my Pocket, 
I had never been discover'd. 
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Fond, Adultery, and innocent ! O Lord ! Here's 
Doctrine ! Ay, here's Discipline ! -o 

LiKt, Dear Husband. Fni amaz'd : Sure it is 

a t^ood Hook, and only tends to the Speculation ol 
Sin. 

Fond. Speculation I Xo, no : something went 
farther than Speculation when I was lud to be let 
in — —-Where is this Apoeiyphal J‘llder ? I'll ferret 
iiiin. 

Lo7. I'm so distraetcsl, 1 can t think of a Lie. 

l.J.s/de. 


s c K X i: XXII. 

I..KriTiv, 4ind I'oNnr.i'.wiKK haUn<* out 
Hri LMoru. 

Fund. Come (mt her(‘, thou Ananifis incarnate 
-Who, liow' now' ! Who havx* we Iutc ? 

fArt. Ha! [Shrieks, as snrpi iz'd. 

Fond. Oh, thou salacious Woman ! Am I then 
brutified ? Ay, I feel it here ; I sprout, I bud, 
T blossom, I am ripe-horn-mad. Hut who in the 
Devil’s Xamc arc you ? Mercy on me for swearin;^. 
Hut - 

IavI. Oh, (ioo<lness keep us ! Who’s this ? 
"Who are vou ? What are ^ ou ? i :» 

nell. Soh, 

L(vt, In the Xamc of the -O ! Ciood, my Dear, 
<lon't come near it. I'm afraid 'tis the Dc\ il : 
indeed it has Hoof'^, Dear. 

Fond. Indeed, and I have Horns. Dear. The' 
Devil, no, I am afraifl. 'tis the Flesh, thou Harlot. 
Dear, w’ith the Pox. C ome Sifren, speak, confess, 
who is this reverend, brawny Pastor ? 

L(rt. Indeed, an<l indeed now' my dear \fjkin 
— -I never saw this wicked Man before. -o 

Fund. Oh, it is a Man then, it seems. 

lArt. Rather, sure it is a Wolf in the cloathinc of 
a Sheep. 

Fond. Thou art a Devil in his proper Cloathing, 
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Womans Flesh. What, you know notliinij of him, 
but iiis Fleece here ! — You don't love Mutton V - 
you Magdalen unconverted. 

Bell. W'ell, now, I know my Cue That is, 

very honourably to excuse her, and \ery impu- 
dently accuse my self. [.iside. 

Ld't, Why then, I wish I may never enter into 
the Ileav'n of your Kndu-aees a^Xi^in, mv Dear, it 
ever I saw his Face before. 

Fond. () Ford ! (J st ranine I 1 am in admiration 
of your Impudence Look at him a little better : 
he is more modest. I ^^arrant you. than to deny it. 
tome, \\ere you two ne\er Fac‘e to Face befort* f 
Spviik. 

Bell. Since all Artifice is \ain And I think mv 
self obli^^ed to speak the Truth in justice to your 
^Vife No. 

Fond. Humph. 

Levt. No, indeed Dear. 

Fond. Nay I find you arc both in a Story ; that 
I must confess. But. >\hat - ■ not to be <*urt*d 
of the C liolick ? Don't you know your l^itiellt, 
Mrs. Quack 't Oh, l\e upon \oiir Stomach : lyin;' 
upon your St<miach will cure yi>u ni the Choliek. 
Ah ! Answer me, Jezabc! ? 

Lcrt, J.,ct the wicke<l Man answer h)r himself ; 
docs he think that 1 ha\e nothiiij^ to ch» but excuse 
him ; *tis enough, if I can clear my own Innocence 
tf> my own Dear. 

Bell. By my tndh, and so *tis 1 have bet ii 

a little too backward, that’s the truth on’t. 

Fond. Lome, Sir. wIk^ are y^ai, in the first J*lace t 
And what are you ? 

Bell. A Whorc-iufister. 

Fond. Very Concise. 

L(rt. A l>eastly, inipu<leiit Creature. ^ 

Fond. Well Sir, and what came you lilther for t 

Bell. To lye with your Wife. 

Fond. Good again — A very civil Person this, 
and I believe speaks Truth. 
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Act IV. 


Lcet, Oh, insupportable Impudence ! 

Fond, Well, Sir, Pray be cover'd and 

you have— Hell! You have finish'd the Matter, 
hell ? And I am, as I should be, a sort of a civil 
Perquisite to a Whore-master, call’d a Cuckold, 
heh. Is it not so ? Come, I'm inclining to believe 
every Word you say. 7^ 

lielL Why, Faith I must confess, so I design'd 

you -Hut, you were a little unlucky in coming 

so soon, and hindred the making of your own 
Fortune. 

Fond, Humph. Nay, if you mince the Matter 
once, and go back of your Word ; you are not the 
Person I took you for. Come, eome, go on boldly 

What, don't be asham'd of your Profession 

(onfess, confess, I shall love thee the better 

for't 1 shall, Ifeck — What, dost think I don't 

know how to behave my self in the Kmployment 
of a C'uckold, and have been three Years Apprentiee 
to Matrimony ? Come, come. Plain-dealing is a 
Jewel. 

Hell, Well, sinee I see thou art a g<>od honest 
Fellow, I'll confess the wlioh* Matter to thee. sr 

Fond, f)h, I iin a very honest Fellow You 

never lay \\ ith an honester Man's Wife in your Life. 

I Art, ilow my Heart akes ! All my Comfort lies 
in his Impiiflenec, and Heaven be prais'd, he has 
a considerable Portion. [Aside, 

Hell, In short Uien, I was inform'd of the 
Opportunity of your Absence. b\ my Spy, (for faith, 
hmiest Isaac, I hav'c a long time design'd thee this 
Favour) I knew Spintext was to come by your 

Direction. Hut 1 laid a Trap for him, and 

procured his Habit : in which, I pass'd upon your 
Servants, and was conducted liither. I pretended 
a Fit of the Cholick, to excuse my lying down uimui 
your Bed ; hoping that when she heard of it, her 
good Nature would bring her to administer 

Beniedies for my Distemper. You know w’hat 

might have follow'd. But like an uncivil 
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Person, you knock'd at the Door, before your 
Wife was come to me. 

Fond, Ha ! This is Apocryphal ; I may chiisc 
whether I will believe it or no. 

Bell. That you may, faith, and 1 hope you won't 
believe a Word on't — But 1 can't help telling' the 
Truth, for niy Life. jm 

Fond, How ! wou'd not you have me belie\ e 
you, say you ? 

Bell. No ; for then you must of consecpience 
part with your Wife, and there will be .some 1 lopes 
of having her upon the Ihiblick : then the Kn- 

couragement of a separate Maintenance 

Fond, No, no ; for that matter, when she 

and I part, she'll carry her separate Maintenance 
about her. 1:0 

Lcei. Ah, cruel Dear, how can you be so barbar- 
ous ? You'll break inv Heart, if you talk of 
parting. [Cr/es. 

Fond. Ah, dissembling Vermin ! 

Bell. How ean’st thou be so cruel, ? Thou 
hast the Heart of a Mount.ain-Tyger, By the Faith 
of a sincere Sinner, she's innoeent for me. (io to 
him. Madam, lling your Snowy Arms about his 
stubborn Neck ; bath his relentless Face in \our 
.salt trickling Tears. — 1 

[.S7ie floes and hafigs upon his Seek, and ki.sses 
him. Bellmour kisses her Hand behind 
Fondlcwife's Baek. 

So, a few soft Words, and a Kiss, and the gooil 
Man melts. See liow kind Nature works, and 
boils-over in him. 

lATt. Indeed, my Dear, I was but just come 
down Stairs, when you knock'd at the Door ; an<l 
the Maid toM me Mr. Spintext was ill of the Cholick. 
u|X)n our Bed. And won’t you speak to me, cruel 
Sykin ? Indeed, I'll die, if you don't. i->s 

Fond. Ah ! No, no, I cannot speak, my Heart's 

so full 1 have been a tender Husband, a tender 

Yoke-Fellow ; you know I have But thou 
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hast l}een a faitlilcss IJalilah, and the Philistines — 
Heh ! Art thou not \ilo and unclean, Uch ? 
Speak. [U'eeping. 

Lcct. Xo-li. {Sighing, 

Fond. Oh, tliat I coiilrl believe thee ! 

Lad. Oh, iny Heart will break. 

\Sceming to faint. 
Fond^ Hell, how ! Xo, stay, stay, I will believe 
thee, I will. — Pray beiul her torwanl, Sir. 

Lad. Oh ! Oh ! Where is my Dear V ISO 

Fond. Here, here ; 1 do beliexe thee. 1 won't 

believe my own Kyes. 

Bell. Kor my part, I am so charm'd with the 
Love of your Turtle to you, that I'll go and sollicit 
Matrimony with all my ini^^ht and main. 

Fond. Well, well. Sir ; as lonj[; as I believe it, 
’tis well enough, Xo Thanks to you, Sir, for her 
Vertue.- Hut, 1*11 show you the "way out of niy 
House, if you please. Come, my Dear. Xay, I will 
believe thee, 1 do, I’feek. 

Bell. See the great Blessing of an easic Faith ; 
Opinion cannot err. 

No Husband, bif his H z/e, can be deceiv'd ; 

She sill! is vcrtuoi4s. if she's so behev'd. 

End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT V. SC exp: I. 

S C F X E, The street. 

Hellmour in Fonatick Habit, Setter, 
Hcartwell, Lucy. 

BcLLMorn. 

Setter ! Well encounter'd. 

Set. Joy of your Return. Sir. Have you made 
a good ^’oyage ? or have you brought your own 
Lading back ? 
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Hell. Xo, I have l>rou^ht nothing but Ballast 
hack — made a delicious \'oyage, Setter : and 
might have rode at Anchor m th<* Port 'till this 
time, but the Knemy surpriz'd us— 1 would unrig. 

Setter. 1 attend you, Sir. o 

Jiell. Ha I Is iK»t thiit lleartivell at Stflvia'^ 
Door ? Be gone quickly. I'll follow you : 1 would 

not be known. Pox take 'em, the\ stand just in 
I in way. 

SCENE II. 

Bi:llmoi h, Hi: \kt\\ j.i I , Li cv. 

Heart. I'm impatient 'till it be done*. 

Lury. That may be, without troubling >our self 
to go again for your Brother's ( haplain. Don't 
Non see that stalking Form of (lodhni'ss ? 

Heart. () ay ; he's a I'anatiek. 

Lacy. An l^xocutioner <|iialilied to do your 
Business. He has been lawfully ordain'd. 

Heart. I'll pay him well, if > oil'll break, the 
Matter to him. 0 

Lacy. I Nvjirrant yon Do you go and prepare 
Nour Bride. 


SCENE III. 

Bkllmol h, Luc v. 

Beli. Humph, sits the Wind tlierc ? — What a 
lucky Hogue am I ! Oh, what Sjxirt will l>c Jiere, 
if I c*an persuade this Wench to Secrcsie 
Lucy. .Sir : Reverend Sir. 

Bell. Madam. [Discovers himself. 

Lucy. Now, Goodness ha\e Mercy ujkui me 1 
Mr. Bellmnur I is it you f 

Bell. Even I. W'hat dost think ? "i 

Lucy. Think ! That 1 shou'd not believe my 
Eyes, and that you are not what you seem to be. 

Bell. True. But to convince thee who I am, 
thou know'st my old Token. [ATsses her. 
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Lucy, Nay, Mr. Bellmour : O J^ard ! I believe 
you arc a Parson in good earnest, you kiss so 
devoutly. 

Bell, Well, your Business with me, Lucy ? 

Lucy, 1 had none, but through Mistake. 

Bell, Which Mistake you must go thorough 

with, Lucy Come, I know the intrigue between 

Ileartzvell and your Mistress ; aiui you mistook me 
lor TribulatUm Spintext, to marry 'em — Ha ? Are 

Matters in this Posture ? — (’onfess : Pome, I'll 

be faitliful ; I will i'faith. What, DilTide in me, 

Luey 't 

J^ucy, Alas-a-day ! You and Mr. l^aiulovc, 
between you, have riiin’<i my poor Mistress : You 
have mafic a (iap in her Reputation : and can you 
blame her if she make it up with a Husband 

Bell. \V'ell, is it as I say ? ^7 

Lucy. Well, it is then : But you'll be secret ? 

Bell. Phuh, Secret, ay : And to be out of 

thy Debt, I'll trust thee with another Secret. 
Your Mistress must not marry liearUvell, Lucy. 

Lucy. How ! O l.ord ! — 

Bell. Nay, don't lie in Passion, Lucy : I'll 

jirovide a fitter Husband for her. — Pome, here's 
Karnest of luy good Intentions hir thee too : let 

this mollifie. her Mony.^ Lfiok you, 

Ileartzvell is my Frienil ; and tho' he be bliml, 
I must not st*e him fall into the Snare, ainl un- 
wittingly marry a Whore. 41 

Lucy. Whore ! I'd liave you to know my 
Mistress scorns 

Bell. Nay, nay : I.ook you, T^ucy : there are 
Whores of as gootl Quality. — But to the purjiose, 
if you will give me leave to acquaint you with it. 
— — Ho you carry on the Mistake of me : I'll 

marry 'em. -Nay, don't pause : If you do. I'll 

spoil all. 1 have some private Reasons for what 

I do, which I'll tell you within. — In the mean time, 
I promise, aiul rely upon me, to help your 

2^^ DirYidc in ino NiU confide, ini^trn^t 
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Mistress to a Hiisbaiul : Nay. aiul tliee too. lAuy, 
—Here’s my llaml. I will ; with a fresh Assn ranee. 

Itf’iir.s her more Mon if. 

Lucy. Ah, the Devil is not so ennning. You 

know iny easie Nature. — — \Vc‘lI, for onee I'll 
venture to ser\e you ; but if you do deeeixe me, 
the Curse of all kind, tender-liearted Wtmieii li;zht 
upon you. 

Hell. That's a> much as to say, The Po.r take 
me. — Well, lead on. 00 

s c 1 : X j: iv. 

Vatnlovj:, Sii\npi.H. and 

>lharft. Just now, .say you, ^one in with Lucy ? 

Set. I saw liim. Sir, and stood at the CoriH'r 
^v litre >ou found nu*. ami overlu ard all tliey said : 
Mr. Jiellmour is to marr\ 'em. 

Sharp. I la, ha ; twill be a pleasant Cheat,- 1*11 
plajrue Ilearhcell when 1 see him. J*rithee Frank, 
let's teaze him : make him fret 'till he foam at the 
Mouth, and dis^air^n* his Matrimonial Oath with 
lntere.st Come, thou'rt musty --- - 

Set. [To Shar])cr.J Sir, a Word with you. i'> 

[ Whispers him. 

I’ain. Sharj)er swears slie lias forsworn the 
I-etter — I'm sure he tells me Truth ; but I am 

not sure she told him Truth; Yet she was 

unaff(s.tedly eoneern'd, he sa^s : and oiten bluslTd 

with Ani'er and Surfirize . .\nd so 1 remember 

in the Park. — She had Iteason, if I wrou” her - 
I bej'in to doubt. 

Sharp. .Say'st thou so ! 

Setter. This Afternoon, .Sir, about an Hour before 
my Master receiv’d the I,etter. . > 

.Sharp. In my 1 onseienet*, like enough. 

Setter. Ay, I know her. Sir ; at least. Pin sure 
I can lish it out of her : She's the very Since to her 

R* as'-n' Shf u . 1 - ri^iht. An .4lino55l uui\ci'>jI g.illjci'in 
in that cciiturv, fr..riii J'jnson on\\ard 
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Lady’s Secrets : 'Tis but settinj' her Mill a 

going, and I can drein her of ’em all. 

Sharp. Here, Frank, your Illood-IIound has 
made out the Fault : I’his Letter, that so sticks in 
thy Maw, is counterfeit : only a Trick of Sylvia m 
llevenge, contriv’d by Lucy. 

Vain. Ha ! It has a Colour But how do you 

kiH)vv it, Sirrah ? 

Setter. I do su'>pect as much because ^'hy, 

Sir, She was pumpini; me about how’ your 

Worship's Alfajrs stood towards Madam Arum- 
inta ; as, when you had seen her last ? when you 
were to sec her next ? and. wher(‘ >ou were to be 
found at that time ? and such like. 

Vain. And where did you tell her ? 

Setter. In the Piazza. 

Vain. There 1 receiv'd the Letter It must be 

so ~ —And why did you not find me out, to tell 
me this before. Sot ? 

Setter. Sir, I was Pimping for Mr. Petlmour. 

Sharp. You were wtII employ'd: 1 think 

there ij; no Objeetion to the Kxeusc. 

Vain. l*ox o'my sawey Credulity If I have 

lost her, I deserve it. But if ( onfession and 
Repentance be of force, 1*11 wm her, or weary her 
into a Forgiveness. 

Sharp. Methmks I long to see Bcllmour come 
forth. 51 

SCENE V. 

SitAiiPCR, Hj:llmolr, Si:tti:r. 

Setter. Talk of the Devil- — See w here he comes. 

Sharp. Hugging himself in his prosperous 
Mischief— — No real Fanatiek can look better 
pleas'd after a successful Sermon of .Sedition. 

licit. Sharper ! Fortitie thy Spleen : Such a 
Jest ! Speak w'hcn thou art ready. 

Sharp. Now, were I ill-natur'd. would I utterly 
disappoint thy Mirth : Hear thee tell thy mighty 
Jest, with as much Gravity as a Bishop hears 
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Venereal Causes in the Spiritual Court : Not so 
much as wrinkle my Face with one Sinil<‘ ; but 
let thee look simply, and lau^h by thy ^elf. 

liefl. P’sliaw, no : I have a better ()f)inioii ol 
thy Wit — Gad, 1 delie thee. — 

SImrp. Were it not loss of Time. \ on should 
make the Experiment. Jtut lionest Sitter, here, 
o^'e^-h(‘ar^l \ou ^\lth and has told nu‘ ail. 

Belt. Nay then, 1 thank thee for not putting me 
out of Counteiianee. Jtut, to tell you somethin*; 
>ou don't know “1 <;ot an Opportunity (after 
I had marry'd ’em) of diseovermi; the Cheat to 
Sf/h'ia. Slie took it at lirst, as another Woman 
would the like Disappointment : but my I'romise 
to make her ameiuls (piiekly with another Hus- 
band, somewhat paeifv'd her. 

Sharp, JUit how the Devil do you think to aerpiit 
yimr self of jour Ih’omise ? Will \ou many her 
> our self? 

HeU. I have no sueh Intentions at present 

l*rithee, v\ilt thou tliink a little for me ? I am sure 
the ingenious Mr. Setter will assist. 

Setter. O J.ord, Sir ! 

Bell. I’ll leave him with you, and go shift my 
Habit. 

SCENE VI. 

SiiAiipjcit, Sin'Tiui, Sir Jo.sj:rif, and Eli ffe. 

Sharp. Hell ! Sure, Fortune has sent this Fool 
hither on purpose. Seller, stanel elose ; seem ned 
to observe ’em ; and, hark-yc [Whispers. 

Bluff. Fear him not I am prepar'd for him 
now ; and he shall find he might liave safer roiiz’d 
a sleeping Lion. 

Sir Jo. Hush, hush : Don't you see liiin ? 

Bluff. Shew him to me.— W'herc is he ? 'i 

Sir Jo. Nay, flon't speak so loud 1 don’t 

jest, as I did a little while ago Look yonder - 

A-gad, if he should hear the Idon roar, he'd cudgel 
him into an Ass, and his primitive Praying. Don’t 
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you remember the Story in JEsop^s Fables ^ Bully 
A-gJul. there are ^oo<l Morals to be pick’d out of 
.‘Esop's Fables, let me tell you that ; and Reyfiard 
the Fox too. 

Jflajf. Damn your Morals. 

Sir Jo. Prithee, don't speak so loud. i' 

Blalf. Damn Noiir Morals ; 1 must revcn^r 

th'Aflront d<me to my Honour. \lna low ro/tr. 

Sir Jo, Ay ; do, do. Captain, if \ou think fitting 
— You may dispose of your own Flesh as you think 
fitting, d'ye see : -But by the Lord Ilarrtf, PM 

leave you. [Steal axcatf upon bis Tip-toes. 

Bluff. Prodigious ! What, will you forsake your 
Friend in Extremity ! You can't in Honour refuse 
to carry him a Challen<^e. 

xcbispenuif. and treading softly after him. 

Sir Jo. l*rithee, what do you see in my Face, 
that looks as if I w'ould carry a Challenge ? 

Honour is your Pro\ inee, Captiiin ; take it All 

the World know me to be a Knight, and a Man ol 
>Vorship. j: 

Setter. I warrant you, Sir, I'm instruetcil. 

Shaip. Impossible ! Aramiuta, take a liking to 
a Fool ! [Aloud. 

Setter. Her Head runs on nothing else, nor she 
can talk of nolliing else. 

ASharjf. 1 know she commended him all the 

while we were in the Park : but 1 thought it had 
been only to make yainlove jealous. 4‘> 

Sir ./o. How's this ! Ciood Bully, hold your 
Breath, and let's hearken. A-gatl, this must be 
I. 

Sharj). Death, it can't be. — An Oaf, an ideot, 
a Wiltal. 

15 Key Kilt li th^ I'ox^ I ho famous bcdst-epic, of whicli 
CaxtcMi’s tian-'lalion fioiii the riomish pro^e Ncraion Dit 
historu' ran reynaert Je vos (1479) thou popular. 

* Bayes . Tako it fo>m me, Mr Smith, there is good 
Morality, and a-^ ><«und Ihtccpl'. m the detectable H\sU>ry 
of KeyfUird the Pox. a> m an\ b<»ok I know, except 6>n^ca.’ — 
The Country Moui>e and the City Mouse. 
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Sir Jo. Ay, now it's out ; ’tis I, iny own indi- 
vidual Person. 

Sharp. A Wretch, that has flown for Shelter to 
the lowest Shrub of Mankind, and seeks Protection 
from a blasted Coward. 50 

Sir Jo. That's you. Bully ^ Back. 

[Bluffe^rorcns upon Sir Joseph. 

Sharp. She has given V ainlove her Promise, to 

marry him before to Morrow Morning. Has 

she not ? [To Setter. 

Setter. She has, Sir ; — - And I ha\e it in Charge 
to attend her all this Kvening, in ortier to eonduc-t 
her to the Place appointetl. 

Sharp. Well, I'll go and inform your Master ; 
and do you press her to make all the haste imagin- 
able. • '> 


S C K X K VTI. 

Si:ti'p:r, Sir Joskpii, Bli kfj:. 

Setter. Were I a Rogue now, what a nolile Prize 
could I dispose of ! A gooflly Pinnace, richly laden, 
and to launch forth under my auspicious Convoy. 
Twelve thousand Pounds, and all her Rigging ; 
besides what lies c<»neeard under Hatches. ~Ha ! 
All this committed to niy Care ! — Avaunt Tempta- 
tion. Setter y shew thy self a Person of Worth ; 

be true to thy Trust, and be reputed honest. 
Reputed honest ^ Hum : Is that all ? Ay : I'Vir 
to be honest is nothing : the Reputation of it is 
all. Reputation ! what have such poor Rogues as 
I to do with Reputation ? 'tis above us : and for 
Men of Quality, they are above it ; so that 
Reputation is e'en as foolish a thing as Honesty. 
And for my part, if I meet Sir Joseph with a Purse 
of Gold in his Hand, I'll dispose of mine to the best 
Advantage. 

Sir Jo. Heh, heh. heh : Here 'tis for you, i'faitb, 
Mr. Setter. Nay, I’ll take you at your Word. 19 

[Chinking a Purse. 
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Setter, Sir Joseph and the Captain too ! undone, 
undone ! I’m undone, my Master's undone, my 
Lady’s undone, and all the Business is undone. 

Sir Jo. No, no, never fear, Man, the I.ady's 
Business sliall be done. What - Come, Mr. Setter, 
I have over-heard all, and to speak, is but loss ol' 
time ; but if there be oeeasion, let these worthy 
Gentlemen intercede for me. [(lives him Gold. 

Setter. () Lord, Sir, what d‘>e mean? (’orriipt 
niy Honesty.-- -They have indeed very persuad- 
int; Faces. But 

Sir Jo. 'Tis too little, there's more, Man. There, 
take all - Now 

Setter. tVell, Sir Joseph, you have such a winning 
way with you 

Sir Jo. And how, and hou, jrood Setter, did the 
little Uo<^ue look, when she talk'd of Sir Joseph ? 
Dhl not her l^yes twinkle, and her Mouth water ? 

Did not she pull up her little Hubbies ? And 

A-j^atl, I'm so overj<»vM And stroke down her 
Belly ? and then step aside to tie her (iarter, 
when .she was thinking of her I.ove ? Ileh, Setter ! 

Setter. Oh, yes. Sir. 43 

Sir Jo. llow' now, JUiIlp ? ^Vhat, melancholy, 
because I'm in the Lady’s Fav’our ? — No matter. 
I’ll make your Peace— — know' they were a little 
smart ui)on you- But I v\arrant, I'll brin*^ you 
into th(' Lady's ^ood (irac*es. 

Bluff. P'shaw’, I have IVtitions to show, from 
other-^uess Toys than she. l^ook here ; These 

were sent me this Mornin<j There, read, [Shoxvs 

Letters.] That — —That's a Scrawl of Quality. 
Here, here's from a Countess too. Hum- No, hold 
- -that's from a Knight's Wife, she sent it me by 

her Husband But here, both these are from 

Persons of ^reat Quality. 

Sir Jo. They are cither from Persons of preat 
Quality, or no Quality at all, 'tis such a damn'd 
ugly Hand. 

[\yhile Sir Joseph reads. Bluffc ivhispers Setter. 
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Setter, Captain, I winild do any tiling to sirv^* 
yjii ; but this is so ditliciilt to 

lihtjf. Not at all. Don't I know him ? 

Setter. Yturil rfinemluT the Conditions ? - - 

Bluff. I'll <j[ive't you under iny Hand— In the 
mean time, here's Karnest. \Uives kim d/(>n//.| 
Come Knight, — — I'm eapitulating with Mr Setter 
lor you. 

Sir Jo. Ah, Jionest Setter ; Sirrali, I'll gi\e 

tliee ail}' tiling but a Night’s la^dging. 

SCKNK Mil. 

SiiAniTU tugging in IIkautwi.i.l. 

Sharp. Xa> , jinthei* leave Hailing, and come 
along with me: May be she inaMi'l be nilhiii. 
"I'is but to vond’ ( orner-I louse. 

Heart. Whither':* Whither? \Vhieh Corner- 
House ? 

Sharp. Why. then* : Tlie two white J’osts. 

Heart. And who would >ou \isit then*, .say you ? 
(O'oiis, how my Heart akes.) 

Sharp. l*'shaw\ thou'rt so troublesome and 

in(|uisitive Why, I'll tell you: ’'I'is a young 

Creature that I'uiutove debaueh'd, and has t'or- 
sakcn. Did >ou never hear Bettmour eliide liim 
about Sylvia ? 

Heart. Death, and Hell, and Marriage ! Mv 
W ifc 1 [Aside. 

Sharp. ^Vhy thou art as musty as a new' inarry'd 
Man, that had lound bis Wife Knowing the lirst 
Night. 

Heart. Hell, arul the Devil ! Docs he know it ? 

But, hold If he shouhl not, I were a Fool to 

discover it I'll <lissemble, and try him. \Aside.\ 

Ha, ha, ha. Why, Tom. Is that such .an Occa- 
sion t)f Melancholy ? Is it such an iineotiiinon 
Mischief ? 

Sharp. No, faith ; I believe not. Few 
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Women, but have their Year of Probation, before 
they are cloister’d in the narrow Joys of Wedlock. 
But, prithee come alon^ with me, or I’ll tfo and 
have the l^dy to my self. B’w’y George. [Going. 

I lean. O Torture ! How he racks an(l tears me ! 

Death ! Shall I own iny Shame, or wittingly 

let him go and whore niy Wife ? No, that’s in- 
supportable Oh, Sharper ! 33 

Sharp. How now ? 

Heart. Oh, I am — marry \1. 

Sharp. (Now hold Spleen.) Marry'd ! 

Heart. Certainly, irrecoverably marry'd. 

Sharp. Ileav’n forbid, Man ! How long ? 

Heart. Oh, an Age, an Age ! I liave been marry'd 
these two Hours. 

Sharp. My old llatehelor marry'd ! 'I'hat were 
a Jest. Ha, ha, ha. 

Heart. Death ! D'ye moek me ? Heark ye. 
if either you esteem my Friendship, or your 

own Safety — Come not near that House that 

Corner-House — that hot Brothel. Ask no 
Questions. 

Sharp. Mad, by this Light. 

Thus Grief still treads upon the Heels of Pleasure : 
Marry'd in haste, we may repent at J.eisiire. so 

S C K N E IX. 

SlIAlieKR, Settkr. 

Setter. Some by Experience find those W^'ords 
misplac'd : 

At Leisure marry'd. they repent in haste. 

As I suppose my IVIaster Heanwell. 

Sharp. Here again, my Mercury / 

Setter. Sublimate, if you plea.se. Sir : I think my 
Atchievements do deserve the Epithet — Mercury 
ivas a Pimp too. but, though I blush to own it, at 
his time, I must confess I am somewhat fall'n 
Tom the Dignity of niy Function, and do conde- 
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ceiid to be scandalously imploy’d in the Pronio- 
ion of vulgar Matrimony. " 12 

Sharj)er, \s how, dear dexterous Pimp ? 

Setter, Why, to be brief, for 1 have weight >’ 
affairs depending — Our Stratagem succeeded as 
ou intended — Blnffe turns errant Traitor ; tiribcs 
lie, to make a private Conveyance* of the I.ady to 
ini, and put a Shame-Settlement uj>on Sir Joseph. 
Sharper. O Rogue ! Well, but I hope — 1 » 

Setter. No, no ; never fear me. Sir- I jirivately 
iform'd the Knight of the Treaehery ; who has 
greed, seemingly to be cheated, that the Captain 
lay be so in reality. 

Sharp. Where's the Rride ? 

Setter. Shifting Cloaths for the l*iirpose. at a 
riend's House of mine. Here's C'ompany coming ; 
you'll walk this way, Sir, I'll tell you. 

SCKNK X. 

Bi:ll.moi II, RnravDA, .Vu.v.minta, and 
N’AiNLOvr:. 

rain. Oh, 'twas Frenzy all : Cannot you forgive 
V — Men in Madness have a Title to your Pity. 

{To Arammta. 

Aram. Which they forfeit, when they are 

'stor’d to their Senses. 

I’ain. I am not presuming beyond a I*ardon. 
Aram. You who cou'd reproach me with one 
junterfeit, how insolent would a real Pardon 
ake you I Rut there's no need to forgive what 
not worth my Anger. 0 

Belin. O my Conscience, I cou'd find in riiy 

eart to marry thee, purely to be rid of thee 

t least, thou art so troublesome a Lover, there's 
opes thou'lt make a more than ordinary quiet 
usband. {To Rkllmolr. 

Bell. Say you so ? Is that a Maxim among 
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Act V. 


Belin. Yes : You fluttering Men of the Mode 
have made Marriage a ineer French Dish. 

Bell. I hope there’s no French Sawee. [Aside. 

Belin. You are so eurioiis in the Preparation, 
that is, your Courtship, one wou'd think you meant 

a noble Entertainment But when we come to 

feed, ’tis all Froth, and poor, but in show. Nay, 
often, only Hemains, which have been I know' not 
how many times warm'd for other Company, and 
at last serv’d up cold to the Wife. 

Bell. That were a miserable W' retell indeed, wlio 
could not afford one warm Dish for the Wife ol 

liis Bosom But you timorous Virgins form a 

dreadful Chima'ra of a Husband, as of a Creature 
contrary to that soft, humble, pliant, easic thing, 
a 1^0 ver ; so guess at Plagues in Matrimony, in 
Opposition to the Pleasures of Courtship. .Vlas ! 
Courtship to Marriage, is but as the Musick in the 
Play-House, 'till the Curtain's drawn ; but that 
once up, then opens the Scene of 1‘leasure. 

Belin. Oh, foh no ; Bather, Courtship to 
Marriage, as a very w'itty Prologue to a very dull 
l*lay. ;9 


SCENE XI. 

[2'o them] Siiarpkr. 

Sharper. Wist,-— Bell mour : If you'll bring the 
Ladies, make haste to Siflria's Lodgings, before 

Heartwell has fretted himself out of Breath. 

Bell. You have an Opportunity now, Madam, 
to revenge your self upon Jlcartu^ll, for affronting 
your Squirrel. [To Belinda. 

Belin. O the lilthy rude Beast. 

Aram. 'Tis a lasting Quarrel : I think he has 
never been at our House since. o 

Bell. But give your selves the trouble to walk 
to that Corner-House, and I'll tell you by the way 
what may divert and surprize you. 
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SCENE XII. 

S C E N E, Sylvia'i? Lodgings. 

IIeautwkll and Hoy, 

Heart, Gone forth, say you, with her Maid ! 

Boy, There was a Sian too that fetehM ’em out — 
SettrTy I think tliey rail'd him. 

Heart, So-h That precious Pimp too — 

Damn’d, damn'd Strumpet ? (''on'*! she not 

contain her self on her Weddimr Day ! Not hold 
out ’till Ni^^ht ! 0 cursed State ! I low wide we 
err, when apprehensive of the Eoad of Life ! 

--- — n V hope to find "I 

That help rvhich Natitre meant hi Woman-kind, >10 
Man that Supplemental Self design'd ; J 
But proves a burning ('austiek tvhen apply' d, ^ 
And A(Iam, sure, enn'd :vith more Ea.se ahide > 
The Bone zchen broken, than ivhen made A Bride.) 

SCENE XIII. 

{To him\ Beli.moi R, IJi:lim)a, Vainlove, 
Akaminta. 

Bell. Now' (ieoTgc, what Hliymin^j ! I thoujiht 
the Chimes of Verse w'ere past, when once the 
doleful Marriage Knell was run^. 

Heart. Shame and Confusion. I am exposed. 

[Vainlove and Araminta talk a-part, 

Belin. Joy, Joy Mr. Bridegroom ; I ^dve you 
Joy Sir. 

Heart. 'Tis not in thy Nature to jrive me Joy — 
A Woman can as soon give Immortality. 

Belin. lla, ha, ha, O Ciad, Men grow such 
Clowns when they arc marry *d. 

Bell. That they are fit for no Company but their 
Wives. 

Belin, Nor for them neither, in a little time 

I sw'car, at the Month's end, you shall hardly find 
a marry ’d Man, that will do a civil thing to his 
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Wife, or say a civil thing to any Body else. How 
he looks already. Ha, ha, ha. 

JlelL Ila, ha," ha. is 

Heart, Death, Am I made your laugh ing-Stock ? 
For you, Sir, I shall find a time ; but take off your 
Wasp here, or the Clown may grow boistrous, I have 
a Fly-Flap. 

Bel in. You have occasion for’t, your Wife has 
been blown upon. 

Bell. That's home. 

Heart. Not Fiends or Furies could have added to 
my Vexation, or any thing, but another Woman 
— — Yoifve rack'd my Patience ; be gone, or 
by -o 

Bell. Hold, hold. What the Devil, thou wilt not 
draw upon a Woman ! 

Fain. What's the Matter ? 

Aram, Bless me ! What have you done to him ? 

Belin. Only touch’d a gall'd-Beast ’till he 
w'inch’d. 

F’^ain. Bellmour^ give it over ; you vex him too 
much ? 'tis all serious to him. 

Belin. Nay, I swear, I begin to pity him, my 
self. 3') 

Heart. Damn your Pity — But let me be calm 

a little Ilow have 1 deserv'd this of you V 

Any of ye V Sir, hav'e I impair'd the Honour of 
your House, promis'd your Sister Marriage, and 
whor'd her ? Wherein havx I injur'd you Y Dili 
I bring a Physician to your Father when he lay 
expiring, and endeavour to prolong his Life, and 
you one and twenty Y Madam, have I had an 
Opportunity with you and bank'd it Y Did you 
ever offer me the Favour that 1 refus'd it Y 
Or 50 

Belin. Oh foh ! What does the filthy Fellow’ 
mean Y Lard, let me be gone. 

^Iram. liang me, if I pity you ; you are right 
enough serv'il. 

Bell. This IS a little scurrilous tho'. 
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Vain. Nay, 'tis a Sore of your own scratcliin^j; — 
Wfll George , — 

Heart. You arc the principal Cause of all iny 
present Ills. If Sylvia had not been 3'our Mistres.s, 
iny Wife ini^ht have been honest. 60 

Vain. And if Sylvia had not been your Wife, 
niy Mistress might have been just -I'here, we are 

even Hut have a good Heart, I heard of your 

Misfortune, and come to your Relief. 

Heart. When Kxeeutioir.s over, you offer a 
Reprieve. 

Vain. What wouhl you give ? 

Heart. Oh ! Any thing, every thing, a Leg or 
two, or an Arm ; nay, I \v<iiild be «h\oreed from 
my Virility, to be clivorced from my Wife. 70 

SCKNK XIV. 

[To them] Sii vhpicr. 

Faith, that's a sure way -Hut here's one 
can sell you Freedom better cheap. 

Sharp. Vainlove, I have been a kind of a God- 
father to you, yoiuler. I have promised and \'ow'd 
some things in your Name, which I think you art* 
In^iiind to perform. 

Vain. No signing to a Hlank, Friend. 

Sharp. No, I'll deal fairly with you -'Tis a full 
and free Discharge to Sir Joseph M'ittal and 
Captain Bluffe ; for all Injuries whatsoever, done 
unto you by them, tintil the present Date here- 
of How say you ? >2 

Vain. Agreed. 

Sharp. Then, let me beg these Indies to wear 
their Masks, a Moment. Come in (vcntlernen and 
Ladies. 

Heart. What the Devil's all this to me ? 

Vain. Patience. 


E 3 
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S C K X K The Last, 

[To them] Sir Josr.pii. Bh’ffi;. Sylvia, 

I.i cv, Skttkh. 

All injiirifs wliatsoover, Mr. Sharper. 

Sir Jo. Ay, ay, whatsoever. Captain, stick to 
that ; whatsoe\er. 

Sharp. ’Tis done, these (ientlenicn are >Vit nesses 
t«) the jreneral llelease. 

I'ain. A\ , ay, to this instant Moment I have 
pass’d an Act <»t‘ Oblivion. 

iUaff. 'Tis \er\ generous. Sir, since 1 needs 
must own - 0 

.Sir Jo. No, no, (’a|>tain, you need not own, heh, 
hell, heh. 'Tis I must o>\n 

iilaff. - That nou are over-rcacird too, lia, ha. 
ha, only a little Art military iisecl only uiider- 
mme<l, or so, as shall appear hv th(‘ fair .itanuuta. 
iny Wife's Permission. Oh, the Devil, cheated at 
last ! [laicy unmasks. 

Sir Jo. Onlv a little .\rt-military Trick, ( aptain, 
only counti'rinin'd, or s<» Mr. yainloie. I 
suppose N'ou kno\\ whom 1 have ^ot now', but 
all's f()ri;i\en 

I'ain. 1 know whom you ha\e not ^ot : pray 
Ladies convince him, |.\ram. and Helin. unmask. 

Sir Jn. Ah! O LonI, my Heart akes - .Vh ! 
Setter, a Hofjiie of all sides. 

Sharp. Sir Joseph, you haii better ha\e pre- 
cnjra^'d this (ientleman'.s Pardon : F«>r though 
I'anihtre be so jjeneroiis to forj;ive the loss of his 
Mistn*ss [ know not how' Heartivelt may take the 
loss of his Wife. . [Sylvia unmasks. 

Heart. My Wife ! By this Lipht *tis she, the 
very Cockatrice Oh Sharper ! Let me embrace 
thee But art thou sure she is really marry'd to 
him ? 

Setter. Heally and lawfully marry M. I am 
^V it ness. 
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Sharp. Bclhnour will unriddh* to you. 

I Hfiirtwcll f^oes 1u Holliiioiir. 
Sir Jo. Pray, Madam, who an* you ? For 1 hud. 
\«ui and I are like to he better ac‘<|uamted. 

Stfh'. 'Phe worst of iiu*. is, tfiat I am \our 
Wife ‘ 

Sharp. C'ome, Sir Joseph : \our Fortune is not 
had as you fear A tine Fad\. and a Lad\ 
<*f very ^oo<i Qualit \ . 

Mr Jo. Thanks to m\ K nii*lit -hood, she's a 
laidv - 

lam. 'Phat deser\ c,‘s a P'ool with a h(‘t ter 'Pith* 
Pray use her as mv Helation. 01 \ on sliall lie.ir 

out. 

lilaff. Wliat. are you a ^^'oman of Qualitv t«>o. 
S j Miiise ? 

Scttc) . And my Helation; |»ra\ hd her he 
respeett’d aeeiudm^lN Well, honest Lartp lare 
thee well I think. \ on aiwl I ha\ e been Pla\- 
tellows off and on, any time this seven ^’eais. 

Lavtf. Hold \our pratim; I'm tliinkui^ what 
N oeation I shall follow while m\ Spouse is planting: 
Fawrels in the Wars. 

lilaff. No more Wars, Spous<*. no more W ars 
While I plant Lawrels for my lh*a<I abroad, I mav 
lind the Hranehc's sprout at liomi*. 

Heart. Bcftrnoar. I appro\<* th\ Mirth, and thank 
thee .\ial 1 eannot m (datitinh- (for J s<‘e which 
w,»\ thou art ^oiii^j) sre thee fall into tin* same 
Snare, out of which thou hast <lehM*r’<l me. 

lieii. I thank thee, (iettroe. for thy yood Inten- 
tum Ihit tliere is a Fatalitv in .Marria*ze 
Foi r fiinl Fill resolute. 

Heftrt. Th<*n ^ood Counsel will he thrown away 
Uf)on you - For my part, 1 have cinee escap'd 
And wht*n I wed a^aiii. ma\ sh<* he , as an 

old Baw'd. ri 

l ain. Ill-natiir'd. as an rdd Maid 
Heff. Wanttui as a youn;; Widow 
Sharp. .Vnd jealous as a barren Wife. 
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Heart, Afjreed. 

Bell, Well ; ’Midst of these dreadful Denuncia- 
tions, and notwithstanding^ the Warning? and 
Kxaniple before me, I commit my self to lasting 
Durance. r; 

Bflin. Prisoner, make mueh of your Fetters. 

[(iiving her llamJ. 

Bell. Frank, Will you keep us m (\)untenan<*e ? 

Vain. May I presume to liope so «rreat a Bless- 

in^r V 

Aram. We had Ixdter take the Advantajje of 
a little of our Friends Kxperienee first. 

Bell, () my ( iinseienee she dares not consent, 
for fear he shou'd recant. [.I.v/dr.) Well, we shall 
have your C'ompany to C'hureh in the Morning — - 
May i»e it may f'et ycai an Appetite to see us fall 
to before ye. Setter, di<l not you tell me ? 

Setter. They're at the Door ; I'll call 'em in. oi 

A /)A\(K. 

Bell. Now set we ftirw'ard on a .Journey for 
Life -- Lome take \our Fellow-Travellers. Old 
(ieartie. I’m sorry to see thee still plod on alone. 

Heart. With ^audy Plumes and Bells 

made proufl. 

The youthful Beast sets forth, and nei<j[hs 
aloud. 

Morning-Sun his Tinselfd Harness t^ilds, 

.Vml the first Sta^e a Down-Hill (ireen-sword 
yields. loi 

Blit, Oh — 

What rufr^ed Wavs attend the Noon of' 
l.ife ! 

(Our Sun declines,) and with what anxious > 
Strife, 

What Pain we tu" that ^illin^ Load, a Wife ; ^ 

All Loursers the first Heat with Vigour run ; 

But 'tis with Whip and Spur the Kaee is won. 

Exeunt Omnes. 



The Old Batchelor. 


109 


E P I L O G U E. 


Spoken by Mrs. Barry. 

As a rash Girl, who ivill all Hazards run. 

And be enjotf d. tho" sure to be undone ; 

SfHiu as her ('unosity is over. 

Would give the World she eould her Toy recover : 
So fares it with our Poet ; and I'm sent ^ 

To tell you, he already does repent > 

n oukl you were all as forward, to keep Lent. J 
Sozv the DeeiCs done, the Giddy-thing has Ijcisure 
To think o'th' Sting, that's in the Tail of l*leasure. 
Methinks I hear him in i'onsideration ' 10 

M hat u'ill the World say / Where's my Reputa- I 
tion ? I 

Sow that's at stake So Fool, 'tis out o' Fa.shion. j 
If loss of that should follozv w ant of M’//, 

Bow many Vndone Men were in the Pit ' 

MV/// that's some ('ornfort. to an Author's Fears. 

If he's an Ass. he will be Try d by's Peers. 

Hut hold I am exceeding my ('ommission ; 

My liusiness here, xias humbly to Petition : 

Hut we're so us'd to rail on these Occasions. 20 

/ could not help one Trial of your Patience : 

For 'tis our way {you know') for fear o'th' word. 

To be before-hand still, and cry Fool first. 

How say you. Sparks How' do you stand affected ? 
/ swear, young Buys within, is so dejected. \him.' 
'Tivou'd grieve your Hearts to see him ; shall / call 
Hut then you cruel Cnticks ivould so maul him ' 

Vet. may be. you'll encourage a Heginner ; 

Hut how ? -Ju.st as the Dei'il does a Sinner. 

Women and Wits are us'd e'en much at one 

You gam your End. and damn 'em when you've done. 
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To the Right Honourable 

Charles M onta guc, 

r 

One of the 

Lords of the Treasury. 


.S / R, 

I Heartily wish this Play were as perfect as 
I intended it, that it might be more worthy your 
Acceptance ; and that my Dedication of it to you, 
might be more becoming that Honour and Ksteem 
which I, with every Body, who is so fortunate as t*> 
know you, have for you. It hail your C’ountenanee 
when yet unknown ; and now it is made publick, 
it wants your Protection. 

I would not have any Bo<ly imagine, that I 
think this Play without its Faults, for i am 
Conscious of several. I confess 1 design'd (what- 
ever Vanity or Ambition occasion'd that l)esign) 
to have written a true and regular Come<ly : but 
1 found it an Undertaking which put me in mind 

of Sudet multiim, frustraffue Inhoret ausus idem. 

Ami now to make Amen<is for the \'anity f>f such 
a Design, I do confess both the Attempt, and the 
imperfect Performance. Yet I must take the 
Boldness to say, I have not miscarr>''d in the 
whole ; for the Mechanical |>art of it is regular. 
That I may say with as little Vanity, as a Builder 
may say he has built a House according to the 

Montague] Afterwards for a short tinw, I'lrst Lord, i 
Pniue Minister. This bnlliant financier was afterwards 
created Earl of Halifax He is the Bufo of J*»>pc’s Prologue 
to the Satires His literary reputation w*as foiind<*d chieflv 
uprjn the Country Mouse and the City Mouse, a parody of 
the Hind and Panther, which he wrote in collaboration with 
Prior, He * claimed the station to be Maecenas to the nation *. 
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Moclrl laid clown before him ; or a (hirclner that 
he has set his Flow'ers in a Knot of such or such 
a Figure. 1 clesicrn'd the Moral first, and to that 
Moral I invented the Fable, and do not know that 
I have borrow'd one Hint of it any where. I made 
the Plot as stron^^C li'' 1 <*<)uld, because it was 
single*, and I made it sm<;le, because I woidd a\oid 
Confusion, and was resoKed to preserve the three 
I'nities of the Drama. Sir, this Discourse is very 
impc'rtinent to you, whose Jud^^ement mueh better 
can discern the Faults, than I can excuse them , 
and whose ^ood Nature, like that of a Lover, will 
find out those hidden Keauties (if there are any 
such) which it wou'd be jrreat Immodesty for me 
to discover. 1 think 1 don't speak improperly 
wlieii I call you a Lover of Poetry : for it is very 
well known she has been a \ery kind Mistress to 
you ; she* has n(»t deny'd \ou the last Favour ; 
and she has been fruitful to vo\.i in a most beautiful 
Issue If I break off abruptly here, 1 hope e\ery 
Hody will understand that it is to avoid a Com- 
mendation, which, as it is your Due, w'ould be 
most easie for me to pay, and too troublesome* for 
you to receive. 

1 have, since the .Vetin;^ of this Play, harken'd 
after the Objections which have* been made to it ; 
for I was Conscious where a true Critick ini^ht ha\e 
put me upon my Defence. I was prepared for the* 
.\ttack ; and am pretty c-ontident I could have* 
vindicated some l*arts, and excused others : and 
where there were any plain Miscarriages, I would 
most ingenuously have confess'd 'em. Hut I have 
not heard any thinj; said suflieient to provoke an 
.\nswer. That which looks most like an Objection. 
<loes not relate in particular to this Play, but to 
all tir most that ever have been written ; and that 
is Soliloquy. Therefore I w ill answer it, not only hir 
my own sake, but to save others the Trouble, to 
whom it may hereafter be Objected. 

1 ^rant, that for a Man to Talk to himself, 
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•appears abMird and unnatural ; and indeed it 
'.o in must C ases ; but tlie Cireiimstanees whieh 
may attend the ()e<*asuin. make ^reat Alteration. 
It «)ft<*ntimes happens to a Man, tt> have Desiiiiis 
>\hi<di require him to himself, and in their Nature 
eannot admit of a C'onfident. Such, for eertam. 
Is all Villany ; and other less misehiexous lnti*ii- 
tu>ns may be Nery imprope r to be ('omnmnieated 
te) a seeond Person. In siieh a C ase therefore the 
\udien<‘e must observe, whether the Person upon 
Ilu‘ Sta^re takes any notiec* ol“ them at all. or no. 
For if he* supp<is<‘s an\ one* to be by, when he talks 
to himself, it is uKiiistnais and rielieiilous to th«‘ 
last ih'^ree. Nav, not onl\ in this Case, but in anv 
Part of a Play, if tht‘re is <*\})ressed any Kiiowle<ltn‘ 
of an Audience, it is insufferable. Hut otluTwis**, 
when a Man in Soliloepiy n^asons with hiiiisell, 
and Pm's and C>//i‘s, and wei/L?hs all liis Oesi^iis : 
^^eoucht not to ima^uiie that this Man either talks 
to us, or \o hims(>lt : he is only thinking;, and 
thinking such Matter as were ine\<*usiible Folly m 
him to speak. Hut be<*ause we are eoneeard 
Spectators of the Plot m Agitation, an»i the Poet 
hnds it necessary to let us know the wliole Mystery 
of his C’ontriN ance, he is willing to inform us of 
this Person’s Thoughts : and to that end is fon-’d 
t<» make use* of the Kxpe<lient of .Speech, no other 
better way bein>; yet m\eiitefl for the C'omniiinica- 
tion of Thought. 

Another \ery w n»n^ Olijection has been made by 
some who ha\e not taken Leisure to distin^riiish 
the Characters. 'I'he Hero of the l*lay, as they 
are pleas’d to call him, (meaning Mellefnnt) is 
a CjuII, and made a Finil, and cheated. Is e\erv 
Man a Cbill and a Fo<il that is deceiv'd ? At that 
rate l*m afriiid the two Classes of Men will bi; 
redue'd to one, and the Knaves themselves be at 
a K»ss to jiistifie their Title : Hut if an ()|a ii- 
hearted honest Man. who has an entire CV>nflden<'e 
in one whom he takes to be his Friend, and whom 
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he has oblig'd to be so : and who (to confirm him 
in his Opinion) in all Appearance, and upon several 
'I'rials has been so : If this Man be deceiv'd by 
the Treachery of the other ; must he of necessity 
commence Fool immediately, only because the 
other has prov'd a Villain V Ay, but there was 
Caution ^iven to Mellefojit in the first Act by his 
Friend ('areless. Of what Nature was that 
Caution? Only to ^i\e the Audience some li^ht 
into the Character of Mastavell, before his Appear- 
ance ; and not to c'onvinee Meilefont of hi'' 
'frcjichery : for that was more than Careiess was 
then able t(» do : He never knew iXfasktvell miilty 
of any Villany : he was only a sort of Man which 
he did not like. As for his suspectinf^ his Fanpliar- 
ity with my Lady Tonchxvood : Let 'em examine 
the Answer that MeUvJoni mak(‘s him, and com- 
pare it with the Conduct of MaskivelVs Character 
through the Fla\ . 

I >\ould be^ 'em a^aiii to lo<»k into the Character 
of Maskxveil before they accuse Mellefont of 
Weakness for bein;; deeei\'d by him. For upon 
summing up the Fai(|uir\ into this Objection, it 
may be foiiml they ha\e mistaken Cunning in one 
Character, for Folly in an<»ther. 

Hut there is <me thing, at which I am more 
eoneerned than all the false Criticisms that are 
made upon me : ami that is, some of the J^adies 
are offende<l. 1 am heartily sorry for it, for I 
declare I would nither disoblige all the Criticks in 
the World, than one of the fair Se.x. They are 
c<»ncerned that I ha\e representetl some Women 
N icioiis and Affected : How can I help it ? It is 
the Business of a Comick Poet to paint the \’ices 
and Follies of Human-kind : and there arc but 
two Sexes, Male, and Female, A/en, and If'owea, 
which have a Title t«) humanity : And if I leave 
one half of them out. the Work w’ill be imperfect. 
1 should be verA' glad of an Opportunity to make 
my Compliment to those Ladies who are offended : 
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But they can no mure expect it in a ('omedv, tlian 
to he Tiekleil by a Surgeon, when he‘s lettm;^ 'em 
Blood. They who are Virtuous or Disert'et, 
shouhl not he offende*!, for siieh Characters as 
tliese distinguish them^ and make their lU^aiities 
more shining and observ'd : And they who are 
<»f the other kind, may nevertheless j)ass for such, 
by seeming not to be displeas'tl, or ttaieh'd with 
the Satire of this ('omettif. 'I'lnis have they also 
wTon^fully accus'd me of doin^ them a Brejudiee. 
Avhen 1 have in reality dom‘ them a Service. 

You will pardon me. Sir, for the Freed<»m I taki‘ 
of making; Answers to other JVople, m an Kpistit* 
which ou^ht wdiolly to be sacred to you : But since 
1 intend the Play to be so too, 1 hop<‘ I ma> t4ike 
the mor<‘ Liberty of Justihin^ it. where it is m 
the Bi^ht. 

I must now. Sir, deelar«‘ to the World, how kind 
you have been to my Kixleavoiirs ; lor m reuard 
of what was well meant, \ou have excus'd what 
was ill perform'd. 1 bejr you w'ouhl continue tbt‘ 
same Method in your Ae<*eptan(*e of this Dedica- 
tion. I know no other way of making a Hetiirn to 
that Humanity you shew'd, m protect in;; an 
Infant, but by enrollm;; it in your Service, now 
that It IS of A;;e and come into the Worhl. There- 
fore be pleas'rl to accept <tf this as an Ackni)wlcil;re- 
ment of the Favour you have shewn me, and an 
Earnest of the real Service and (iratitiah* of. 

.S' / /f , 

Your .Most ()bli;rcd. 

Humble Servant, 


William (Umfircir, 



To mv Dear Friend 


Mr. C O N G R E T E, 

On his C O M K O V, call'd. 

The Double-Dealer. 

H>// thru ; thr promis'd I lour is rnme of Iasi : 

Thv present .l^e of Wit ohsenres the past ; 

Stronn n ere oar Sipes ; and as thei/ Foaf^ht thep Wnt. 
Conqa'rinf* ivith Foree of Anns^ and Dint of M it : 
Theirs ivas the (it ant Race, before the Flood ; 

And thas^ zvhen ( hiirles Return'd, oar Empire stood. 
Like Janiis he the stnhhorn Soil manai'd. 

II ith rules of Ilusbandrtf the Rankness ear'd ; 
Tam'd as to AJanners. :i'hen the Staffe riv/.v rude ; 
And hoistioas l^n^disii M it. reith Art indu'd lo 
Our Afle uv/.v ealtn ated thus at length ; 

Hut u'hat u'c gain'd in Skili. ue lost in Strength. 

Oar Huilders rvere. icith Want of (ieniuw rurst : 

The second Temple xvas not tike the First : 

'Till You. the best \'itrii\nis, come at length ; 

Oar Realities eiiual : bat excel our Strength. 

Firm DorMpie Fillais found Your solid Rase : 

The fair I'nnnthiaii cunens the higher Space ; ^ 

Thus alt beloic is Strength, and all above is (iracc.j 
In easie Dialogue is Fletehfr'.v Praise : zo 

He mov'd the Mind, but had no Poiv' r to raise. 

Oreat .I(>lins(»n did bij Strength of Judgement please : 
Yet doubling Fletelu*r\v Force, he xcaiits hi\ Ease. 
In diff'nng Talents both adorn'd their Age ; 

One for the Studp. t'other for the Stage. 

Rut both to i'on;;re\ e justlif shall submit. 

One match'd in Judgement, both o'er-match'd in Wit. 
In Him all Realities of this Age zee see : 

Kthere;;e his i'ourtship. SoutlKTir.v Puriti/ : 

The Satire. Wit. and Strength of Manly Wieherly. 
All this in blooming Youth you have .Uchiei 'd ; 31 



The Double-Dealer. 


119 

S(tr are your foil'd Contemporaries ^ner'd : 

So maeh the Siveetness of your Manners move. 

We eannot Knvy you, because ive Love. 
ral)ius mifiht joy in Sc*ipio. ivhen he sa:v 
A Beardless Consul made aflainst the La:v. 

And Join his Suffrage to the Cotes of Hoinr ; 
Thouilh he ivith Hannibal ivas overcome. 

Thus old Honianci boiv'd to Hapharl'x Fame ; 

And Scholar to the Youth he taufiht, became. i-* 

Oh that your liroivs my l^au'ccl had sustain'd. 

If ell had I been Depos'd if You had Feign'd ' 

Thi Father had descended foi the Sitn ; 

Fot only You are lineal to the Throne. 

Thus iL'hen the State one dui depose : 

A (ireater Kdwanl tn his Room arose. 

Rut noiv, not /, hut Foetry is curs'd ; 

For 'I'om the Second reiilns like "r<nn the First. 

Rut let 'em not mistake my Ration's l*art ; 

\or call his ('hardy their oivn Descit. •;'> 

V<7 this / Rrophesie ; Thou shalt he seen, 

(77/0* 7Vith .some short Parenthesis between .) 

Hmh on the Throne of Wit : and seated there, 

Sot mine (that's little) but thif Laivrel near. 

Thu first Attempt an early Promise made : 

That early Promise this has more than paid. 

So bold, yet so judieiou.sly tfou dare. 

That your least I* raise, is to be Refiular, 

Tune. Place, and Action, may ii dh Pams be ivroufiht. 
Rut (ienius must be born : and never can be tauflht. 
This IS Your Portion ; this Your \atize Store ; 
Deal ‘n. that but once zvas Prodiflal before, I 

7’(; .Shakcspt*ar as much : she con'd not fin e C 

him more. J 

Maintain your l*o.st : That's all the Fame you 
need ; 

For 'tin impossible you shoii'd proceed. 

4^ Tnm tho First’ Drvdf-n’s rrn*inv, I hoinas Shadwf'Il, 
tlu' Og nf Absalom and Achitnphel, ulrcadv Irouncf^l in 
MacFUcknof He made laiire.ite \ice nr\rJpn at the 

F\ev«.lutinn On his death Thomas R> mcr succeeded to the 
post c»f historiographer. 
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AlreiuUf 1 am xcorn ivith ("ares and Age ; 

And jiiHt abandoning tb' Ungrateful Stage : 

I ' nprojitnbhf kept at Heavens Expence ^ 

I live a Henl-charge on his Providence : 

But You, zvhotn ev'ry Muse and Grace adorn, 70 
Whom / foresee to better Fortune born. 

Be kind to my Remains ; and oh defend, 

.igai}utt your Judgment, your departed Friend / 

Let not th' insulting Foe my Fame pursue : 

But shade those Lnxvrels xvhich descend to You : 
And take for Tribute xvhat these Lines express : 

You merit more ; nor cou'd my Love do less. 

John Drydcn. 


P R 0 L 0 G U E, 

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 

Moors have this ^^ ay {as Story tells) to knoxv 
Whether their Brats are truly got, or no ; 

Into the Sea the Sexv-born Babe is throxvn. 

There, as Instinct directs, to sndm, or droxvn. 

. I barbarous Dei' ice, to try if Spouse 
Has kept religiously her Suptial Tmt'-v. 

Such are the Trials, Poets make of Plays : 

Only they trust to more inconstant Seas ; 

So does our Author, this his Child commit 

To the tempestuous Mercy of the Pit, > 10 

To knoxv if it be truly born of tf’it. J 

(Viticks avaunt ; for you are Fish of Prey, 

And feed, like Sharks, upon an Infant Play. 

Be ev'ry Monster of the Deep axvay ; 

Let's a fair Trial have and a clear Sea. 
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het \ature rvork, and do not Damn too soon. 

For Life zl^HI strufyite long, e'er it sink dtnvn : 

And zL'ill at least rise thrive, before it drozcn. 

Let ns consider, had it Itecn onr Fate, 

Thus hardhf to he prov'd Legitimate / 20 

/ 7 vill not sat/, zve'd all in Daiiger been. 

Were each to suffer fttr his Alother's Sift : 
lint by my Troth I cannot avoid thi 7 iking, 

Ifow nearly some goofi lifen might hai'c 'seap'd sinking, 
lint, Ileav'n he prais'd, this Cnstom is eonJi?i'd 
Alone to th' Offspring of the Alnses kind : 

Onr C'hristian Cuckolds are more Inmt to Fity ; 

I knozv not one ^lnor-/i itsband in the ('ity. 

Fth' good Man's Arms the ('httpping Bastard thrives. 
For he thinks all his ozen, that is his It’ives. 30 

Jl’hatei'cr Fate is for this Pltty design'tl. 

The Poet's snre he shall some i 'omfort find : 

For if his Mnse has play'd him false, the zvorst 
That can befal him, is, to be divorc'd ; 

Von Husbands Judge, if that, be to be Curs'd, 



Dramatis Personae 


M K X. 


Maskxvell^ A Vill.iiii ; pretondrd Friend v 

to Mellefont, (valiant to Ladv Touch- j- Mr. Betterton, 
it'ond^ and in I.ovc with Cynthia. ^ 

Lord Touchivood^ ITncle to Mellefont. Mr. Kvnasfon. 

Alellefont, promised to, and in Love with ) 

Cynthm tlUaws 

Careless, his Friend. Mr. VerbrufKicn 

Lord Broth, A Solemn Coxcomb. Mr. Jiou'man. 


Brisk, A pert Coxcomb. Mr Powell. 

Sir Paul Plyant, An (■xonou'^, rooli-^h, . 

old Knight ; IJrother to I.ady Pouch- J- Mr Doggrt. 
wood, and Father to Cynthia ^ 


W O M K N. 


T.adv Touchwood, In Lov'e with .Mellefont. Mis 
Cvnthta, l>aiighter to Sir Paul hv a lor- \ 
mor VV'ife, promiseti to Mellefont ) 

Ladv Froth, .\ great i. <iqnpt : pretender ) 
to I’netry, Wit, and learning Mr-- 

Laily Plyant, Indolent to her Husband, | ,, 
and casic to anv rretender ) ' 


Bar rev 
hraccvxr lie 

Mouu^fot 

Leigh 


('haflain. Boy, /'ec'/mei;, and .Attendants. 


TIic SCKXK, A riullery in the. I.,ord Tourhicood' 
House, with i hiinibcrs ncljoinin;^. 



T II E 

DOUBLE-DEALER. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 

A (talterif in Ihe J^urd T<MK*hw«M>d‘.v IlousCf 
iL'iffi Cliambrrs (uljoininf*. 

Enter (’arrlcss, ('ro.ssinfl the Stafi(\ unth his JIat, 
and Sxcord in his Hands ; as Just risen 
from Table : Mrllcfont folhncinfi him. 

Mkt.tj.i ont. 

AV^/, \ed. wJiithcr so fast ? Wliat, liirnM 
Kliiu'licr ! liy, you wo' not Iravo iis ? 

('are. ^Vh«‘r<• arc* the* \\ onifii '/ I'm \vc*ary of 
;cu/,liii^, an<i l)c*<^iii to think th»*m tJic better 
t'ompany. 

Mel. Then thy J^t-ason sta^^^ers. and thou'rt 
almost 13rimk. 

Care. No h'aith, hut \ our Koc)ls ^^row iioi'^ie 
aucl if a Man must endure* the Noise of \Vc>r<N 
without Sense, I think ttic* \Vomen liave more* 
Musi(‘al Voiees, and heeomet Nonsc-nsc* better. n 
^lel. Why, tlH*y are at the* end id’ the* (•allery ; 
retir'd to their Tea, anci S<*andal ; aceordin^? to 
their Aneient Custom, after IJinner. — -—Hut I 
niacte a Pretc*n<*c to follow* you, because I had 
something to say to you in private, and I am not 
like to have many Opportunities this Kvenin^. 

('are. And herc'.s this Coxcomb most critically 
come to interrupt you. 
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SCENE II. 

[To them] Brisk. 

lirisk. Boys, Boys, I^ads, where are you V 
What, do you ^ive ^j^roiind ? Mort^^a^e for a 
Bottle, ha V Careless^ this is your Trick ; ycui're 
always spoiling Company by leaving it. 

Care. And thou art always spoiling Company 
by cominj^ into't. 

lirisk. Pooh, ha, hu. I know you envy me. 
Spite, proud Spite, In the (h>ds ! and burnin^^ 

Envy I'll be jud^l'd by McUefant here, w'ho 

gives and takes Itaillerx better, you or I. P.shaw', 
Man, when I say you spod Company by leaving it, 
I mean ytiu leave no Body for the Company to 
laugh at. I tliink there 1 was with you, ha ? 
Mellefoftt. " 14 

Metl. O' my Word, Jirisk. that was a home 
thrust, you have silenc'd him. 

lirisk. Oh, my Hear MeUrJont^ let me perish, if 
thou art not the Soul of Conversation, the very 
Essence of Wit, anrl Spirit of Wine, The Deuce 
take me if there were three good Things saifl, 
or understoo<l, since thy Amputation from the 
Bo<ly of our Society.- —lie. I think that's pretty 
and Metaphorical enough : I’Gad I could not have 
said it out of thy Company, Careless^ ha ? 

Care. Hum, ay, what is't ? 

lirisk. O, Mon Coear \ What is't ! Nay ga<l 
1*11 punish you for want of Apprehension : The 
Duce take me if I tell you. aS 

Mel, No, no, hang him, he has no Taste, 

But, dear Iinsk\ excuse me. I have a little Business. 

Care. Prithee get thee gone : thou see'st we are 
serious. 

Mel. We'll come immediately, if you'll but go 
in, and keep up gcKHl Humour and Sense in the 
C’ompany : Prithee do. they'll fall asleep else. 

Brisk. I'gad so they will -Well I will, I will. 
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gad you shall command me from the Zenith to 

the Sadir. But the duce take me if I say a 

good thing till you come.— — Hut prithee dear 
Hogue, make haste prithee make haste, 1 shall 
burst else.— —And yonder your I’nele, my 'Lord 
Touvhxvood^ swears he'll disinherit you, and Sir 
Paul Plyant threatens to disclaim you for a Son-in- 
Law, and my Lord Froth won't <lanee at your 
Wedding to Morrow ; nor the Diiee tak<* me, 
1 won’t write your l^pithalamiiim -and see what 
a Condition you're like to be brought to. 

Mel, Well, 1*11 speak but thn‘<‘ Wf)rds, aiul 
follow you. 

lirisk. Knough, enough, ('areless, bring your 
Apprehension along with %ou. 51 

SCENIC III. 

.Mktj.kkont, t'Aiii:ij:ss. 

('tire, Bert t oxeomb. 

Mel. Kaith 'tis a goo<l natur'd Coxcomb, and 
has very entertaining Follies - \'ou must be 
more humane to him ; at this .Juncture, it will do 
me Service. I'll tell you, I woiihl have Mirth 
ef)ntmued this IJay at any rate : tho' Patience 
pureha.se Folly, and \ttenti«in be p;ii<I with Xois<* : 
There are I'imes when Sense may be uns(‘asi>nable, 
as w'ell as Truth. Prithee do thou wear none to 
Day ; but allow Itri.sk to ha\e Wit. that thou 
may'st seem a FckiI. n 

('are. Why, hf)w now, uhy this t*xtravagant 
Proposition ? 

Mel. (), I would have no room for serious 
Design ; for I am jealous of a Pkit. I Wf)ul*l have 
Noise and Impertinence keep my Lady Tnueh- 
uvwd's Hea^l fnun working : Ff»r Hell is not more 
biisie than her Brain, nor contains more Devils, 
than that Imaginations. 10 

Care. I thought your Fear id her had been over 
Is not to Morrow appointed for \our Marriage 
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with Cynthia^ iirul hrr Father, Sir Paul Plyant^ 
cuine to settle the ^Vritin^s this IJay, on purpose ? 

Aid. True : hut you shall jud^^e whether I have 
not Iteason to he allarm'd. N^>ne besides yc»u, 
and Alask^L'dL are aecpiainted with the Secret ot 
my Aunt ToNdt7voofi\ violent Passion for me. 
Since my lirst Kefusal of her Addresses, she has 
endeavour'd to do me all ill Olliees with my Fnele ; 
Net has managed 'em with that Suhtilty, that to 
him they have horn tin* Face of Kindness ; while 
her Malice, like a dark Lanthorn, only shone upon 
me, where it was <lireeted. Still it jrave me less 
l*erplexity to j)re\eiit the Success other Displeas- 
ure, than to a\'oid the Importumties of her Dove ; 
and of two l^A ils, I thought my self fa\our‘<l in her 
Aversion : Ihit whether iir^'d hy her Despair, and 
the sliort Prospe<*t of 'rime she saw’, to accomplish 
her Desi^^ns ; whetluT tin* IIo|k‘s of Uevenj^e, or 
of her J..o\e, terminated in the \’iew’ of this mv 
Marriage with i'ynthia^ 1 know’ not ; hut this 
Morning she surpri'/.'d me in my Hed.--- 42 

('are. Was there ever such a Fury ! ’tis w'ell 
Nature has not put it into her Sex's Power to ravish. 

>V('ll, hless us ! jiroceed. What follow'd ? 

Aid. What at lirst ama/.'d me : for 1 look'd to 
have .seen her in all the Transports of a slighted 
anil reven^^eful ^Voman : Put when I expected 
'riiundcr from Ikt Voice, and lajrhtnin^ in her 
Kyes ; I saw' her mclte<l into 'J'ears, and hush'd 
into a SiLrh. It was lon^ before cither of us .spoke, 
Passion had t\'d her 'foiimie, and Ama'Acment 
mine.- In short, tin* (’oiisetpience was thus, .she 
omitte<l nothmjT that the most Molent Love could 
ur^e, or tender Words express : which when she 
saNv had no effect, hut still I pleaded Honour and 
Nearness of Plood to my Fnele ; then came the 
Storm I fear'd at first : For startinjr from my 
Bed-side like a Fury, she flew' to my Sw'ord, and 
with much ado I prevented her doin^ me or her self 
a Mischief ; Having; disarm'd her, in a (hist of 
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Passion slir left me, and in a Hcsoliition, confirm'd 
by a thousand C’urses, not to close Jicr Kycs, 'till 
they had seen my Hum. 

('are. Kxcjuisite Woman ! Hut what the Devil 
docs she think, thou hast no more Sensc‘, than to 
jret an Heir upon her ihxly to disinherit thy self : 
lor as I take it this Setthanent upon you, is, with 
a Proviso, that your I’nele have no ('hildnai. (o 
3/e/. It is so. Well, the Serviec* you arc to do 
me, will be a J^leasure to \our self: 1 must ^et 
you to en^ja^e my Dady Pft/ant all this Isvenm^f, 
that my j)ious .\unt may not work her to her 
Interest. And if you ehanee to seeure her to your 
self, you may meline her to mine. She's handsome, 
and knows it : is very silly, and thinks she* h:is 
Sense, aii<l has an old fond Husband. 

('are. I confess a very fair Foundation, for a 
Lovct to build upon. 7 # 

3/<7. For my J.ord Frothy Ik* and his Wife will 
be suflieiently taken Uf), with admirm^r 
another, and //n.s‘A*’s Gallantry, as they call it. 
ril observe my Fnele iny .self ; and Jaek Maskweli 
has promised me, to watch my Aunt narr(»wl> . and 
pive me notice upon any Suspicion. As for .Sir 
Pauly my wise Father-iii-I..aw' that is to be, my 
Dear ('yuthia has such a share in his Fatherly 
Fondness, he would scarce make lu'r a .Moment 
uiieasie, it) have her happy hereafter. «■> 

Care. So, you have inann'd your Works : but 
I wish you may not have the weakest Guard, where 
the Fnemy is stronj^est. 

3/r/. ^taskrvelly \'ou mean ; prithee w'hy should 
you suspect him ? 

('are. Faith I cannot help it, you know I never 
lik'd him : I am a little superstitious in lMi\sio- 
gnoiny. 

Met. He has Obligations of (iratitiKle, to bind 
him to me ; his Depcndance upon niy Uneic is 
through my Means. 100 

Care. I’pon your .\iint, you mean. 
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Mel, My Aunt ! 

Care, I’m mistaken if there be not a Familiarity 
between them, you do not suspect : Notwith- 
standing her Passion for you. 

Mel, Pooh, pooh, nothing in the World but his 
Design to do me Service ; and he endeavours to 
be well in her Esteem, tliat he may be able to 
effect it. 109 

Care. Well, I shall be glad to be mistaken ; but, 
your Aunt’s Aversion in her Revenge, cannot be 
any way so effectually shown, as in bringing forth 
a Child to disinherit you. She is handsome and 
cunning, an<l naturally wanton. Maskwell is 
Flesh and Blood at best, and Opportunities 
betw’ccn them are frequent. Ilis AlTeetion to you, 
you have confessed, is grounded upon his Interest, 
that you have transplanted ; and should it take 
Hoot in my Cady, I don't see what you can expect 
from the Fruit. i^o 

3 /f/. I confess the Conse<|uencc is visible, were 
your Suspicions just. - But see, the t'ompany is 
broke up, let’s meet ’em. 


SCENE IV. 

[To them] Lord Toi ciiwoon, Lortl FKOTif, 

Sir Paul Plyant, and Brisk. 

Ld. Touch, Out upon’t. Nephew Leave your 

Father-in-law, and me, to maintain our Ground 
against young People. 

Mel, 1 beg your Lordship's Pardon we W'erc 

just returning. 

Sir Paul. Were you. Son ? (.adsbiid much 
better as it is (iood, strange ! I swear I’m 
almost tipsie t'other Bottle would have been too 
pow’erful for me, — as sure as can be it would. — We 
wanted your Company, but Mr. Brisk — Where is 
he ? I swear and vow, he's a most facetious 
Person and the best Company. And, my Lord 
Frothy your I^irdship is so merry a Man, he, he, he. 
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I..d. Froth. O foy, Sir Paul, \Nhal do you nu'iin ? 
Merry ! C) barbarous ! I'd as lieve you call'd me 
Fool. 

Sir Paul. Nay. I protest and vow now» 'tis true ; 
when Mr. Bnsk Jokes, your Lordship's l.au|rh docs 
so become you, he, he, he. 10 

IM. Froth. Huliculoiis ! .Sir Paul, you're 
strangely mistaken, I find (’hampaj^nc is powerful. 
1 assure you, Sir Paul, I laii^h at no Itodics Jest, 
but my oun, or a Lady's : I assure you. Sir Paul. 

Iiri.sk. How ? liow, my Lord ? what affront my 
Wit I Ix*t me perish, do I ne\ cr say any thinij 
worthy to be laiij;h'd at 'I 

l^i\. Froth. () foy, <lon't misapprehend me, 1 
don't say so, for I often smile at your C onceptions. 
Hut there is nothing more unbecoming; a Man 
of Quality, than to Lati^h ; 'tis such a vul^jar 
lOxprcssioli of the Passion ! every Ihxly can laii^rh. 
Then especially to lau^h at the .fe.st of an inferior 
Person, or \^Jieii any body else of the* same Quality 
does not lau^h with one : ridi<*ulous ! 'I'o be 
pleased with what pleases the Croud I N*)w when 
1 lau^h. I always laii^rh alone. 

Jin.sk. I sup|>ose that's bc<’ause y^ou lauj;h at 
your own Jests, I'^;ad, ha, ha, ha. 

lai. Froth. He, he, 1 swear tho', your Haillery 
provokes me to a Smile. io 

Jiri.sk. Ay, my Lord, it's a sij;n I hit you in the 
Teeth, if you show' 'em. 

IaI. ‘Froth. He, he, he, I swear that's so very 
pretty, I can't forbear. 

Care. I find a Quibble bears more sw'ay in your 
Lordship's Face, than a Jest. 

Ld. Touch. Sir J*aul, if you please we'll retire to 
the Ladies, and drink a liish of Tea, to settle our 
Heads. s'? 

Sir Paul. With all my Heart. - Mr. Jiri.sk 

you'll come to us, or call me when you j*>kc, 

ril I>c ready to laugh incontinently. 


276 
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SCENE V. 

MiiLLKFONT, Careless, Lord Froth, Brisk. 

MeL But does your Lordship never see Come- 
dies ? 

Ld. Froth. O yes, sometimes,— But I never 
luugli. 

MeL No ? 

Ld. Froth. OJi, no, — -Never luu^li incieed, Six. 

Care. No ! why what d'ye there for ? 7 

Ld. Froth. To distinguLsh my self from the 
Commonalty, and mortifie the Poets ; the FcIIown 
grow so conceited, when any of their foolish Wit 
prevails upon the Side- Boxes.- -I swear. - he, he, 
he, I have often eonstmin'd my Inclinations to 

laugh, he, he, he, to avoid giving them 

F4neouragenient. 

MeL You are cruel to your self, my Lord, as 
well as malicious to them. 

lid. Froth. I confess 1 did my seif some Violence 
at first, but now I think 1 have conquer'd it. 

Iiri.sk. Let me perish, iny l^ord, but there is 
something very particular in the Humour ; 'tis 
true, it makes against W it, and I'm sorry for some 

Friends of mine that write, but I'gad, I love to 

be malicious. - Nay, diicc take me there's Wit in’t 

too -.And W^it iniLst be foil’d by W’it ; cut 

a Diamond \%ith a Diamond ; no other way, I'gad. 

lA. Froth. Oh, I thought you Mould ~ not be 
long, before you found out the W it. 27 

Care. Wit ! In M'hat ? Where the Devil's the 
Wit, in not laughing when a Man has a Mind 
to't. 

Brisk. O Lord, why can't you find it out ?- - 

W'hy there 'tis, in the not laughing Don't you 

apprehend me ? — My Lord, Careless is a verv 
honest Fellow, but harkee, — you understand me, 

somew'hat heavy, a little shallow', or so.~ VVhy 

I'll tell you now, suppose now' you come up 
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to me Nay, j)rithee Careless be instnictecl. 

Suppose, as I was saying, you eoine up to me 
holding your Sides, and laughing, as if you would — 
Well —1 look grave, and ask the Cause of this 
immoderate Mirth. — You laugh on still, and 

are not able to tell me Still 1 look grave, not 

so much as smile. — — 43 

('are. Smile, no, what the l)e\il should you 
smile at, when you suppose 1 can't tell you ! 

Ifrisk. Pshaw, pshaw, prithee don't interrupt 

me. But I tell you, you shall tell me — at last 

But it shall be a great while lirst. 

( are. Well, but prithee don't let it be a great 
while, because I long to have it over. so 

lirtsk. Well then, you tell me some good Jest, 
or \ery witty 'I'hing, laughing all the while as if 
y(»u were ready to die - and I hc^ar it, and look 
thus. Would not you be disappointed ? 

Care, No ; fur it it were a witty Thing, I should 
not expect you to understand it. 

Ld. Froth. () foy, Mr. ('areJess, all the World 
allows Mr. llrisk to have Wit : my Wife sa>s, he 
has a great deal. I hope you think her a Judge. 

Brisk. Pooh, my i-.ord, his \'oice goes for 
nothing. 1 can't t«‘ll how' to make him appre- 

hend.- Take it Collier Way. Suppose I say 
a w'itty thing to you 'i 

('are. Then 1 shall be disappointed indeed. 

Mel. Let him alone, Bn.sk, he is obstmatcl\ 
bent not to be instructed. 

Bri.sk. I'm sorry for him, the diice take me. 
Mel. Shall we go to the Ladies, my Lord ? 

Ld. Froth. With all my Heart, methinks we are 
a Solitude without ’em. 7» 

Mel. Or, what say you, to another Bottle of 
Champagne ? 

I-d. Froth. O, for the I "ni verse, not a Drop 
more I beseech you. Oh Intemperate ! I have a 
Flushing in my Face alrcad> . 

[Takes out a Pocket-Glass, and looks in it. 
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Brisk, Let me see, let me see, my Lord, I broke 
my Glass that was in the Lid of my Snuff-Box. 
Hum ! Diice take me, I have encourag’d a Pimple 
here too. [Takes the Glass and looks. 

Ld. Froth, Then you must mortilie him with 
a I^atch ; my Wife shall supply you. Come, 
Gentlemen, nllonSf here is Company coining. sz 

SCENE VI. 

Ladij Touchwood, and Maskwell. 

I^. Touch, ril hear no more. Y’are false ami 

ungrateful ; eome, I know you false. 

Mask, 1 have been frail, I confess, Madam, for 
your l.adyship's Ser\ iee. 

1^. Touch, That I should trust a Man, whom 
1 ha<l known betray his Friend ! 

Mask, What Friend have I betray'd ? Or to 
whom ? 

L. 'Vouch, Your fond Friend Mellefont, and to 
me ; can you deny it ? !•> 

.Mask. I do not. 

1j. Touch. Have you not wrong'tl my I.ord, uho 
has been a Father to you in your Wants, and given 
you Being ? Have you not wrong’d him in the 
iiighest manner, in his Bed ? 

^lask. With \t»ur Ladyship's help, and for yf)ur 
Ser\ iee, as 1 told you before. 1 can't deny that 
neither. Any thing more. Madam 'f 

L. Touch. More I Audacious Villain. (), wliat's 

more, is most my .Shame, Have you lud 

dishonour'd me ? 

Mask. No, that I deny : for I never told in all 
my Life : So that .Vecusation's answer'd ; on to 
the next. 

L. Touch. Death. <lo you dally with my Passhm ? 

Insolent Devil! But have a Care, Provoke 

me not ; for, by the Eternal Fire, you shall not 
'.scape my Vengeance. — Calm Villain ! How 
unconeern'd he stands, confessing Treachery, and 
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Ingratitude ! Is there a Viee mure hlaek ! — () 
I have P^xeuses, thousands for iiiy P'aults ; Fire in 
my Temper, Passions in my Soul, apt to ev‘ry 
Provocation ; oppressed at once with Love, ami 
with Despair, llut a sedate, a thinking Villain, 
whose black Hlood runs temperately bail, w'hat 
PAeuse can clear ! 3<> 

Mask'. Will you be in Temper, Madam ? I would 
not talk to be heanl. 1 have been |.S7/e tvniks nhottl 
fiisorder'ti] a very great Rogue for your sake, and 
y(ju reproach me with it : I am ready to be 
a Hogue still, to do yi)u Servie«‘ : ami \ ou are 
flinging Conseience and Honour in my Face, to 
rebate my Inclinations. Ihnv am 1 to beha>e my 
self? You know' I am your (reatiire. my Life and 
F<irtune in your Power ; to disoblige you, brings 
me certain Ruin. Allow' it, I would betray you, 
I would not be a Traitor to my self : 1 don't 

pretend to Honesty, because yoii know I am a 
Rascal : But I would convince you, from the 
Necessity of my being firm to you. 50 

L. 7'ouch. Necessity, Impudence ! Can mi 
(iratitude incline you, no Obligations touch \ou ? 
Have not my P'ortune, and my Person, been 
subjected to your Ph*asure ? Were you not in the 
n.'iture of a Servant, and have not I in effect madi* 
you Lord of all, of me, and of iny Ixinl ? Where 
Is that humble Love, the Languishing, that 
Adoration, which once was paid me, amt ever- 
lastingly engaged ? 

Mask. P'ixt, rooted in my Heart, whence 
nothing can remove ’em, yet you - - oi 

L. Touch. Yet, what yet ? 

Musk. Nay, misconceive me not, .Madam, when 
I say I have had a Gen'rous, and a Faithful 
Passion, which you hml never favour’d, but 
through Revenge and Poliev. 

L. Touch. Ha ! 


3 r in Temper] i.e. temperate 
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Mask. I^ook you, Madam, wc are alone, 

Pray contain your self, and hear me. You know 
you lov’d your Nephew, when I first sigh’d for 
you ; I quickly found it ; an Argument that 
I Lov’d ; for with that Art you veil’d your 
Passion, ’twas impcrecptiblc to all but Jealofis 
Lyes. This Disc(»very made me bold ; I confess 
it ; for by it, I thought you in my Power. Your 
Nephew’s Scorn of you, added to my Hopes ; 
I watch’d the Occasion, and took you, just 
Kepulsed by him, warm at once with Love and 
Indignation ; your Oisposition, my Arguments, 
and happy Opporl unity, accomplish'd my Design ; 
1 j>rest the yielding Minute, and was blest. How 
I have lov’d you since, Words have not. shown, 
then how should Words express ? S3 

I4. Touch. Well mollifying Devil ! And have 

1 not met your I^ove with forward Fire ? 

Mask. S'our Zeal I grant was ardent, but 
misplac'd ; there was Kevenge in view ; that 
Woman’s Idol had defil'd the Temple of the Ood, 

and l^ove was made a Mock-Worship. A Son 

and Heir would have e<lg'd young Mellcfon^wpow 
the Hrink of Uuin, ami left him none but you to 
catch at for Prevention. 9* 

L. Touch. Again, provoke me I Do you v\ind 
me like a Lariini, only to rouse my own still'il 
Soul for \our Diversion ? Ponfusion ! 

Mask. Nay, Madam, I'm gone, if you Relapse, 

What needs tins ? I say nothing but what 

you your self, in open Hours of I^ove, have told 
me. Why shoubl you deny it ? Nay, how can 
you ? Is not all tliis present Heat owing to the 
same Fire ? Do you not love him still ? How 
have I this Day offended you, but in not breaking 
off his Match with Cynthia ? Which ere to 
Morrow shall he tlone,- -had you but Patience. 

L. Touch. How*, what said you Maskwell, 

Another Caprice to unwind my Temper ? 

Mask. By Heav'n, no ; I am your Slave, the 
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Slave of all your Pleasures ; and will not rest 'till 
I have given you Peace, would you suffer me. 

L. Touch, (), Maskndl, in vain 1 do disguise 
me from thee, thou know’st me, knowesi the very 
inmost Windings and Ueeesses of my Soul. Oh 
MeUcfont ! I hum : married to Morrow ! Despair 
strikes me. Vet my Soul knows 1 hate him too : 
Let him but once be mine, and next immediate 
Uuin seize him. 

Mask. Compose your self, you shall possess and 
ruin him too, Will that please you ? 

L. Touch. How, how ? Thou dear, thou precious 
Villain, how V 1:0 

Mask. You have already been tampering with 
niv Lady Plyant. 

L. Touch. 1 have : She is ready for any Impres- 
sion I think fit. 

Mask. She must be thoroughly persuaded, that 
Mcllcfont loves her. 

L. Touch. She is so credulous that way naturally, 
and likes him so well, that she will believe it faster 
than I can persuade her. Put I don't see what 
you can propose from such a trifling Design ; for 
her first conversing with Mcllcfont y will convince her 
of the contrar\ . 

Mask. I know it I don't depend upon it. 

Put it will prepare something else ; and gain us 
Leisure to lay a stronger Plot : If I gain a little 
Time, I shall not want ('ontrivanee. 

One minutCy oives Invention to destroy^ 

Whaty to rebuild, ivill a ivholc Afic employ. 

End of the First Act. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

Ladff Froth and ( viithiu. 

(ynthia. 

Indeed, Madam ! Is it possible your I.adyship 
could have been so much in Love ? 

L. Froth. I could not sleep ; I did not sleep one 
^^’ink for three Weeks together. 

('yni. Prodigious ! I wonder, want of Sleep, 
and so much Love, and so much W it as your Lad\ - 
ship has, did not turn your Brain. 

L. Froth. () my dear Ctpithia^ you must not 

rally your Friend, But really, as you say, 

I wonder too. But then I had a Way. For 

between you and I, I had W himsies and Vapours, 
but I gave them Vent. iz 

FtfNt. How pray. Madam ? 

L. Froth. O I writ, writ abunxhintly. Do you 

never write ? 

( tpd. W rite, what V 

L. Froth. Songs, Klegies, Satires, Fhicomiums, 
Panegy ricks. Lampoons, Plays, or Heroick Poems. 

C'ynt. 0 I.ord, not I, Madam ; I‘m cpntent to 
be a courteous Header. zo 

L. Froth. 0 Inconsistent ! In Love, and not 
write I If my Lord an<i I had bi*en both of your 

Temper, we had never come together, O bless 

me ! W'hat a sa<l thing would that have been, if 
iny I.ord and I should never have met ! 

Ci/nt. Then neither my Ix>rd nor you w’ould ever 
have met with your Match, on my Conscience. 27 
L. Froth. O'my Conscience no more we should ; 

thou say’st right For sure my Lord Froth is as 

fine a (gentleman, and as much a Man of Quality ! 
.Ah ! Nothing at all of the common Air, — I think 
I may say he wants nothing, but a blue Ribbon 
and a Star, to make him shine, the very Phos- 
phorus of our Hemisphere. Do you understand 
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those two hard Words ? If yiui don't, I'll explain 
’em to yon. ^r> 

('i/nt. Ves, yes, Madam. I'm not so In;norani . 
—At least I won't own it, to be troubled with 
your Instriietions. [.I.vn/e. 

L. Froth. Xay, I be«r your Pardon : but IxMnn: 
deriv'd from the (ireek. I thought yon mi^ht have 
escap’d the Ktymolo^'V. - Hut I'm the more 
ama/.'d, to limi yon a Woman of Letters, and not 
write ! Jlless me 1 how’ <*an Afrtlefont believe \«mi 
love him ? 

('fpit. Why Faith, Madam, he that won't tak«‘ 
my M'ord, shall never have it under my Hand. 

L. Froth. I VOW’ .Mrllrfont\ a pretty Henth’inan. 
but methinks Ik* wants a ManniT. 

('fjnt. A Manner ! What's that. Madam ? so 
L. Froth. Some dist in/^nishiiif; Quality, as for 
ICxample, the bet air or ifnfiant of Mr. Jinsk ; tin* 
Solemnity, yet Fomplaisanee of iny Lord, or some- 
thing of his own that should look a little ./e-wr-.’frr///- 
qaoifsh ; he is too mneh a Mediocrity, in my Miml. 

Fynt. He docs not iiKlee<I affeet eitht*r Pert ness or 
Formality ; for w'hi<*h 1 like him : Here he eoiiK's. 

L. Froth. .\nd my Lord with him : Pray observe 
the Difference. 


SCKNK IL 

[7’o them] Lord Fiiorif, Mi:M.r.roN’T, and 

IbllsK. 

(\tpit. Impertinent Freatnre ! I eonid almr)st be 
an^ry with her now’. [Aside. 

L. Froth. My Lfird, I have been t<*lim^ Cynthia^ 
how’ mneh I have been in lo\e w’lth yon ; I swear 
I have ; I'm not asham'd to own it now ; Ah ! 
it makes my Heart leap, I vow' I si^h when 1 think 
on't : My dear Lord i Ha, ha, ha, »lo n on rr- 
ineml>er, my Lord ? s 

[Squeezes him by the Hand., look,s kindly on him, 
sighs and then laughs out. 

f;i 
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Lcl. Froth. Pleasunt Oeaturc ! perfectly well, 
ah ! that Look, ay, there it is ; wlio could resist ! 
’twas so my Heart was made a Captive first, and 
ever since t’has been in Love with happy Slavery. 

L. Froth. <) that Tongue, that dear deceitful 
Tongue ! that charming Softness in your Mien 
and your Kxpression, and then your Bow ! Good 
my Lord, bow as you did when I gave you my 
Picture, here suppose this my Picture - - 

[Gives him a Porhet -Gloss. 
Pray mind my Lord ; ah ! he bows charmingh ; 
nay, my Lord, you shan't kiss it so much : I shall 
grow jealous, I vow now. =0 

[he bojvs profoundly hni\ then ki.sses the Glass. 

L(l. Froth. I saw my self there, and kiss'd it for 
Nour sake. 

L. Froth. Ah ! Gallantry to the last Degree -- 
Mr. lirisk, you're a Jiulge : was ever any thing so 
well bred as my I^ord 

lirisk. Never any thing; but \our Ladyship, 
let me perish. 

L. Froth. O prettily turn'd again : let me die 
but you have a great deal of \Vit : Mr. Mellefont, 
don't you think Mr. Brisk has a World of ^Vlt 

Mel. O, >es, Madam. 

Brisk. () dear, INladam -- - 

L. Froth. An inlinite deal I 

Bri.sk. O Heav'ns, Madam - 

L. Froth. More Wit than any Body. 

Brisk. I'm everlastingly your liumble Servant, 
duce take me. Madam. 

Ld. Froth. Don't you think us a happy 1 ouple ? 

Ctpit. I vow, my Lord, I think you the happie-'t 
Couple in the World, for yoifre not only happy in 
one another, and \\hen you are together, but happy 
in your selves, and by your selves. 4^ 

ijd. Froth. 1 hope Meltefont will make a good 
Husband too. 

Cyiit. ’Tis my Interest to believe he will, my 
Lord. 
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Ld. Froth. D’ye think he'll I-ove you as well as 
I do iny Wife ? "i’ni afraid nut. 

('fffit. I believe he’ll love me better. 

I.d. Froth. Heav'ns ! that can never be ; but 
\\ liy do you tliink so V 5* 

Cynt. Beeause he has not .so much reason to be 
fond of himself. 

Ld. Froth. O your humble Scr\ant hir that, 
dear Madam ; well, Mellefont^ you’ll be a happN 
Creature. 

yiel. Ay, my I.rird, I shall lia\ e tin* same 
Beason for my Happiness that your Lordship ha*'. 
I shall think my self happ> . 

Ld. Froth. Ah, that's ali. oi 

Brisk . \to f^ady Froth.) Voiir Ladyship is in the 
riifht ; but I'^ad I’m wholly turn'd into Satire. 
I eonf<*ss I write but .seldom, but when 1 do — 
keen lamhicks Ff^ad. But my Lord w’as tellin^i 
me. \our l.a<lyship has made an h-ssay toward an 
Heroiek Poem. 

L. Froth. Did my Lord tell you ? VVs I vow, 
and the Subject is my Lord's Love to me. Ainl 
what do you think I call it? I dare swear >011 
won't miess ■ -The Sillabub, ha, ha, ha. 70 

Brisk. Beeause my Loral's Title's Froth. I’fjad, 
ha. ha, ha, <luce take me \ery a Propos and sur- 
pri/in^, ha, ha, ha. 

L. Froth. He, ay, is imt it ? .Ami then I call 

my Lonl Spumoso ; and my .self, what (r>e think 
I call my self ? 

Brisk. Lactilla may be,- - '«j;ul I cannot tell. 

\ 4. Froth, /in/d;/, that's all : just my own Xanu*. 

Brisk. Biddy ' I’^ad very pretty — Duce take 
me if your Ladyship has not the Art of surprizmj^ 

the most naturally in the World, 1 hope you'll 

make me happy in commumcjitinjf the Poem. 82 

I... Froth. O, you must be iny Confident, I must 
ask your Advice. 

Brisk. I’m your humble Servant, let me pcri.sh, 
— I presume your Ladyship has read Bossu ? 
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L. Froth. () yes, ami Rapine, and Dacier upon 

Aristotle and Horace. My Lord, you must not 

be jealous, I'm communicating all to Mr. Brisk. 

Ld. Froth. No, no. I’ll allow Mr. Brisk : ha\c 
you nothing about you to shew him, my Dear ? 

I^. Froth. Yes, 1 believe I have. Mr. Brisk. 

come will you go into the next R<iom ? and then* 
1*11 shew you what 1 have. 

I.d. Froth. I'll walk a Turn in the Garden, and 
come t(j you. 


SCKNK III. 

Mi:Lr.i:roN’T, (’vn riiiA. 

Mel. You're thoughtful, C'fpithia ? 

('tint. I'm thinking, tho’ Marriage makes ^lan 
and Wife one Flesh, it leaves ’em still two Koids ; 
and they become more conspicuous by setting oil’ 
one another. 

Mel. That’s only when two Fools meet, ami 
their Follies arc oppos'd. 

('i/nt. Nay, I have known two Wits meet, and 
by the Opposition of their Wit, render themsr]\es 
as ridiculous as Fools. 'Tis an odd Game ue're 
going to I*lay at : What think you of dra^^ing 
Stakes, and giving over in time ? 12 

A/t7. No, hang't , that's not endeavouring to win, 
because it's possible ^\e may lose ; since we ha\e 
sliufhed and cut, let’s e'en turn up Trump now. 

C'fint. 'I’hen I lind it's like C ards, if either of us 
have a good Hand it is an Accident of Fortune. 

Mel. No, Marriage is rather like a Game at 
Howls, Fortune indeed makes the Match, and the 
two nearest, and sometimes the two farthest are 
together, but the (iame depends intirely upon 
Judgement. 22 

88 Horace] Keno Ir l^os^u was author of a Traifc liu 
Po^mt Epiqu€. 107*1. K, Kapin wrote Riftectxons sur la 
Po^ste d' AnstoU, 1O74. Andre Dacier translated .Xri'^iotlp 
and Horace, 1087, with notes and a preface. 
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Cynt. Still it is a C*aine, and conseciueiitly one 
of ns must be a Loser. 

Mel. Not at all ; only a friendly Trial of Skill, 
and the Winnings to be laid out in an Kntertaiti- 

nient. What's here, the Musiek ! -Oh, my 

Lonl has promised the C’ompany a new Song, we'll 
get ‘eiii to give it us by the way. 

\^Mtisicians crossim^ the Stage. 
I'niy let us have the Favour of you. to practise the 
Sunii. before the C ompany hear it. 5* 

s o X (;. 

I. 

( ynthia froictts zchen-e'er I ivoe her. 

Yet ahe's ve.rt if I give ovei ; 

Much she fetus / shtntid undo her. 

Uni much more to lose her iMver : 

Thus, in doubting, she refuses ; 

And not ivi fining, thus she loses. 

II. 

Pnthee Cynthia look behind you. 

^Ige and U'nnkles u'l// o'ertake you ; 

Then too late Desire ivill find you, 40 

When the Poiver niu.st forsake you : 

Think, O think o'th' sad ('ondition. 

To be past, yet wish Frnitum. 

Mel. You shall have mv Thanks below. 

[To the Mustek, they gfi out. 

S C E N K IV. 

[To them] Sir Paul Plyant and Lady 
Plyant. 

Sir Paul. Gads bud ! I am provokM into a 
Fermentation, as niy La<ly Froth says ; was ever 
the like read of in Story ? 

L. P. Sir Paul have Patience, let me alone to 
mttle him up. 
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Sir Paul. Pray your I^adyship give me leave to 

be angry Pll rattle him up I warrant you, I’ll 

tirk him with a Certiorari. 

L. P. You lirk him. I'll iirk him iny self ; pray 
Sir Paul hold you contented. 10 

Bless me, what makes my Father in such 
a Passi(jn !- 1 never saw him thus before. 

Sir Paul. Hold your self contented, my I.ady 
Plyanty- — -I find Passion coining upon me by 
Inilation, and I cannot submit as formerly, there- 
fore give way. 

L. P. How now ! will you be pleased to retire, 
and ' - 

Sir Paul. Xo marry will 1 not be pleased, 1 am 
pleased to be angr\ , that's my Pleasure at tlii>. 
tune. 21 

Mel. What can this mean ! 

L. P. (iads my Life, the Man’s distracted, why 
how now, who are you ? What am 1 ? Slidikms 
<‘an't 1 govern you ? What did I marry you for f 
Am I not to be absolute and uncontrolable ? Is 
it lit a Woman of mv Spirit, and Conduct, should 
be contradicted in a Matter of this Concern ? -S 

.Sir Paul. It concerns me, and only me ; 

Besides, I'm not to be govern’d at all times. 
When I am in Tranquility, my Lady Plyani shall 
comman<l Sir Paul ; but \vhen I am provok'd to 
Fury, I cannot incorporate with Patience* and 
Reason, — as soon may Tygers match with Tygers, 
Lambs with I^ambs, and every Creature c*oiiple 
with its Foe, as the l*oet says. 

L. P. He’s hot-headed still ! ’Tis in vain to 
talk to you ; but remember I have a Ciulain- 
Lceturc for you, you disobedient, headstrong 
Brute. 40 

Sir Paul. No, 'tis because I won't be Head- 
strong, because I won't be a Brute, and have my 
Head fortify’d, that I am thus exasperated, 

8 Certiorari] Beat him with a Chancery writ. 
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But I will protect iny Honour, and yonder is the 
Violater of iny Fame. 

I.. ’Tis inv Honour that is eoncenrd, and the 
Violation was intended to me. Your Hf)noiir ! 
You have none but what is in my keeping, Jind 1 
can dispose of it when I please tliorehne don't 
provoke me. *^0 

Sir Hum, pads-bml she says true 

Well, my 1-ady, march <»n. 1 will li^hl under you 
then ; I am convinced, as far as Passion will 
permit. 

\L. Plyant and Sir Paul come up to Melleft>iit. 
I.. /'. Inhuman and treacherous - - 
Sir Thou Serpent and lirst Tempter of 

^Vomankind. - 

Ci/fit, Bless me ! Sir ; Madam ; what mean 
you ? ‘-■>0 

Sir PftuL Thjp Tfnj, come away 7Vo/, touch him 
not, come hither (iirl, ffo not near him, there's 
nothini; but Deceit about him ; Snakes arc in his 
Peruke, and the ( rocodile of \iius is in his Belly, 
he w'ill eat thee up alive. 

Jj. P. DislifUKiurable. impudent rreature ! 

Met. For Heav'ns sake. Madam, to whom flo 
^^)U direct this I.anjiua^e ! 

L. P. Have I behav’d my self with all the 
Decorum and Nicety, befitting? the Person <)f Sir 
Puul\ Wife V Have I preserv'd my Honour as it 
were in a Snow-House for these three Years 
past ? Ha\e I been white and iinsully’d e\cn by 
Sir Puut himself'/ 7^ 

Sir Paul. Nay, she has been an invincible Wife, 
even to me, that's the truth on't. 

L. P. Have I, I say, preserv’d my self, like 
a fair Sheet of Paper, for you to make a Blot 
upon ? — - 

Sir Paul. And she shall make a Simile with any 
Woman in England. ^ 

Mel. I am so amaz’d, I know not what to sav. 
Sir Paul. Do you think my Daughter, this 
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pretty Creature ; ffads-bud site's a AVife for a 
Chenibin ! Do you think her lit for nothing hut 
to he a stalkiiiR Horse, to stand hefftre you, while 
you take aim at my Wife ; (hids-hud I was never 
anjfry before in my Life, and I'll ne\er he appeas'd 
again. 

Mtl. Hell and Damnation ! This is iiiy Aunt ; 
sueh Maliee ean he eiigendred no where else. loo 

[Anide. 

L. P. Sir Paul^ take ('tpifhia from his Sight ; 
lea\ e me to strike him with the liemorse of his 
intended Crime. 

i'ffnt. Pra\ , Sir, stay, hear him. I dare aflirm 
lie's Innocent. 

Sir PnuL Innocent ! Why hark'ee. come hither 
Thffy hark'ee, I had it from his Aunt, my sister 
Toiichxvood, — ■ gads-hial he does not care a 
Farthing for any thing of thee, hut thy Portion, 
why he's in love with my \Vife : he would have 
tantaliz'd thee, and made a C*uckold of thy poor 

Father, and that would certainly have broke 

my Heart I'm sure if e\er 1 should have Horns, 
they would kill me ; the\ would never come kindl\ . 
1 should die of 'em, like a Child, that was cutting 
his Teeth- -I should iiuleeil, 77/?/ -therefore eome 
away ; hut Provideni’c has prevcnteil all, therefore 
come aw’ay, when I hid you. ii8 

i'l/nt. 1 must t>hey. 


SCKNK V. 

Lady Plvaxt. Miu.Lr.FONT. 

I.. P. O, such a thing ! the Impiety t»f it 

startles me to wrong so good, so fair a Creature, 

and one that loves you tenderly 'tis a Barhar- 

itv of Barbarities, and nothing could he guilty 
of it 

il/e/. But the greatest Villain Imagination can 
form, I grant it ; and next to the Villany of such 
a Fact, is the Villany of aspersing me with the 
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(iiiilt. How ? w'hich way was I to wronjx hor ? 
For yet 1 understand you not. 10 

F. P. Why, gads niy Life. C'i>usiii iMellcfont, 
you cannot be so peremptory us to deny it : when 
1 tax you with it to your Face ; for now Sir Paitl's 
gone, you are Corum Sobus. 

Mel. By Heav’n, I lov<* lier more than Life, 
or 

L. P. Fiddle, fa<ldle, don't tell me of tins ainl 
that, and ev'ry Thing in the Worhi. hut gi\e me 
Mathemacular Oemonstration. ansui'r me din‘etl\' 

But I have not Patience Oh I 'I’lie Impiety ol 
it . a '1 1 was saying, and the iiriparalleird Wickedness! 

0 nua'caful Fatlicr I How could you think to 
reverse Nature so, to maki‘ the Oaiighter the 
Means of procuring the Mother ? 

Mel. The Daughter to procure the Mothci ! 

L. 7 ^. Ay, for tlio' I am not I'yutina's own 
Mother, 1 am her Father's Wife : and ttiat s near 
enough to make it Iiwest. 

Mel. Incest I O mv precious Aunt, and the 
Devil in (’on junction. [Aside. 

L. P. 0 reflect upon the Ilornir of that, and 
then the (iuilt of dcceiv ing cv erv Bodv : marrying 
the Daughter, only to make a Cuckold of the 
Father ; and then seducing me, debauching my 
I'urity, and perverting me from the Boad of N'ertue, 
in which 1 have trod thus long, and never made 
one Trip. not one faujc pas ; O consider it, what 
woulfl you have to answer for, if you should 
prov’oke me to Frailty 't Alas ! Humanity is 
feeble, Heav'n knows ! very feeble, and unable to 
support it self. 41 

A tel. Where am I ? Is it Day '( and am I aw’ake 'i 
Madam ~ - 

L. P. And no BckIv knows liow Circumstances 
may happen together, -To iny thinking, now I 
could resist the strongest Temptation,— But yet 

1 know, Tis impossible for me to know whether 

I could or not, there's no certainty in the Things 
of this Life. 4 '> 
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Mel, Madam, pray give me leave to ask you one 
Question. 

L. P, O Lord, ask me the Question, I'll swear 
I'll refuse it ; I swear I’ll deny it therefore don't 
ask me, nay you shan’t ask me, I swear I’ll deny 
it. () (jiennni, yoU have brought all the lilood into 
my Faee ; I warrant I am as red as a Turky- 
(Joek ; i) lie, Loiisin Mellefoni ! 

Mel, Nay, Madam, hear me ; I mean - 
\j. P, Hear y<ni, no, no : I’ll deny you first, 
and hear you afterwards. For one does not know 
how ones Mind may ehange upon hearing Hear- 

ing IS one of the Senses, and all the Senses are 
fallible ; 1 won't trust my Honour. I assure you ; 
my Honour is infallible and uneonuit ible. 

Mel. For Heav'ns sake, Madam. — 
li. P. O name it no more - Bless me, how e.in 
you talk of Heav'n ! .and have so miieh Wieked- 
ness m your Heart ? May be you don't think it 
a Sin, -- They say some of you (ientlcmen don't 
think it a Sin, May be it is no Sin to them that 
flon’t think it so ; Iiuleed, if I did not think it 

a Sin But still my Honour, if it were no Sin, — 

But then, to marry my Daughter, for the Con- 
venieneyof frequent Opportunities, — I’ll never con- 
sent to fliat, as sure as eaii be. I’ll break the Match. 

Mel. Death and Amazement, Madam, upon 

my Knees 77 

L. P. Nay, nay, rise up, conic you shall see my 
good Nature. I know Love is powerful, and no 
Body can help his Passion : ’Tis not your Fault ; 
nor I swear it is not mine, —How can" I help it, if 
I have ('harms ? And how can you help it, if you 
are made a Faptive f I swear it is pity it should 
be a Fault, — But my Honour. — well, but your 
Honour too— but the Sin ! well, but the Necessity 
— O I.ord, here’s some Bo<ly coming, I dare not 
stay. Well, you must consider of your Crime ; 

and strive as much as can be against it. strive 

be sure But don’t be melancholick, don't 
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despair, — But never think that I’ll ^^ant you any 
thin^ ; O Lord. nt> ; — But be surc‘ you lav aside 
all Thoughts of the Marriaije, for tho* 1 know you 
don't love i^.ynihia^ only as a blind for your Passion 
to me : yet it will make me Jealous. -O Lonl, 
what did I say ? Jc^alous ! in», no. I ean't be 

jealous, for 1 must not love y(ni, therefore 

<lon't luipe, But clon't despair neither, — <), 

they're eomin^, I must lly. js 

SCENE VI. 

MKLLKroNT alone. 

Met. {after a }*aase.) So then, ;spi;rht of my 

C^are and Foresight, I am eiiught. taught 111 my 

Seeurity, Vet this was but a .shallow .Artiliee, 

unworthy of my Maehiavelian Aunt : VhtTe must 
he more behind, this is but the first Flash, the 
priming of her Engine ; llestruetion follows hard, 
if not most prt‘sently pre\entefl. 

S ( E N E VII. 

[To him] M v.SKW'iiLi.. 

Mel. Maskicell, weleome, thy Presenre is a view 
of Band, appearing to iny shipw rack'd Hopes: 
The Witch has rais'd the .Storm, anti her Ministers 
have done their \Vt»rk ; you see the Vessels are 
parted. 

Mask. I know' it ; I met Sir J*aal towing away 
('ynUda : Come, trouble not your Head, I’ll join 
ytiu together e’er tt> Morrow Morning, tjr drown 
betw'een you in tht‘ Attempt. 

Mel. There’s ( omftjrt m a Hand stretch’d out, 
to tine that’.s sinking ; tho’ ne'er so far off. u 

Mask. No sinking, nt»r no Hanger. Ctnne, 
cheer up ; why you litui't know, that while I pleat! 
for you, your Aunt has given me a retaining Fee ; 

Nay, I am your greatest Enemy, and she dt>cs 

but Journey-Work under me. 
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]\le}. Ha ! How’s this ? 

Mask, What d’ye tliink of iny being employ \l 
in tlie Kxeciition of all her Plots ? Ha, ha, ha, In* 
Heas'n it's true ; I ha\e un<iertaken to break the 
Match, I have undertaken to make your I’ncle 
disinherit you, to get you turn'd out of Doors ; 

and to Ha, ha, ha, I can't tell you for l^augh- 

inii, Oh she has open'd her Heart to me, I am 
to turn you a grazing, and tc» — Ha, ha. ha. marry 
i i/Hthia my self ; there's a Plot for you. ar. 

Mel, Ha ! () see, I see my rising Sun I IJght 
breaks thro’ Clouds upon me, and I shall live m 
Day -O m\ ^Maskivefl I How shall I thank or 
praise thet* ; Thou hast out-witted Woman. -- 
Rut tell me, how' eouhl'st tln>ii thm get into her 
( onfidenee ? Ha! How? Hut was it her 
Contrivance t(» perswade in\ Lady to this 

extravagant Relief? 

Mask. It was, and to tell you the Truth, I 
encourag'd it for your Dnersion : Tho' it made 
\nu a little uneasie for the present, yet the Re- 
lle<dion of it must nee<ls be entertaining, -I 
warrant she was very violent at first. 3) 

Mel. Ha, ha, ha, ay, a ^ery Pur\ : but I was 
most afraid of her N’iolenee at last - If you liail 
not come as you did ; 1 don't know* what she 

miirlit have attempted. 

Mask. Ha, ha, ha, I kn<»w her Temper. — Well, 
you must know then, that all m\ Contrivances 
were but Rubbles ; ’till at last I pretended to have 
been king secretly in love with C'i/nthia : that did 
iny Rusiness ; that eonvine'd your Aunt. I might 
be trusted ; since it was as much my Interest as 
hers to break the Match : Then, she thought my 
.lealousie might qualihe me to assist her in her 
Revenge. And, in short, in that Relief, told me 
the Secrets of her Hetu*t. At length we made this 
Agreement, if I accomplish her Designs (as I told 
\ ou before) she has ingag'd to put Ctjnthia with all 
her Fortune into my Power. 56 
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Mel. She is most ^mcions in her Favour. 
Well, and dear .Jach\ how hast tluai contrived ? 

Mask. 1 would not ha\e \ou stay to hear it 
now : for I <lon*t know, hut she may eome this 
^Vay ; I am to meet her anon : after that, 1*11 tell 
voii the whole Matter : be here* in this (Jallerv an 
Hour henec, by that time I imagine our C\»nsulta- 
tion may be over. 

Mel. I will ; 'till then Success attend thee. 

S C K N K Mil. 

M\ sKWi'Li. alone. 

‘Till then. Success will attend mo ; for when 
I meet you, I meet the only Obstacle to mv 
Fortun<‘. (\ifnthia, let thy lleauty I'lld mv 
Crimes ; and whatsoe\c*r I (*ommit of Trea(‘her\ nr 
Ih'ceit, shall be imputc'd to me as a -Merit 
'rreaeherv. what 'rr(»ac*hc*rv ? Love c'aneels all tln‘ 
Honds of Friendship, and sets .Mc*n ri^ht upon Iheir 
lirst Foundations. s 

Duty to Kinjrs. IMety to Parcads, (>ratitude to 
Henefactors, and Fidelity to Friends, are differcait 
and particular Ties : Hut the Name of Rival cuts 
'em all asunder, and is a f^eneral .Ac'cpiittanee - 
Rival Is <‘<|ual, and Lo\<* like Death an unixer^al 
LevellcM* of Mankind. Ha I Hut is there not sne-h 
a Tiling as Honesty ? Yes, and whosoever h;is it 
about him. bears an Kiiemy m his Hreast : For 
your honest Alan, as I take it, is that niee. scrupu- 
lous, conscientious Person, who will cheat no 
Hody but himself : such another Coxcomi), .is 
your wise Man, who is too hard for all the AVorM, 
and will be made a Fool of by no Hody, but 
himself : Ha, ha. ha. Well for Wisdom anci 
Hone'>ty, >:ive me Cunninjr and Hypoerisie ; oh. 
’tis suoii a Pleasure, t<» aiiirle for fair fac’d Fords ! 
Then that hunj^ry Ciudjieon Credulity, will bite at 
any thing — -Wliy, let me ser^, I have the siime 
Face, the same AVords and .\ec.*ents, when I sjK*ak 
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what I do think ; and when I speak what I do not 
think the very same and dear Dissimula- 

tion is the only Art, not to be known from 
Nature. 31 

^y^nf zvill Mankind he Foots, and be deceh\i ? 

And ivhy arc FriemUt and Lovers Oaths believ'd ? 
When, each, zvho searches strictly his oxen Mind, 
May so much Fraud and Poxcer of Baseness find. 

Fad of the Second Act. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 

Loid Touchwood, and l.ady Touchwood. 

Lady Toi ciiwood. 

My i^ord, can \ou blame iii\ BroXher PI yant, if 
he refuse his I^aughter upon this Provocation i 
The (’ontraet's void by this unheard of Impiety. 

Cd. T. 1 don't hehexe it true ; he has better 
Principles Plio, 'tis Xons<*nse. C’ome, come, 
I know' m\ Latly Plyant has a large Km*, and 
wou'd centre e\ery Thing in Iht own Circle ; 'tis 
not the lirst time she has mistaken Hespeet for 
Kovc, ami made Sir Paul jealous of tlie Civility of 
an uiidesigmng Person, the better to bespeak liis 
Security in her unfeigned Pleasures. n 

L. T. You censure hardly, my Lord ; my 
Sister's Honour is very well known. 

Ld. T. Yes, I believe 1 know some that ha\e 
been familiarly acquainted with it. This is a little 
Trick wrought by some pitiful Contriver, envious 
of my Nepliew's Merit. 

L. T. Nay. my Lord, it may be so, and I hope 
it will be found so : But that will require some 
time ; for in such a Case as this, Demonstration is 
necessary. ax 

L<1. T, There should have been Demonstration 
of the contrary too, before it had been believ'd 
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L. T. So I suppose there was. 

L(l. T. How ? Where ? >Vheii ? 

L. T, That 1 can’t tell ; nay I don't sjin there 
was — I am willing to belie\e as favourabl\ of my 
Nephew as I can. 

Ld. T. I don't know that. \lluJf Aside. 

L. T. How' ? Don't you believe that, say you, 
!n\ Lord ? 3^ 

Ld. T. No, I don't say so -I confess I am 
troubled to hnd you stj cold in his Defence. 

L. T. His Defence ! Hless me, wou'd you hase 
me defend an ill Thing. 

Ld. T. You believe it then ? 

L. T. I don't kn(»w : I am very unwilling to 
speak my Thoughts in any thing that may be 
t(> my C'ousin's Disadvantage ; besides, I find, my 
L(U'd, you are prepared to receive an ill Impression 
Iroiii any Opinion of mine which is not cMuisentmg 
with your own : Hut since 1 am like to be sus- 
pected in the Knd, and *tis a Ham any longer to 
dissemble, I own it to you ; in short I dJ) believe it, 
na\ . and can believe any thing worse, if it were 
laid to his C harge Don't ask me my Ileasons, my 
Lord, for they are not lit to be told you. 47 

IaI. T. I’m amazed, here must be something 
more than ordinary in this. [Astde.] Not lit to 
be told me, Madan'i ? You can have no Interests, 
wherein I am not eoneern'd, arul eonsecpn*ntly the 
same Heasons ought to be convincing to me, which 
e rebate- your Satisfaction or Discjuiet. 

L. T. Hut those which cause my Disquiet, I am 
willing to have remote from your hearing, (iood 
m\ I^ord, dcjn't press me. 

J.d. T . Don't oblige me to jiress \cmi. 

L. T. Whatever it was, *tis past : And that is 
better to be unknown which cannot be; preventeeJ ; 
therefore let me beg \ou to rest salisly'd 6 <j 

Ld. T. When you have told me, 1 will - 

I.. T. You won't. 

Ld. T. By my Life, my Dear, I will. 
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ij, T. What if you can't. 

Lcl. T, How ? Then I must know, nay 1 
will : No more triflino 1 charf^c you tell nu* 
— Hy all our mutual Peace to come ; upon your 
l)ut\ " 

P. T. Nay, my Lonl, you need say no more, to 
make me lay my Heart before you, but flou t 1 h‘ 
thus transported ; compose your self : It is not 
f>f C’oneern, to make you lose one Minute's Temf>er. 
’'Fis not indeofl my l)ear. Nay, by this Kiss you 
shan't be an<;ry. O Lfird, J wislv I had not told 
>ou any thin*;. Indee<l, my Lord, you have 
frighted me. Nav, look pleasM, I'll tell you. 

Jal. r. Well, Well. 

li. T. Nay, but >>dl you be calm — in<le(*fl it's 
iiothinj; but 

Ld. T, Put ^^hat ? 

L. 7'. Hut >m11 \<»u promise me not to be an^iy 
Nay you must Not to be an^;ry with 
Mellefont I dare swear he's sorr\ and wtu’e 
it to do aj^ain, would not 

Lfl. T. Sfirrv , for what ? 'Death, you rack me 
with Delay. 

1., T, Nay, no ;;reat Matter, only - Well 1 have 

your Promise, Pho, why nothing, only >our 
Nephew' ha<l a miml to amuse himself, sometimes 
with a little (Gallantry towards me. Nay, I can't 
think he meant an> tiling seriously, but methou^^ht 
it look'd odiy. oj 

I.d. 7\ C onfusion and Hell, what do I hear ! 

1.. . T. Dr, may be, he thought he was not 

enou>;h a-kin to me, upon your .\eeount, ami had 
a mind to create a nearer Helation on his own ; 
a Lover you know', my LoVd - Ha, ha, ha. Well 
but that's all — Now nou have it ; well remember 
your Promise, my Lord, and don't take any Notice 
of it to him, lor? 

Ld. T. No, lu), no -Damnation ! 

L. T. Nay, 1 swear you must not little 

harmless Mirth — Only misplac'd, that's all -But 
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if it were more, *tis (>\er now. and all's wt*ll. For 
iny Part I have forjrot it : and so has he, I hope - 
for I have not heard any thin;; from him these two 
Days. lor 

Ld. T. These two Days ! Is it so fresh ? I n- 
iiatiiral Villain ! ’Death, Fll have him strippM 
and turn'd naked out of my Doors this M<unent. 
and let him rot and perish, ineestuous Brute ! 

L. 7*. () for Heax'ns sake, my Lord, \ oil'll 
ruin me if you take sueh publiek Notiee of it, it 
will be a Town-Talk : Consider your own and my 
Honour -nay, I told you you would not besatislieii 
when you knew it. 

Ld. 7\ Before I've <l<»ne. I will be satisfv'd. 
I njjrateful Monster, how Ion#; ? nS 

1^. T. Lord, I <lon't know : 1 wish my Lips had 
^irown toj?ether when I told you Almost a Twelve- 
month - Nay, I won't tell you any more, 'till you 
are your self. Pray, my Lord, don't let the C'om- 
puny see you in this Disonler Vet, I confess, 
I can't blame you ; for I think I was never so 
surpriz'd in my IJfe — Who would have thought 
my Nephew could have so misconstrued my 
Kiiiilness -But will you ro into your Closet, and 
recover your Temper. I'll make an Kxeiise of 
sudden Business to the Company, and come to 
>ou. Pray, j^ood dear my Lord, let me bej< you 
do now’ : I'll come immediately, and tell you all ; 
will you, my Lord */ *32 

Ld. T. 1 will -I am mute with >Vonder. 

L. T. Well but fro now', here's some ImmI v comin>(. 

1^*1. T. Well I Ro You won't stay, for 1 would 
hear more of this. 

L. T. I follow instantly So. 

S C K N E II. 

Lady Toi ciiwood, M.vskwt.ll, 

Mask, This was a Master-Piece, and did not 
need my Help — tho' I stood ready for a Cue to 
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come in and confirm all, had there been Occasion. 

L. T, Have you seen Mellefont ? 

Mask, I have ; and am to meet him here about 
this time. 

T, How does he bear his Disappointment ? 

Mask. Secure in my Assistance, he seem'd not 
much afilieted, but rather lau/2fh’d at the shallow 
Artifice, which so little time must of necessity 
discover. Yet he is apprehensive of some farther 
Design of yours, and has engaged me to A\atch 
you. I believe he will hardly be able to prevent 
your Plot, yet I would have you use C'aution and 
Expedition. 

L. T. Expedition indee<l ; for all we do, must 
l>e perform’d in the remaining Part of this Ev'ning, 
and before the ('ompany break up ; lest my Lord 
should cool, and have an Opportunity to talk 
with him pri\ately My Lord must not see him 
again. 21 

Mask. By no Means ; therefore you must 
aggravate my Lord's Displeasure to a liegree that 

will admit of no (’onferenee with him. What 

think you of mentioning me ? 

Jj. T. How ? 

Mask. To my Ix)rd, as having been privy to 
McllefonCs Design upon you, but still using my 
utmost Endeavours to dissuade him : Tho* my 
Friendship and I^ove to him has made me conceal 
it ; yet you may say, I threatned the next time he 
attempted any thing of that kind, to discover it to 
my liOrd. 33 

I^. T. To what end is this ? 

Mask. It will confirm iny Lord's Opinion of my 
Honour and Honesty, and create in him a new 
i'onftdence in me, which (should this Design 
miscarry) will be necessary to the forming another 
Plot that I have in my Head — To cheat you, as 
well as the rest. [Aside. 

L. T. I’ll do it — I’ll tell him you hindred him 
once from forcing me. " 4a 
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Mask. Excellent ! Your liadyship has a most 
improving Fancy. You had best go to my I.K>rd, 
keep him as long as you can in his Closet, and 
I doubt not but you will mould him to what you 
please ; your Guests are so engaged in their o>mi 
Follies and Intrigues^ they ‘11 miss neither of you. 

L. T. When shall we meet ? — At eight this 
FA'ening in my Chamber ; there rejoice at our 
Success, and toy an Hour in Mirth. m 

Mask. I will not fail. 

SCENE III. 

Mas KW ELL alone. 

1 know what she means by toying away an Hour 
well enough. Pox I have lost all -Appetite to her ; 
>et she's a line Woman, and I lov'd her oni'c. 
ilut I don't know, since 1 have been in a great 
measure kept by her, tlie Case is alter'd : what 
was my Pleasure is become my Duly : And I have 
as little Stomach to her now as if I were her 
Husband. Should she smoak my Design upon 
Ct/nlhia, T w'ere in a fine pickle. Slu* has a damn'd 
penetrating Head, and knows liow' to interpret 
a Coldness the right Way ; therefore I must 
dissemble Ardour and Ecslasie, that's resolv'il : 
liow easily and pleasantly is that dissi‘mble<l before 
Fruition ! Pox on't that a Man can't drink without 
quenching his Thirst. Ha ! yonder comes Melle* 
font thoughtful. Let me think : Meet her at eight 

hum^ ha ! lly Heav’n I have it If I can 

speak to my Ix)rd before - Was it iny Drain or 
J*rovidence ? No matter which I will deceive 

'em all, and yet secure my self, twas a lucky 
Thought ! Well, this Double-Dealing is a Jewel. 
Here he comes, now for me. 22 

[Maskwell pretending not to see him, u alks by 
him, and speaks as it were to himself. 
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SCENE IV. 

\Tn him] Mcllhiont rnttsin^. 

Mask. Mercy on us, what will the Wickciluess 
c*f this World conic to ? 

Mel. How now. Jack ? What, so full of Contem- 
plation that you run over ! 

^lask. I'm <*:la<i you're come, for I could not 
contain my self any lon<^er : And w as just ^oing to 
gi\'e vent to a Seeret, which no Body but you 
ouu:ht to drink down. - -Your Aunt's just gone 
from hem*e. o 

Mel. And having trusted thee with the Secrets 
of her Soul, thou art villainously bent to discover 
’em all to me, ha ? 

Mask. I'm afrai<l my Frailty leans that way 

But I <lon*t know' whether I can in Honour dis- 
cover 'em all. 

Mel. All, all Man: What, you may in Honour 
betray her as far as she betrays her self. No 
tragical Design upon my Person, I hope. 

^lask. No, but it's a comical Design upon 
mine. 20 

il/e/. What dost thou mean 

.Mask. Listen and be dumb, w’c have been 

bargaining about the Rate of your Ruin 

Mel. Like any two Guardians to an Orphan 
Heiress -Well. 

Mask. And w’hereas Pleasure is generally paid 
with Mischief, what Mischief I do is to be paid 
with Pleasure. 

Mel. So when you've swallow'd the Potion, you 
sweeten your Mouth with a Plumb. 30 

Mask. You are merry. Sir, but I shall probe 
your Constitution. In short, the Price of your 

Banishment is to be paid w ith the Person of 

Mel. Of C until ia^ and her Fortune — Why you 
forget you tohl me this before. 

Mask. No, no — So far you are right ; and I am. 
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as an earnest of that Harp\in, to have full and fivo 
Possession of the Person of \oiir Aunt. 

Mel. Ha ! Pho, you trifle. > 

Mask. By this Li^ht, Pin serioais : all Bailleiy 

apart 1 knew ‘twtnild stun you : 'I'his Kveninir 

at eight she will receive me in her Be{l-Chamher. 
Mel. Hell and the Devil, is she almndonM of 

all (irace Why the Woman is possess'd 

^lask. Well, >\ill \ou go in my stead V 
Mel. I^y Hea\ 'n into a hot Furnace sooner. 
^Mask. Xo, you would not It would not he >0 
convenient, as I can order Matters. 

A/c/. What d'ye mean ! 1) 

Mask. Mean */ Not to disappoint the Bady 1 
assure you Ha, ha, ha. how gravely he looks 
Pome, come, I won't perj)lex \ou. *Tis the only 
Thing that Pn)\ idenee could have contriv'd to 
make me capable of s<T\ing vou, either to niy 
Inclination or your own Necessity. 

Mel. How, how, for Heav'ns sake, dear Mask- 
•ivell 'i ^7 

Mask. Why thus I'll go according to .\ppomt- 
ment ; you shall have Notice at the critical 
Minute to c'ome and surprize your Aunt and me 
together : C’ounterfeit a Hagc against me, and I'll 
make my Kscajie through the ]»ri\ate Passage 
from her Chamber, whicli I'll take care to lease 
open : 'Twill be hard, if then you c-an't bring her 
to any Conditions. For this Discovery will disarm 
her of all Defence, and leave her entirely at your 
Mercy : Nay, she must ever after be in awe of \ou. 

yfel. Bet im* adc»re thee, my better (w'entas I 
By Heav'n I think it is not in the Power of Fate 
to disappoint my Hopes ~ My Hopes, my Cer- 
tainty ! " 71 

Mask. W'ell, I'll meet you here, within a 
Quarter of eight, and give yon N*»tice. 

Mel. Good Ffirtune ever go along with thee. 
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SCENE V 

MKLLt:FONT, CaRKLKSS. 

Care. Mellefont, get out o’th' AVay, my Lady 
Plyant's coining, and I shall never succeed while 
thou art in sight — — ^Tlio’ she begins to tack about ; 
but I made Love a great while to no purpose. 

xMeL Why, what’s the Matter ? She’s convinc'd 
that I don’t care for her. 

Care. I can’t get an Answer from her, that 
does not begin with her Honour, or her Vertue, 
her lleligion, or some such Cant. Then she has 
told me the wfiole History of Sir PauVs nine Years 
Courtship ; how he has lain ft)r whole Nights 
together upon the Stairs, before lier Chamber- 
Door; and that the first Favour he received from 
her, W'as a Piece of an old Searlet Petticoat for a 
Stomacher ; which since the Day of his Marriage, 
he has, out of a Piece of Gallantry, conv'erted into 
a Night-Cap, and wears it still with much Solemn- 
ity on his Anniversary Weilding-Night. x3 

3/c/. That I have' seen, with the Ceremony 

thereunto belonging For on that Night he 

creeps in at the Bed’s Feet like a gull’il Bassa that 
has marry 'd a Kelation of the Grand Signior. and 
that Night he has his Anns at Liberty. Did not 
she tell you at what a Distance she keeps him. He 
has confess’d to me that but at certain times, that 
is 1 suppose when she apprehends being with Child, 
he never has the Privilege of using the Familiarity 
of a Husband with a Wife. He \^as once given to 
scrambling with his Hands and sprawling in his 
Sleep ; and ever since .she has him swaddled up in 
Blankets, and his Hands and Feet .swath’d down, 
and so put to Bed ; and there he lies with a great 
Beard, like a liussian Bear upon a drift of Snow. 
You are very great with him, I w’onder he nev’er 
told you his Grievances, he will I warrant you. 

21 
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Care. Excessively foolish ! -But that whicli 

^ives me most Hopes of her, is her telling me of 
the many Temptations she has resisted. 

Mel. Nay, then you have her ; for a Woman’s 
bragging to a Man that she has overcome Tempta- 
tions, is an Argument that they were w'eakly 
offer'd, and a Challenge to him to engage her more 
irresistibly. ’Tis only an inhaneing the Price of 
the Commodity, by telling you how man>' Cus- 
tomers have underbid her. 

Care. Nay, I don’t despair — But still she has 
a grudging to you — I talk’d to her t’other Night 
at my Lord Froth's Masquerade, when I’m satisfy’d 
she knew me, and 1 had no lieason to complain of 
my Reception ; but I fin<l Women arc not the 
same bare-faeed and m Masks, and a Vizor 
disguises their Inclinations as much as their 
Faces. 53 

Mel. ‘Tis a Mistake, for Women may most 
properly be said to be unmask’d when they wear 
X’lzors ; for that secures them from Blushing, and 
being out of Countenance, and next to being in the 
Dark, or alone, they are most truly themselves in a 
Vizor Mask, ilerethey come. I’ll leave you. Ply her 
close, and by and by clap a liillel doux into her 
Hand : For a Woman never thinks a Man truly in 
l..ove with her, ’till he has been Fool enough to 
think of her out of her Sight, and to lose so much 
time as to write to her. 64 

SCENE VI. 

CARKLK.SS, Sir Paul, and Lady Pi.yant. 

Sir Paul. Shan't we disturb your Meditation, 
Mr. Careless : you wou’d be private ? 

Care. You bring that along with you. Sir Paul, 
that shall be always w’cleome tc) my I^rivaey. 

Sir Paul. O, sweet Sir, you load your humble 
Serxants, both me and my Wife, with continual 
Favours. 7 
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li. P, Sir Paut, what a Phrase was there ^ 
You will be making Answers, aiul taking that 
upon you, whieh ou^fht to lie upon me : That >011 
should liave so little Breeding to think Mr. Cfirclrs'< 
<lid not a|>ply himself to me. Pray what have yon 
to entertain any Bodies Privaey ? 1 swear and 

deelare in the Face of the World Pm ready to 
blush for your Ignorance. :s 

Sir Paul. I acquiesce, my laidy : but don't 
snub so loud. [.Isidc fo her. 

P. P. Mr. Parcless^ if a Person that is wholly 
illiterate might be supposed to be eapablc of being 
ijuahfy'd to make a suitable Beturn to those 
Obligations which you arc pleased to confer upon 
one that is wholly incapable of being qualify'd in 
all those Ciriimstances, Pm sure I shou'd rather 
attempt it than any thing in the World, [Courtesies] 
for I'm sure there's nothing in the \Vorl<l that 
I would rather. [Courtesies] But I km>w Mr. 
Careless is so great a C'ritick and so line a (ientle- 

inan, that it is impossible for me 

('are. () Heav'ns ! Madam, you confound me. 
Sir Paul, tiatls-bud, she's a line Person- - 3'’ 

P. P. () I.ord ! .Sir, pardon me, we Women have 
not those AdvanPiges : I know' my own Imper- 
fections But at the same time you must give 
me leave to declare in the Face of the World that 
no Bodv is more sensible of Fav't)urs and Things ; 
for v\ith the Beserv e of my Honour, I assure you, 
Mr. Careless, I don't know any thing in the World 
I would refuse to a Person so meritorious - You'll 

pardon my Want of Expression.— 

('are. O your Pa<lyship is abounding in all 
Excel lence, particularly that of Phrase. 41 

P. P. You are so obliging, Sir. 

('are. Your Padyship is so charming. 

.Sir Paul. So. now, now ; now', niy Pady. 

P. P. So well bred. 

('are. So surprizing. 

P. P. So well drest, so bonne mine, so eloquent. 
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sr» unaffected, so easie. so free, so particular, so 
agreeable 

Sir Paul. Ay, so, so, there. 50 

( are. () Lord, I beseech you. Madam, don't - - 
L. P. So gay, so gracefiii, so gc»od Teeth, so hue 
Shape, so fine Limbs, so fine Linnen, and I don't 
doubt but you have a very goini Skin, Sir. 

('are. For Ileav'ns sake. Madam I'm cpiite out 
of Countenance. 

Sir Paul. And my Lady's (piite out of Hreath ; 
or else you should hear - (hul's-biid, you may talk 
of my Lady Froth. * " si 

( 'are. () fie, fie, not to be named of a Day — My 
Lady Froth is very well in her A(‘eomplishments 

Hut it is when my Lady Plyaut is not thought 

of If that can ever be. 

L. P. 0 you overec»nie me 'fhat is so 
excessive. 

Sir Paul. Nay, I swear and vow that was pretty. 
( arc. O Sir Paul^ you are the happiest Man 
filive. Such a I.ady I that is the Knvy of her own 
Sex, and the Admiration of ours. 

Sir Paul. Your humble .Servant, I am 1 thank 
lleav'n in a fine way of living, as I may say. 
peacefully and happily, and I think need not envy 

any of my Neighbours, blessed be Frovidence 

Ay, truly, Mr. ('areless. my La<ly is a great Bless- 
ing, a line, discreet, well-spoken Woman as you 
shall see - If it becomes me to say so ; ami w^e live 
very .comfortably together ; she is a little hast> 
sometimes, and so am I ; but min<*'s soon over, 
and then I'm so sorry (>, Mr. ('areless. if it wen 
not for one thing - 

SCENE VTI. 

Carklk.s.s, Sir Pai l, Lady Plvant, 
lioy ivith a Letter. 

Is. P. How often have you been told of that 
you .Jackanapes 'i 

276 
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Sir Paul. so, ^fad’s-biid — Tim. carry it 

to iny Lady, you should have carry’d it to iiiy 
I^ady first. 

Hoy. ’Tis directed to your Worship. 

Sir Paul. Well, well, my Lady reads all Letter^ 
first C hild, do so no mon* ; d'ye hear Tim. 

Boy. No, and please you. 

S( KNE VIII. 

I’AiaiLKss, Sif Pai l, iMdy Plyant. 

Sir Paul. A Humour of my Wife's, you know 

Women have little Kaneies But as I \\as 

telling yon, Mr. ('arelens, if it were not for one 
thin^, i should think my self the happiest Man 
in the World : indeed that touches me near, verv 
near. 

('arc. What can that he. Sir Paul ? 7 

Sir Paul. Why, I have, 1 thank Heaven, a very 
plentiful Fortune, a j^ood Estate in the (’ountr\. 
some Houses in Town, and some Mony, a pretty 
tolerable personal Estate ; and it is a preat (irief 
to me, indeed it is, Mr. ('nreless. that 1 have not 
a Son to inherit this ’Tis true, I have a Daughter, 
and a fine dutiful Child she is, though I say it, 
blessed be Providence 1 may say : for indeed, Mr. 
('arclcss. I am mightily beholden to I^rovidenee 

A potir unworthy Sinner But if 1 had a Son. 

ah, that's my .\tTlieti<»n, and my only Afllietioii : 
indeed I cannot refrain 'fears when it comes in my 
Mind. \('rics. 

i'nrr. Why, methinks that mi^ht be easily 
remedied my I..ady*s a fine likely Woman 

Sir Paul. Oh, a fine likely Woman as you shall 
.see in a Summer's Day- Indeed she is, Mr. 
i'arelcss. in all Respects. 

Care. And I should not have taken you to have 
been so old 

Sir Paul. Alas, that's not it, Mr. Careless ; ah ! 
that's not it ; no, no, you shoot wide of the Mark 
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li Mile ; indeed you do, that'.N not it, Mr. ('archss ; 
IK), no, that's not it. 31 

('arc. No, what ean he the Matter then V 
Sir Paul. You'll seareely believe me, when 1 
shall tell you my Lady is so Niee It's \ery 
stranj^e, but it's True : Too true she's so very 
Nice, that 1 <l<>n't believe she would toueh a Man 
tor the World - At least not above onee a Year ; 
I'm sure 1 have found it so ; and alas, what's 
onee a Year to an old Man, who would do jfood in 
his (;eneration ? Indeed it's true, Mr. ('arrlcss, it 
breaks my Heart I am her Ifusband, as 1 may 
say ; though far unw’orthy of that Honour, yet 
1 am her Husband : but alas-a-day, I have no more 
Familiarity with her l»erson as to that Matter 
than with my own Mother no indeed. 

('arc. Alas-a-day, this is a lamentable Story; 
my Lady must be told on't : she must i'faith, Sir 
Paul ; '*tis an Injury to the World. 

Sir Paul. Ah ! would to Heav'n you would, 
Mr. ('arelesfi ; you are mightily in her Favour. 

( arc. I warrant you ; what, we must have a Son 
some way or other. 

Sir Paul. Indeed, I should be mightily bound to 
> 011 , if you could brinj; it about, Mr. ('arclcss. 

L. P. Here, Sir Pauly it's from y»>ur Steward, 
here's a Return of OOO Pounds ; you may take 
fifty of it for the next half Year. 

[fiViTv him the Letter. 


SCKNK IX. 

{To them^ Lord Fiioxn, (’vnthia. 

Sir Paul. How’ <loes my Girl ? eome hither to 
thy Father, jioor Lamb, tluiu'rt melaneholiek, 

L< 1 . Froth. Heav'n, Sir Pauly you amaze me, of 
all things in the World- You are never pleas'd 
hut when we are all upon the broad Grin ; all 
I^ugh and no Company ; ah, then 'tis sm h a 
Sight to see some Teeth -.Sure you're a great 
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Admirer of my Lady Wfnfler, Mr. Sneer , and Sir 
Laurence Loud, and that Gang. <1 

Sir Paul. I vow and swear she's a very merry 
Woman, but, I think she laii^lis a little t(K> mueli. 

lid. Froth. Merry ! () Lord, what a Character 
that is of a Woman of Quality -You have been 
at my Lady Whijlefs upon her Day, Madam '! 
CffUt. Yes my I-ord I must humour this Fool. 

Ld. Froth. Well an<l how* ? hee ! What is your 
Sense of the Conversation ? 

Cynt. O most ridiculous, a perpetual Consort <*f 
lau>j[hin^ without any Harmony : for sure, my 
.liord, to laugh out of Time, is as disagreeable as to 
sing out of Time or out of Tune. 21 

Ld. Froth. Hee, hee, hee, right : and then, iii\ 
Lady Whijler is so read\ - -she always comes in 
three Bars too soon And then, what do the> 
laugh at ? For you know laughing without a Jest 
is as impertinent : hee ! as, as 

Cynt. As dancing without a Fiddle, 
lid. Froth. Just 'ifailh, that was at my Tongue's 
end. 2) 

Cynt. But that cannot be properly said of them, 
for I think they are all in good Nature wath the 
World, and only laugh at one another : and you 
must allow they have all Jests in their Persons, 
though they have none in their Conversation. 

I.d. Froth. 'True, as Cm a Person of Honour 
F<>r Heav'iis sake let us sacrifice 'em to Mirth a 
little. [ Eulers Boy and whispers Sir Paul. 

Sir Paul, (iads so Wife, Wife, my Lady 
Plynnt, I have a Word. 3> 

L. P. I’m busie. Sir Paul. I wonder at your 
Impertinence - 

Care. Sir Paul, harkee, I'm reasoning the 
Matter you know ; Madam, if your I^adyship 
please, we'll discourse of this in the next Hoorn. 


18 Consort] Concert 
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Sir Paul, O ho, I wish you jjood Success. I wish 
you good Success. Boy, tell my Lady, when she 
lias done, I w’oidd speak with her below. 

SCKXE X. 

C'vNTiiiv, JMrd Froth, Lady Froih. Brisk. 

L. Froth, Then you think that Episode between 
Susan, the Dairy-Slaid, ami our ('oach-Man is mil 
amiss ; \ou know, 1 may suppose the Dairy in 
'I’own, as well as in the Country. 

lirisk, Ineomparable, let me perish But tlieii 
being an lleroiek I*oem. had not you better <*all 
him a Charioteer Charioteer sounds great; 
besKles your La<lyship‘s Coachman haMiig a red 
Face, an(l you comparing him to the Sun Ami 
>ou know the Sun is call'd Ueav'ns Charioteer, 10 

L. Froth, Oh, infinitely better ; I'm evtreamly 
beholden to you for the Hint ; stay, w«*‘ll read 
ov(T those half a Score Lines again. \PuUs out 
a l^aper,] I.et me see here, you know what goes 
before— the C'omparison, you know. | Heads) 

For as the Sun shines ei^ry 
So of our ( oaehman / way say. 

Prisk, I'm afraid that Simile won't do in wet 
^Veather -Because you say the Sun shines cv'ry 
Day. ‘ 

L. Froth. No, for the Sun it won t, but it will 
do for the Coach-man, for >011 know there's nlost 
Occasion for a ('oaeh in w’ct Weather. 

Brisk. Bight, right, that saves all. 

L. Froth. Then I tion't say the .Sun shines all 
the Day, but that he peeps now and then, yet he 
does shine all the l>ay too, you know, tho' we 
don't sec him. 

Brisk. Bight, but the Vulgar will ne\er compre- 
hend that. 30 

L. Froth. Well, you shall hear - Let me s<*e. 
[Beads] For as the Sun shines ev'ry Day, 

So, of our Coaeh-rttan I may say. 
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He shows his drunken fiery Face. 

Just as the Sun does^ more or less. 

Ifrisk. That's all's well, all's well. ]\I<tre 

Of less. 

[li. Froth reads I And when at \iiiht his Lahout's 
do fie. 

Then too, like Hear' ns ('harioteer the Sttn : 

Ay. ('harioteer d<ies better. i 

Into the Dairy he descends 

And there his Whipping and his Driviiuf ends ; 

There he's secure from Danger of a Hi Ik, 

II is Fare is paid him. and he sets in Milk. 

K(»r Susafi. you know', is Thetis, jiiul so 

Hrtsk. IiK'oniparaliU^ well and proper, I^^ad 
lint [ have one Kxeeption to make Don't nou 
think/h7A'(I know its ^oo<l Hhime) but don't you 
think liilk an<i Fare too like a Haekney C'oaeh- 
inan Y " s. 

li. Froth. 1 swear and vow' I'm afraiti so - 
And yet our Jehff w'as a Haekney Coaeh-man. 
when my Lord took him. 

It risk. Was lie Y I'm aiisw'er'd, if Jehu w'as a 
Haekney Coaeh-man You may put that in the 

marginal Notes tho*, to prexeiit C’ritieisni 

Chil\ mark it w'ith a small Asterism, and sa\ , 

Jehu was formerly a Haekney (.'oaeh-man. 

L. Froth. I will ; Nciu'd oblige me extreamly t«> 
write Notes to tlie whole Poem. 6.) 

It risk. With all my Heart and Soul, and proud 
<»f the vast Honour, let me perish. 

Ld. Froth. Hee, hee, hee, my Dear, have you 
done - won't you join with us, we were lau>;hing 
at my I^idy Whifler, and Mr. Sneer. 

li. Froth. .\y my Dear Were you Y Oh 

filthy Mr. Sneer : he's a nauseous Fijfure, a most 
fulsamiek Fop, foh He spent two Days together 
ill going alxiiit Covent-iiarden to suit the Lining 
of his Coach with his Complexion. 7 ^ 

45 Thetis] and thercfoie dwelling under the sea with her 
sister Nereids. 
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L<1. Froth. () silly ! yet his Aunt is as fonrl t>f 
him, as if she had brought the Ape int<» the >Vorh! 
her self. 

Brisk. Wild, iny Lady Toothless ; (). sh(‘'s a 

mortifying Speetaele ; she's always ehe\^ing the 
C ud like an ohl Five. 

('ynt. Fie, Mr. Brisk\ Friogo's f<»r her ('ough. 

1.. Froth. I have seen her take \*m half c*he\\‘<l 
out of her Mouth, to laugh, and then put 'em 111 
again Ft>h. 8) 

liil. Froth. Foil. 

\s. Froth. Then she's always rea<l\ to laugh 
^^h<•n Sneer off<‘rs t<i speak And sits m K\pe<‘ta- 
tuni (»f his no Jest, with her (hims bare, and her 
Mouth open 

Brisk, l^ikc an (Hster at low Fbb, I'gail Ila, 
ha, ha. 

( yot. (Aside.) Well, I find there are no Fools 
so inconsiderable in themselves, but they can 
render otlier People contemptible by exposing their 
Infirmities. " 

L. Froth. Then that t'other great strapping 

f.ady 1 ean't hit of her Name ; the old fat 

Fool that paints so exorbitantly. 

Bri.sk. 1 know whom you mean Put duee 
take me I ean't hit of her Name neither Paints 
J yc- say ? Why slie lays it cm with a Trowel 
J’hen she has a great Peard tliat bristles through it, 
and makes her hnik as if she were plaister'd with 
bime and Hair, let me perish , irKi 

L. Froth. () you marie a Song upon her, Mr. 
Brisk. 

Brisk. He ? egad, so I did .My Lonl can sing 

(yot. O goorl my I.ord let's hear it. 

Bri.sk. 'Tis not a Song neither It's a sort of 
an Fpigram, or rather an Kpigrarnmatiek Sonnet; 

I clon't know what t«» rail it. but it's Satire. — 
Sing it my Lord. 
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Lord Froth sings. 

Ancient Phillis has young Graces, i:n 

' 71 s a strange thing, hut a true one ; 

Shall 1 tell you how ? 

She her self makes her oivn Faces, 

. ind each Morning ivears a nerc one ; 

Where's the Wonder note ? 

Ih'isk. Short, but there's Salt in't ; my way of 
AVritinj^ 


SCKXK XI. 

[To them] Footman. 

1 ^. Froth. How now ? 

Foot. Your Ladyship's C hair is come. 

I... Froth. Is Nurse an<l the Chihl in it ? 

Foot. Yes, Madam. 

L. Froth. C) the dear Creature I Let's go see it. 
Ld. Froth. I swear, my Dear, you'll .spoil that 
Child, with sending it ti> and again so often, this is 
the seventh time the Chair has gone for her to l)a\ . 

li. Froth. O-law, I swear it's but the sixth 
and I han't seen her these two Hours- -The poor 
dear Creature- -I swear, my Lord, you don't 
love poor little Sapho- Come, my dear Cynthia, 
]Mr. lirisk, we'll go see Sapho. tho' iiiy Lord won't. 
Cynt. I'll wait upon your l..adyship. 14 

lirisk. Pray, Madam, how old is I..ady Sapho i 
L. Froth. Three Quarters, but I swear she has 
a >Vorld of Wit, and ean sing a Tune already. My 
I..i)rd, won't you go ? Won't you V What not to 
.see Saph ? Pray, my Lord, come see little Saph. 
I knew you con'd not stay. 20 

SCENE NIL 
Cynthia, alone. 

Cynt. *Tis not so hard to counterfeit Joy in the 
Depth of Aflliction, as to dissemble Mirth in 
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Company of Fools Why slioiild I call *tMu 

F(m> 1 s ? The World thinks better of 'em ; for these 
have Quality and Kdiieatioii. Wit an<l line Con* 
\ersation, are reeeiN 'd and admir'd by the World - 
If not, they like and admire themselves And 
why is not that true Wisdom, for 'tis Happiness : 
And for oii^ht I know, we have misuppix'd the 
Name all this while. an<l mistaken the Thinf? : 
Since II 

// Happiness in Self-content is ptac'd^ 

The li'isc are U'retrheft, and Fofds onhf Hfcss'd. 

End rt/ the Third Art. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 

Mellefont and Cynthia. 

C yntiii 

I heard him loial as I came by the ( loset-Door, 
and luy Cady with him. but she seiMii'il to moderate 
his Passion. 

Met. Ay, Hell thank her. as gentle Itreezes 
inoileratc a Fire ; but I shall counter-work her 
Spells, anil ri<h* the Witch in her own Hrirllc. 

Cf/nt. It's impossibh* ; 'she'll cast lK*yonil you 
still -I'll lav mv Life it will never be a Match. 

Mel. What '/'* 

( fpit. Between you an<l me. 10 

Mel. Why so ? 

( i/nt. My Mind ^ives me it w'on't because 

we are Ixith willing ; we eiwh of us strive to reach 
the Goal, and hinder one another in the itaee ; 
I swear it never does well when the Parties are so 
agreed-- -For when People w’alk Hand in Hand, 
tlierc's neither overtakin^j nor meeting ; Wc Hunt 
in Couples w’here wc both piitsue the same Game, 
but forget one another : and 'tis because we are so 
near that we don't think of coming together. 20 
0 3 
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il/r/. Hum, I believe there’s something 

in't ; — — Marriajje is the (^anie that we hunt, ami 
while wc think that we only have it in View, I don't 
see but we have it in our Power. 

Cynt, Within reaeh : for Kxample, give me your 
Hand ; you have look'd through the wrong Knd 
of the Perspective all this while ; for nothing has 
been between us but our Fears. .s 

MeL 1 don't know why we should not steal out 
of the House this \ery Moment and marry one 
another, without Consideration or the Fear of 
Repentance. Pox o'Fortune, Portion, Settle- 
ments and Jointures. 

i'ynt. Ay, a> , what ha\e we to do with 'em : 
you know we marry for Lo\e. 

J/r/. Love, Love, down-right very \illainoiis 
Love. 

('ynt. And he that can't live upon Love, deser\es 
to (lie in a Ditch. Here then, I give you my 
Promise, in spight of Duty, any Temptation of 
Wealth, your Inconstaney, or my own Inclination 
to change ^ 

Met. To run most wilfully and unreasonablv 
away with me this Moment, and he nmrried. 

Cyiit. Hold Never to marry any Rody else. 

J/r/. J’hat's hut a kind of Negative C’onsent 
Why, you won't baulk the Fniliek ? 

i'ytU. If >011 ha<l not been so assured of your 
own Londuct I would not - Rut 'tis but reason- 
able that since 1 <*onsent to like a Man without the 
vile (Consideration of Mony, he should give me 
a \ery evi<lent Deimuistration of his Wit : There- 
fore let me see >011 undermine my Lady Touch- 
wood^ as you boasted, and forc'e her to give her 
Consent, and then — 

McL I'll do it. 

i'yui. And I'll (lo't. 

J/W. This very next ensuing Hour of eight 
a Cloek, is the last Minute of her Reign, unless the 
Devil assist her in propria persona. 60 
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('yni. Wt‘11, if till* I)i‘\il shoiilil assist her, anil 
your Plot miscarry. 

Mel. Ay, what am 1 to trust to then ? 

Cyni. Why if yon ^i\i* me \ery i-lear Dcmooii- 
strut ion that it was the Devil, I'll allo\\ for ine- 
sistihle Odds. Hnt if 1 find it to he only C hance, or 
l)<‘stiny, <»r nnlu(‘ky Stars, or any tiling hut the 
\erv Devil, I'm inexorahle : Only still I'll keep 
mv Word, and live a Maid for \our sak<*. 

Mel. And yon won't die one, for \onr own, so 
still there's Hope. 71 

('ynt. Here's iny Mother-in-haw, and your 
Friend ('nreless. 1 would not liaxe 'em sn* iis 
together yet. 

SC KNK II. 

C'\m:f.r.ss anfl Laihf PhVxNr. 
li. P. I swear, Mr. ( tireless^ yon arc verx alinriii;' 
\n<l say so many line 'rhin»rs, and nothing is so 
nnivin^ to me as a line Tiling. Well, 1 mnst do 
>(ai this .Justice, anti declare m the Fact* of tlit‘ 
W'orltl, ne\er any Htidy gain'd sti far upon me as 
>onr self ; with lllnshes I mnst own it, yon liaxe 
shaken, as I may say, the verx Fonntlation tif my 
llont»nr WVll, sure if I es<*ape x tair Importunities, 
I shall x alne my self as lons^ as I hxe, I swear. ) 
( fire. .\nd tiespise me. \Stffhiui*. 

L. I*, 'rhe last of any Man in thc‘ World, hx my 
Purity: noxv ytai make me sx\’ear O (iratitiitle 
forhiti, that 1 should ever he xxantm^ m a res})ectfnl 
Acknoxvletl^^nient <»f an mtirt* Hesi^nation of all 
my hest Wishes, for the Person and Parts of so 
accompish'd a Person, xxlmse Merit challenges 
much more. I'm sure, than my illiterate Praises 
can tlescription 

('are. {In n tvhining Tone.) Ah Heax'ns. Matlam. 
yon rnin me xx-ith Kindness : your charnimi( 
Tongue pursues the Victory of your Kyes, xxhile at 
\our Feet your poor Adtirer dies. =2 
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L. P. Ah ! \'ery fine. 

Care. (Still xvltining.) Ah why are you so Fair, 
so hewitehing Fair ? O let me grow to the («roun(t 
here, and feast upon that Hand : O let nic press 
it to my Heart, n\y trembling Heart, the nimble 
Movement shall instruet your Pulse, and teach it 
to alarm Desire. 2 * 

[Zoons Fm almost at the end of mt/ Cant^ if she does 
not fficld quicklff. (Aside.) 

L. P. (3 that’s so passionate and fine, 1 cannot 

hear it 1 am lud safe if I stay, and must leave 

you. 

('are. An<l iiiust you leave me ! Rather let me 
languish out a wretched Fife, and breath my Soul 
beneath your Feet. 

[/ mast saq the same Thing over ngatn, anti rant 
help it. (Aside.) 

I4. P. I swear I'm ready to languish too -() 
rny Honour! Whither is it going? I protest yon 
ha^e given me the Palpitation of the Heart. 

Care. Fan you be so cruel. — 

L. P. O rise I beseech you, say no more ’till you 
rise —Why did you kneel so long ? 1 sw'ear 1 w'as 
s(» transported, I did not see it. — —Well, to she>\ 
>ou how far you have gain’d upon me : I assure 
you if Sir Paul should die, of all Mankind there’s 
none I’d sooner make my second ('lu)iee. 4^' 

Care. () Ileav’n ! I can’t out-live this Night 

without your Favour I feel my Spirits faint, 

a general Dampness over-spreads my Face, a cold 
deadly Dew already vents through all iny Pores, 
and w'ill to 3 Iorrow W'ash me for ever from your 
Sight, and drow'u me in my Tomb. 

L. P. () you have conquer'd, sweet, melting, 

moving Sir, you haA e con<|uer'd What Heart 

of Marble can refrain to weep, and yield to such 
sad Sayings. — - [Cries, 

('are. I thank Heav'n, they are the saddest 

that I ever said Oh ! 61 

[/ shall never contaitt Laughter. (Aside.) 
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L. P. Oh, I > iikl niy self all up to \oiir nneon- 
troulahle Kmbraces Say, thou clear *lyin<; Man. 
when, where, and how. \h, there's Sir 

('are. 'Slile, yonder's Sir hut it he wcae 

not eoine, I'm so transported 1 eannot speak 
This Note will inform \ou. \(ih'es her a \ntt\ 

SCKNK III. 

Lndff l*i.VANr, Sir Pai l, C VNruix. 

Sir Pu///.. Tliou art my tender Lambkin, ami 
shalt do what thou will Ihit eiideaxoiir to 
tor^jet this Meltefnut. 

( ifnt. 1 would obey \ou to my Power, Sir ; 
but if 1 have not him, 1 have sworn never to marry. 

Sir Never to marry ! Heav ns forbid ; 

must 1 neither hav<‘ Sons nor (Grandsons? must 
the Kamily of the P/i/z/n/.v be utterly extinet for 
want of Issue Male. Oh Impiety I Put did vou 
swear, did that sweet ( reaturc* swear ! ha i 
How durst >ou swear without m> Consent, ah ? 
(fUds-bud, who am I ? *- 

i'lfut. Pray don't be aii>fry, .Sir, when I swore, 
1 had your Consent ; and therefore 1 swore. 

Nir Why then the revokinjr my 1 onsent 

does annul, or make of none effeet vcair Oath : 
So ^ou may unswear it a^ain ^J'he Law vmII 
allow' it. 

( ffnt, .\y, but my Conseienee never will. 29 

sir Paul, (^ads-biid no matter for that. ( on- 
seienec and Law never j^o together ; you must not 
expeet that. 

L. P. Ay, but Sir Pnnl^ I eoneeive if she has 
sworn, d ye mark me, if she has once sworn : it is 
most unchristian, inhuman, and obscene that she 
sliou'd break it. - I'll make up the* Match a^am, 
because Mr. ('areless said it would oblige him. 

[Asif/e, 

Sir Paul. Dws your Ladyship conceiv'c so-— 
Why I was of that Opinion mice too - Nay if your 
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Ladyship conceives so. I'm of tliat Opinion a^ain : 
blit 1 can neither fiiul my Loril nor my Lady to 
know what they intend. 3. 

L. F, I’m satisfy'd that my Cousin Mellefnnt 
has been much wron^'il. 

Cynt. (Aside,) I'm ama//<! to find her of our 
side, for I'm sure slie lov'd him. 

L. F. I know my Lady Touchieoud has no 
Kindness for him : and besides 1 have been 
inform’d by Mr. ('nrvless, that Mettefont had nevei 
any thing more than a profound Respect That 
he has own'd himself to be my Admirer 'tis true, 
but he was never so presumptuous to entertain 
an\ dishonourable Notions of Things ; so that 
if this be nuule plain I don't see how ni\ 
Daughter can in ( onseienee. or Honour, or an\ 
thing in the Worhl 

Sir Faul. Indeed if this be made plain, as mv 
Lady your Mother sa>s, ( hild i'' 

L. F, Plain ! I was inform'd of it by Mr. Care- 
less .\nd I assure you Mr. ('areless is a Person 
that has a most extraordinary Respect and 
Honour for you, Sir Faal. 

(ynt. (Aside.) Ami for your Ladyship tini, 
I believe, or else you hacl not chang'd Sides so 
soon ; now^ I begin to find it. 

Sir Faul. I am iiiueh obliged to Mr. Careless 
really, he is a Person that I have a great Value 
for, not only for that, but because he has a great 
Wneration for your Ladvship. 

L. F. O las, no indeed. Sir Faal. 'tis upon your 
Account. * 61 

Sir Paul. No I protest and vow*, I have no Title 
to his Ksteem, liut in liaving the Honour to 
appertain in some Measure to your Ladyship, 
that's all. 

L. P. O law* now, I swear and ilcclare, it shan't 
be so, you're too modest. Sir Faul. 

Sir Paul. It t>econics me, when there is any 
Comparison made, between 69 
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li. F. O fy, fv. Sir Faiil, you ll put nu* (uit of 
Countenance* — Your \c*rv olji-dieiit and affectionate 
>\'ife : that's all — And highly honour'd in that 
'I’itlc. 

Sir Paul, (hids-hiifl I am transported ! (hvc 
me leave to kiss your Ladv ship's Hand. 

Cffht. That my poor Father shoiihl be so very 
''ill> . \ Aside. 

I-. P. My lap indeed. Sir Pfuti. 1 swear you shall. 

[He kisses her. and fxnvs venf ioiv. 

Sir Paul. I humbly thank your I>ad\ship 
I don't know w'hether I ll\ on (Ground, or walk m 
Air (hids-biid, she was never t Ini's before 
\N’i*ll. I must own my self the most beholden to 
Mr. i'areless - As .sure as ean be this is all his 
<loin^, something; that he has saiil : well, 'tis 
a rare tiling to have an m^xemous Frieml. Well, 
your laulyship is of Opinion that the Match ma\ 
j;o forward. 

b. P. By all means Mr. ('areless has satisfy 'd 
me of the Matter, 

Sir Paul. Well, wh\ then Lamb you may kec*p 
your Oath, but ha\e a care of making rash N’ows ; 
come hither to me. and kiss Papa. 

Is. P, I swear and declare, I am in such a 
twitter to read Mr. ('areless his Letter, that 1 can't 
h»rbear any longer But tlnai^h I ma>’ read all 
Letters first by I'rero^atiN e. \et I'll l>e sure to be 
unsuspected this time. Sir l*aul. 

Sir Paul. Did your Lad\ship call 't ot 

L. P. Nay, not to interrupt you my Dear - 
Only len<l me your Letter, whicli you had from 
yf)ur Steward to Day : 1 would Imik upon the 

Account aj^in ; and may be increase your Allow- 
ance. 

Sir Paul. There it is. Madam : f)o you want 
a IVn and Ink ? j/Iwe.v and gives the ijetter. 

L. P. No, no, nothing else. I thank you. Sir 
Paul. So now I can read iiiy own Ix'tter under 
the Cover of his. [Aside. 
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Sir Paul, He ? And wilt thou bring a Grandson 

at nine Months end He ? A brave chopping 

Hoy. — I’ll settle a thousand Pound a Year 
upon the Rogue as soon as ever he looks me in tlie 
Face, I will Gads-bu<i. l‘m overjoy'd to think 
1 have any of iiiy Family that will bring Children 
into the World. For 1 would fain have soim* 
Resemblance of my self in my l*osterity, he 77/// ? 
Can’t you contrive that Affair (iirl ? ' Do (iaJfs- 
bud, think on thy obi Father ; heh ? Make the 
young Rogue as like as you can. 

('ffut. I’m glad to see you so merry. Sir. 120 

Sir Paul. Merry, Ga<ls-bu<l I’m serious. I’ll gisc 
thee 5(K) /. for every Inch of him that resemliles 
me ; ah this Kye, this left Kye ! A thousand 
Pound for this left l\ve. This has done Execution 
in its time (iirl ; why thou hast my Leer Husse\ , 
just thy Father’s Leer. - lad it be transmitted to 
the young Rogue by the help of Imagination ; 
why ’tis the Mark of our Family Thy ; our House 
is distinguish’d by a languishing Kye, as the House 

of Austria is by a thick Lip. .\h ! when 1 was 

of your Age llussey, 1 would have held fifty to 
one, 1 could have /Irawii my own Picture — (iads- 
bud I could have clone not so much as you 
neither, but nay, don’t blush 134 

Cynt. 1 don't blush. Sir, for I vow’ 1 don't under- 
stand — 

Sir Paul. Pshaw, Pshaw*, you fib you Baggage, you 
do understand, and >ou shall understand; come 
don't be no nice, Gads-bud don't learn after your 
Mother-in-I-4iw'my Lad> here : Marry Ileav'n forbid 
that you should follow her Example, that would spoil 
all indeed. Bless us, if you should take a Vagaric 
and make a rash Resolution on your Wedding 
Night, to die a Maid, as she did ; all were ruin’d, 

all my Hopes lost My Heart w'ould break, and 

my Estate would be left to the wide Word, he i 
I hope you are a better Christian than to think of 
living a Nun ; he ? Answer me ? 
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('tjnt. I'm all ()be<liexice, Sir, to your Coniiimnds. 

1 ^. P, [Having read the I.€tter.\ O <lcar Mr. 
('arclesSj I swear he writes eharniin^ly, and he 
looks eharmin^dy, and he has eharm'd me. as imieh 
as 1 have charm'd him : and so I'll tell him in the 
AVardrobe when 'tis dark. C) ('rimme ! I liope Sir 
Paal has not seen both Letters. 

[Puts the u rotig Letter hastihf up, and gives him 
her own. 

Sir Paul, here's \our Lettei, to Morrow Morning 
I'll settle Accounts to \oiir Advantage. 

SCKNK IV. 

\Tn them] Hhisk. 

lirisk. Sir Paul, (*ads-bud \ou re an iinei\il 
Person, let me tell j'ou, and all that ; and I did not 
think it had been in \oii. 

^\v Paul. () Law, what's the matter now ? 
1 liojx' you arc not angry, Mr. lirisk. 

lirisk. Deuce take me 1 believe >ou intend to 
marry your Daughter \our self; >ou're alwa\s 
brooding over her like an oh! Hen, as if she were 
not well hat(*)rd, I'gad, he ? 0 

Sir Paul, (iood strange I Mr. Busk is sueli a 
merry facetious Person, he, he, he. No, no, I ha\e 
<ione with her, I have done with her in)W'. 

Brisk. The Pidilles ha\e stay'd this Hour in the 
Hall, and my Lord Froth wants a Pcirtner, w'e can 
never begin without her. 

Sir Paul. (»o, g<» ( hild, go, get you gone and 
dance and be merry, I'll come and look at you by 
and by.— Where's my Son Mellefont ? 

L. P, I'll send him to them, 1 know where 
he is — 20 

Brisk. Sir Paul, will \ou send Careless into the 
Hall if you meet him. 

Sir Paul. I will, 1 will, I'll go and look for him 
on purpose. 
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SCEXK V. 

Brisk alone. 

lirisk. So now they are all «^one. and I have an 
Opportunity to practise. Ah ! My dear Lady 
Froth ! She's a most en^ajrin*; (’reatiire, if slit* 
were not so fond of that damn'd covcombly Lord 
f*f hers ; and yet I am forced to allow* him Wit 
tt»o, to keep in with him No matter, she 
a Woman of Parts, and I*«;ad Parts w'ill carry her. 
She said she w'ould follow me into the Gallery - 
Now to make my Approaehes Ilem hem ! Ah 
Ma- {lions.) dam ! Pon. on't, why shoiihl I 
di^parajre m\ Ihirts by thinking what to sa> ? 
None but dull Uotjues think ; witty Men, like rich 
Fellows, are alw’ays ready for all Kxpences : w’hiU* 
M>nr Blockheads, like poor needy Scoundrels, are 
for<*e<l to examine their Stock, and forecast the 
riianges of the Day. Here she comes. I'll seem 
not to see her, and try to w’in her with a new* airy 
Invention of my own, hem ! 


S ( E N E VI. 

[To /n’ml iMdif Froth. 

\\\ \>\^ Sin walking almut. I'm sick zvith Loir, ha, 
ha, ha, prithee come cure me. 

Fm sick zeith. &c. 

() \e Pow'rs I O my Lady Froth, my Laily Froth I 
My Lady Froth ! IIei;r||c» I Break heart ; Ciods 
1 thank you. 

[Stands musing zvith his Arms a-cross. 
Iw. Froth. 0 Heav'ns, Mr. lirisk ! What's the 
Matter ? 

lirisk. My I.ady Froth ! Vour l-adyship's most 
humble Servant ; 'I'he Matter, Mailam ? No- 
thing, Madam, nothing at all Fgad. 1 was fallen 
into the most agreeable .Vmusement in the whole 
Province of Contemplation: That's all — (I’ll 
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stfiii to conceal my Pa!»sioii, and that %\ill look like 
Kes|>ect.) [.Iao/c. 

L. Froth. Bles.s me, why did you cull out upeui 
me so loud ?- - 

Brisk. () Lord, I, Madam ! 1 beseech your l*ad \ - 
ship when ? 

L. Froth. Just now as I came in, bh‘ss me, \>hy 
don't you know it ? .:i 

Busk. Xol I, let me perish Hut dul 1 ! 
Strange I I <*onfess your laid\ship Has m my 
'I'hou^hts ; aiul I was m a sort of Dn^am that did 
m a manner represent a \ery pleasing Object to 
iii\ Imagination, but but did 1 iniit'ed ? 
'I'o s«‘(' how ]ai\e and Murder Hill out. Hut did 
I really name my Lady Froth ? 

L. Froth. Three times aloud, as I love l.<*tters 
Hot did you talk of Love ? () i^nrnassNs I Who 

Hoidd have thought Mr. Brisk could have been m 
L«»ve, ha, lia, ha. () Heav'ns 1 thouj^ht >ou coiTd 
have no Mistress but the Nine Muses. 

Busk. No more I have I'pid, for I adon* 'cfn 
all m vour Lailvship la*t me perish, 1 don't 
know whether to be splenatick, or airv iipoii't : 
the Deuce take me if I can tell nhether 1 am ^^lad 
or sorry that your iaidvship has made the l)is- 
t’ov ery. 

L. Froth. O be merrv by all means I*rinc«- 
F 0 /.SCIHS in Love ! Ha, ha. ha. At 

Brisk. 0 barbarous, to turn me into Hidicule I 
Vet, ha, ha, ha. The Ihiice take me, 1 can't hidji 
laughing my self, ha, ha, ha: vet by Heav'ns 
1 have a violent Passion h>r vour Ladyship, 
‘seriously. 

L. Froth. Seriously ? Ha, ha, ha. 

40 Prince Volsctus in Love ! Ha, ha, ha , A lefeii-nci- t'j 
Buckingham’s III 2 . 

I 'Vi, O inauspicious btars ! that T was I>f»rn 

To sudden love, and to moie sudden scorn 

Aoia Clorts. How! Piince Volscius in love Ha, ha, h.i 
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Brisk, Seriously, ha, lia, ha. Ga^ I have, for 
all 1 lau^h. 

Froth. Ha, lia, ha ! What d’ye tliink I hiiinli 
at '! I la, ha, ha. o 

Brisk, Me 

I^. Froth. Xo the Denee take nio if I don’t hiniili 
at luy self ; for hang me if I have not a viol<*nt 
I'assion for Mr. Brisk, lia, ha, ha. 

Brisk. Seriously ? 

L. Froth. Seriously, ha. ha, ha. 

Bnsk. That's well enouoh ; Irt me perish, h.i. 
ha, ha. O miracailous. A\hat a happy I3isen\ei \. 
Ah my dear eharmmg J^atly Froth ! 

L. Froth, Oh my adored Mr. Brisk ! ) 

[Embrocc. 


SCENE MI. 

\l'o them] Lord FnoTJr. 

Ld. Froth, The Company are all ready— How 
now ! 

Brisk. Zoons, Ma<iam. there's my Lord. 

[Softly to hi r. 

L. Froth. Take no notice — hut observe me 

Now east ofl, and meet me at the lower end 

of the Hoiim, and then join Hands again ; 1 could 
teaeh my lainl this Dance purely, hut I vow*, .Mr. 
Brisk. 1 ean't tell how to eome so near any idher 
Man. Oh here's my Eord, now' you shall see me do 
it with him. 1 '^ 

[They pretend to practise part of a C'nuntry Dame. 

lal. Froth.- Oh I see there's no harm yet - 
Hut I <lon't like this Familiarity. 

Is. Froth . — .Shall >ou and I do our close 
Dance, to show Mr. Brisk 'f 

Ld. Froth. No. my Dear, <io it with him. 

E. Froth. I'll do it with him, my Eord, when you 
are out of the way. 

Brisk, That's good I'gad, that's good. Deuce 
take me 1 can hardly hohl laughing in his Face. 

[.'Is/de. 
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L(l. Froth. Any other time, my Dear, or >\e*II 
(limee it below. 

L. Froth. With all m\ Heart. 

Brisk. Come my J^oni, 1*11 ^\ait on yon M> 
charming witty Angel ! | To het . 

L. Froth. We .shall have whispering time enoinrh. 
\<ni know, since we are Partners. 

SCKXH VIII. 

Ladtf Plvant, and ( ahki.iiss. 

L. P. O Mr. Careless. Mr. Careless. I'm riiin <1, 
I'm undone. 

Care. What's the Matter, Madam ? 

L. P. () the unluek\‘st Accident, Tm afraid 
I shan't live to tell it you. 

Care. Heav'n forbid ! >Vhat is it ? 

1.. P. I’m in such a Kright : the strangest 

Quandary and Premunire ! I'm all o\cr in a 
l iuversal Agitation, I dare swear ever\ Circum- 
stance of me trembles. O your Jailer, >our 
better I Hy an unfortunate Mistake, I have given 
Sir Paul your better instead of his own. i- 

( are. That was unluekv. 

1.. P. O yonder he comes reading of it. for 
Heav'ns sake st<‘p in here aiul advise me ipucklv . 
Ik 1 1 ire he sees. 


SCEXK IX. 

Sir Paul xcith the Letlei. 

Sir Paul . — (1 I'rov ideiice, what a Conspiracy 
have I discover'd Hut let me see to make an 
an end on't. — (Beads) Hum - -l//cr Sapper in 
the Wardrobe bp the (iatlerp. Jf Sir Paul should 
surprize its. / have a i otumtssion from him to treat 
xiith you about the very ^tatter of Fact — Matter of 
Fact I Very pretty ; it seems then I am conducing 
to my own Cuckoldom : why this is the very 
traiterous Position of taking up Arms by m> 
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Authority, against ruy Person ! Well, let me see 

'TUI then I Inufinish in Expectation of inif 

adored iltarmer. 

Eping Ned. (’areleN^. 
(■ads-bud, Avoiild that were matter of Fact too. 
Die and be damn'd for a Jndas Maccabeus, and 
Iscariot both. O Frien<lshi|) ! What art thou but 
a Name ! Henceforward hd no Man make a Fiiend 
that would not be a t’uekold : For whomsoe\ er he 
n'ceives int<» his ilosom, will find the Way to lii^ 
He<l, and there return his Caresses with Interest 
to his Wife. Have 1 for this been pinion'd Niulit 
after Xijrlit for three Vt‘ars p.ast ? Have I b<*t ii 
swath'fl III iilankets 'till 1 have been e\in 
depri\'d of Motion? Have I approach'd tli<‘ 
Marriaj^e Hed with He\erenee as to a sacred 
Shrine, and <leny*<l niy self the Enjoyment of 
lawful Domestiek Pleasures to jireserve its Purit\. 
and must 1 now' lind it polluted by foreign 
Inhpiity ? <) my Lady Plyant, you were <*haste 

as lee, but you are melted now', and false as Wati r. 

Jhit l*ro\idenee has been constant to me m 
discovering this Conspiracy ; still I am beholden 
to Pro\ideuee, if it were not for Providence, sine 
poor Sir Paul thy Heart wouhl break. 

S V E N E X. 

\To }titn\ Lady 1*i.yant. 

L. P. So. .Sir, 1 see you have read the Letter, 
Well now, Sir Pant, what do you think of \<.mr 
Friend ('areless ? Has he been treacherous, or <lid 
you give his Insolence a License to make Trial 
4)f your Wife's suspected Virtue ? D'ye see here ? 

\Snatchcs the letter as in Anger. 
Look, reatl it ? (hid's my Life if I thought it were 
so, 1 w'ould this Moment renounce all Communica- 
tion with you. I'ngrateful Monster ! He ? Is it 
so ? Ay, I see it, a Plot upon my Honour ; your 
guilty Cheeks confess it : Oh where shall wrong'd 
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Virtue fly for Hepiinition ! I ll ht* <li\orc(*(l tliis 
Instant. \z 

Sir Paul, (iads-hiicl what shall T sa\ ? This is 
the strangest Surprize I Why I don’t know any 
thing at all, nor 1 don’t know whether there be any 
thing at all in the \Vorld, or no. 

I.. P. 1 thought I should try you, false Man. 
1 that never dissembled in my Idfe : Yet to make 
Trial of you, iiretendecl to like that Monster nt 
]ni<(uity, ('areless^ and found out that Contrivanre 
to let you see this Letter ; whieh now I find was 
of ycjur own imliting I rio Hrathen, 1 do ; see my 
Face* nt) more ; I’ll be divon*<*tl })resently. 

Sir i^aul. () strange, what will beeonH‘ t)f me I 
I'm St) amaz’d, and so o\erjoy’d, st) afraid, and so 
s()rr\ . Hut ditl \t)u gi\e mt“ this l.etter on 
Jhirpose, he Did you ? 

L. P. Did 1 ? Do you doubt me, I'lirk, Sarazen f 
1 have a (’ousin that's a Hroetor in th(‘ ( tunmons. 
I ll go to him instantlx. io 

Sir Paul. Hold, stay, 1 beseeeli your l^a<l>ship 
I’m so overjoy’tl, staN , I’ll eonfess all. 

L. P. What will you et)nf<*ss, ,Jew’ ? 

Sir Paul. Why nt)w as 1 hope tt) be saved, I hat I 
no Hand in this Letter Nay hear me, I beseeeh 
\t)ur Ladyship : 'I'lie DeMi take me now if he tiiti 
nt)t gt) beyontl m\ ( t>mmissit)n If I flesired him 
to dt) any more than speak a got)tl Wtinl tinly just 
for me ; (lads-bud only for poor Sir Paul. I'm an 
\nabaptist, or a Jew, or what you pleast* to 
eall me. o 

L. 7*. >Vhy is not here Matter of Faet ? 

Sir Paul. .\y, but by your riw'n Virtue anti 
Ftuitineney that matter of Faet is all his own 
doing. —I eonfess I had a great Desire tt) ha\t* 
st)me Honours eonferr'ti uj)on me, wdiieh lye all in 
your Ladyship’s Hreast, anti he being a well- 
spoken Man. I tlesired him to intereede for me. 

L. P. Did yt)u st). Presumption ! Oh ! he ct>mes. 
the Tnrquin et)nies ; I cannot l)ear his Sight. yj 



184 The Double-Dealer. Act iv. 

SCENE XL 

Carklkss, Sir Pai l. 

Care. Sir PnnU I ni glad I*ve met with you, 

‘gad I have said all I could, but can't prevail 

Then my Friendship to you has carry'd me a little 
farther in this Matter — * 

Sir Paul, Indeed Well Sir — — 1*11 dissemble 

with him a little. 

('ore. Why faith I liave in my Time known 
honest Gentlemen abused by a pretended Coynes^ 
ill their Wives, and I had a Mind to try my l/ady's 
Virtue --An<l when 1 could not prevail for you, 
‘gad I pretended to be in Love my self— but all in 
\ain, she would not hear a Word upon that 
Subject : Then I writ a Letter to her ; I don't 
know what ICffects that will have, but I II be sure 
to tell you when I do, tho* by this Taght I belie\e 
her Virtue is impregnable. 

Sir Patti. O I’rovidence ! Providence ! What 
Discoveries arc here made Why, this is better 
and more miracidous than the rest. 

('are. What do you mean ? 

Sir Paul. I can't tell you. I'm so overjoy’d ; 
come along with me to my Lady, I can't contain 
my self ; come my dear Friend. 

('are. So, so, so, this Diniculty's over. [.iside. 


SCENE XIL 

M Maskw lli , /rom different Doors. 

Mel. Mnskzvell I I have been looking for you - 
‘ti> within a Quarter of Eight. 

Mask. My Lady is just gone into my Lord‘.s 
Closet, you had best steal into her Chamber before 
she comes, and lye concealed there, otherwise she 
may lock the Dcnir when we are together, and you 
not easily get in to surprize us. 

Mel. lie ? You say true. 
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Mask. You had best make liaste, for after she 
has made some Apolojjy to the Company for her 
o\\n, and my lord's Absenee all this while, she'JI 
retire to her Chamber instantly. 12 

Mel. I go this Moment : N\)w Fortune 1 delie 
thee. 


SCKNK XIII. 

Maskwkll, alone. 

Mask. I confess you may be allow'd to bo 
secure in your own Opinion ; the Appearance is 
\ery fair, but 1 have an After-Game to play that 
shall turn the Tables, and here comes the Man 
that I must manage. 

SCKNE XIV. 

[To liini] Lord Tot ciiwoon. 

J.d. T. Maskivell, you are the Man 1 wish'd to 
meet. 

Mask. 1 am happy to be in the way of your 
]..ordship's t'ommaiifis. 

Ld. Touch. I have always fouml >ou prudi iit 
aii<| carehil in any thing that has concern'd me or 
my Family. 

Mask, i were a Villain else -I am bound by 
Outy and Gratitude, and mv ow'ii Inclination, to 
be ever your J-^ordship’s Servant. jo 

J-d. Touch. Knough - You arc niy Frieml ; 
I know it : Yet there has been a thing in your 
Knowledge, which has concern'd me nearly, that 
you have conceal'd from me. 

Mask. My Ixird I 

Kd. Touch. Nay, I excuse your Friendshij) to 
my unnatural Nephew thus far— But I know you 
have been privy to his impious Designs upon my 
Wife. This Ev'ning she has told me all : Her go<Ml 
Nature conceard it as long as was possible ; but 
he perseveres so in Villany, that she has told me 
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even you were weary of dissuading him, though 
you have once aetiiailv hindered him from forcing 
her. 

Mask. I am sorry, my I.c»rd, I can't make you 
an Answer ; this is an Occasion in which I would 
not willingly be silent. 

Ld. Touch. I know you would evciise him - 
An<l I know as well that you can't. 

Mask. Indeed I was in Hopes fluid been a 
\outhfui Heat that might have soon boil'd over : 
iuit - 

Ld. Touch. Say on. 

Mask. I have nothing more to say, my Lonl 
Hut to express my Concern ; for I think his 
Frenzy increases daily. 

Ld. Touch. How ! (iive me but Proof of it. 
Ocular Proof, that I may justifie my Dealing wdth 
him to the World, and share my Fortunes. 

Mask. O iny Lord ! consider that is hard : 
Hesides, time may work npon him : Then; for 
me to do it ! I liave profess'd an everlasting 
Friendship to him. 4 ? 

Ld. Touch. He is your Friend, and what am I i 

Ma.sk. I am answered. 

li. Touch. Fear not his Dispk^asure ; I will put 
you out of his, and Fortune's Power, and for that 
thou art scrupulously honest, I wdll secure thy 
Fidelity to him, and give my Honour never to own 
any Discovery that you shall make me. Can you 
give me a demonstrative PrcKif ? Speak. 51 

Mask. I w'ish I could not To be plain, my 
I.ord, I intended this F!lv'ning to have try'd all 
Arguments to dissuade him from a Design, which 
I suspect ; an<l if I ha<i not succeeded, to ha\c 
informed your Lordship of w hat I knew'. 

Ld. Touch. I thank you. What is the Villain's 
Purpose ? 

Ma.sk. He has own'd nothing to me of late, and 
what I mean now', is only a bare Suspicion of my 
own. If your Lordsliip will meet me a Quarter of 
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:tii Hour hence there, in tliiit Lobby by iny Liuly's 
Heit-C hainber, 1 shall be able tt> tell yc»u more. 

Lil. Touch. I will. 

Mask’, My Oiity to your I>.or(lship. makes me 
(1<» a severe Piece of Justice. 

Ld. Touch. I will be secret, and reward >(Mir 
Honesty beyoml your IIoj>es. 

S C K X K X\ . 

S( h’.NK opening shnes f.atip Toi c 11 wood’s 
( 'hmnher. 

M !•: L I J-: Fc > N r Solu v . 

Me!. Pray Heav'n m\ Aunt keep toucdi with 
her Assignation. Oh that her Lord wen* but 
swt*atinjj behind this Han|/in^, with tin* hXpccta- 
ti<ni of what I shall see I list, she comes 
Little does she think what a .Mine Is just reacly t<> 
•'prin^ under her Feet. Ihit to my Post. 

behind the Hangings, 

S C K X K XVI. 

Lady Toiciiwooo. 

L. Touch. 'Tis Ki^ht a (’liK’k : Methinks I should 
haw found him here. Who does not prevent tlu‘ 
Hour of Lov^e, outstays the Time ; for to be dully 
punctual, is too slow. I was ac(‘usinR vou of 
Xcolcct. 


S C K N K XVII. 

Lady Toi chwood, Maskwi:i.i., 

M K L LK Fo NT ubsco u di ng . 

Mask. I ('onfess you do reproach me when 1 see 
you here before me ; but 'tis Ht I should be still 
l>ehind hand, still to be more and more indebteil t<» 
>our Goodness. 
absconding] hidinj^. 
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L. Touch, You can excuse a Fault too well, 
not to have been to blame — A ready answer 
shews you were prepar'd. 

Mask, Guilt is ever at a Loss, and Confusion 
waits upon it ; when Innocence and bold Truth 
are always ready for Kxpression — lo 

L. Touch, Not in I^ove ; Words are the weak 
.Support of cold Indifference ; Love has no 
language to be heard. 

Mask, Kxcess of Joy has made me stupiil I 
Thus may my Lips be ever clos’d. (Kisses hci,) 
And thus Oh who would not lose his Speech, upon 
condition to have Joys above it ? 

li. Touch, Hold, let me lock the Door first. 

[(iocs to the Door, 

Mask. (Aside.) That I believ'd ; ’twas Well 
I left the private Passage open. 

L. Touch. So, that's safe. 

Mask. And so may all your Pleasures be, ami 
secret as this Kiss 

3/t7, And may all Treachery be thus discover'*!. 

[Leaps out. 

I.. 7'ouch. Ah ! [Shneks. 

Mel. Villain ! [(Offers to draic. 

Ma.sk. Nay then, there's but one Way. 

out. 

SCKNE XVIII. 

Ladp Toix’ii\vo<^i), Mellkkont. 

Mcl. Say you so, were you provided for an 
Escape Hold, Madam, you have no more Hole-* 
to your Hurroiigh, I'll stand between you and tlii*^ 
Sally-Port. 

I^. Touch. Thunder strike thee dead for this 
Deceit, immediate Lightning blast thee, me an<l 

the whole World Oh ! I eould rack my self, play 

the Vulture to iny own Heart, and gnaw it piece- 
meal, for not l>oding to me this Mismrtune. 

Mel. Be Patient.— — jo 

L. Touch. Be Damn'd. 
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Mel. Consider I have you on the lh>ok ; you 
will but flounder your self a weary, and he 
nevertheless my Prisoner. 

L. Touch. I'll hold my Breath and die, but I'll 
he free. 

Mel. O Madam, have a eare «)f <l>in>f unpre- 
par'd, I doubt you have some imrepented Sins 
that may han^ heavy, and retard your Flight. 

L. Touch 0 ! what shall I do ? say ? Whither 
shall I turn ? Has Hell no Bemedy V 

Mel. None, Hell has serv'd you e\‘n as Hea\'n 
lia'* done, left you to your self. \’oirre in a 
kind of Krasmufi Paratliee : vet if v ou please >011 
mav make it a Purgatory: and with a little 
IVnanee and my Absolution all this mav turn to 
yood Aeeount. 27 

Touch. {Aside.) Hold m my Passion, and fall, 
fall a litcle thou swellinj* Heart : let me have 
some Intermission of this Ba^e, and on<‘ Minute's 
C otilness to dissemble. [She xceeps. 

Mel. You have been to blame. I likt* thosi* 
'hears, ami hope they are of the purest kind 
Penitential Tears. 

I-. Touch. O the Seene was shift efi <piiek before 
uie I had not time to tliink I was surprisi'd 
to see a Munster in the (ilass, and now I find 'tis 
mv self; C’an vou have Merrv to forgive the 
Faults I have imagin'*!, Imt nev<*r put in Pra<’tiee 
() eonsitler, eonsider how fatal >ou havi* been 
to me. you have alreadv kill'd the Quiet of this 
lafe. I'he Love of vou, was the first waml'rint: 
Fire that «*'er misled iiiv Steps, and while I had 
<»nly that in View, I was betray'd into imtlion;;ht 
of Ways of Buin. 

Mel. May I believe this true ? 4 '* 

I-. Touch. O be not enielly inercuhilous 

r; h.rasmus Pai .idiCr', 1 «• ' cui'^Im <1 lwlv\t en lli»- two 

as thrv haiin up Lra^ain" Iihum If, brlwixt Hr.ivru 
•nul Hrll ’ Iiitrodncle'ii to L’l^tiaum li aii'late *11 of the 
oll-jquica (Sual^u•r^ ) 
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How can you doubt these streaming Eyes ? Keep 
the severest Eye o'er all my future Uonduet : and 
if 1 f)nce relapse, let me not hope Forgiveness, ‘t^\lll 
e\er be in your P(»wer to ruin me My Eord shall 
sign to your Desires ; I will my self create yoiir 
Happiness, and ('ynthin shall be this Night yniir 
Hride -Do but conceal my Failings, and forgive. 

Mel. I'pon such Terms I will be ever yours in 
ev’ry honest Way. 


SCENE XIX. 

Maskwkli. softli/ inlroilitcfft Lord 
Toi ciiwooiJ, and retires. 

Mask. I have kept my Word, he's here, but 
I must not be seen. 

SCENE XX. 

Ladff Torc'iiwooi), l^ord Toiciiw ood, 
Mr.I.LKKONT. 

I.d. Toarh. Hell and Amazement, she's in Tears. 

E. Toaeh. {Kneeling) Internal Itlessings thank 

you Ha! M\ Ia)nl list'ning ! O Fortune has 

o'erpahl me all, all ! all's my own ! [Aside. 

Mel. Nay, I beseech you rise. 

L. Touch, {.ilottd.) Ne\er, never ! I'll grow to 
the Ground, be buried <|uiek beneath it,e'erril be 
consenting to so ilamn'd a Sin as Incest ! un- 
natural Incest ! 

Mel. Ha ! 

1.. Touch. O cruel Man. will you not let me go 
— I'll forgive all that's j)ast () Heav'n, you will 
not ravish me ! 

Mel. Damnation ! 

lal. Touch. Monster, Dog ! your Life shall 
answer this 

[DruiC.v and runs at Mellefont is held by Lady 
Touch woo<L 
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Touch. O Hoav'ns niy Lord ! Hohi, hold for 
lleav'ns sake. 

Mel. C'onfiision, niy I n<*lo ! C) the <i:iniird 
Sorceress . .'o 

L. Touch. M(»derate your Haj;e, ^ooci iny Lont ! 
He's Ma<t, alas he's mad Imleeci he is my LonI, 
iiiut knows not what he does See how \%d<l he 
looks. 

Mel. Hy Heav'ii 'twere senseless lud in he mad, 
and see sueh Witchcraft. 

1-.. Touch. ]\Iv J^ord, von hear him. he talks 
i<lly. 

Ld. Touch. Hence from my Si^ht, thou h\iii;; 
Infamy to my Name ; when next 1 see that Fac*r, 
I'll write Villain in't with my Sword's Point. o 
Mel. Now, hy my Soul, I will not j^o 'till 1 haNc 
made known iny Wron>?s Nay. 'till I ha\e 
made know'n yours, which (if possihh*) are greater 
though she has all th<‘ Host fif Hell her Servants. 
L. Touch. .Alas he raves ! Talks M‘ry IVietry ! 
For Heav'iis siike away my Lord, lu'Il either 
1emj>t you to Hxtrava^anee, or commit some 
himself. v) 

Mel. Deatli and Furies, will you not hear me - - 
Why hy Hea\'n she laughs, ^riiis, points to your 
Hack ; she forks out ( uekoldom with her Fiiijfcrs, 
aiul yoifre running Horn-mad after your F»»rtune. 
[.'I.v she is.fioiug she turns hack and smiles at him. 

Ld. Touch. 1 fear he's mad indi'cd l.,et's 
i^end.MaskiVell to him. 

.ytel. Send him t«) her. 

L. Touch. Come, come, pood my Lord, my 
Heart akes so, I shall faint if I sta\ . 

SCENE XXL 

M K LLKFONT alOflC. 

Mel. O I could curse my Stars, Fate, arnl 
Chance ; all Causes and Accidents of Fortune in 
this Life ! But to what Puq>ose ? Vet, 'sdeath, 
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for a Man to have the Fruit of all his Industry 
prow full and ripe, ready to <lrop into his Mouth, 
and just when he holds out his Hand to gather it, 
to have a sudden Whirlwin<i eoine, tear up Tree 
and all, and bear away the very Hoot and Founda- 
tion of his Hopes ; What Temper can contain ? 
They talk of sending Maskivell to me ; I never 
had more need of him Hut what can he do ? 
Imagination cannot form a fairer and more 
plausible Design than this of his which has mis- 
carried— O my precious Aunt, I shall never 
thrive without 1 <leal with the Devil, or another 
Woman. 

W'amt'n like Flames have a deslroif 'ni^ Foivr^ 

Seer to he fjaeneh'd, 'till they themselves deiour. 

S C' K \ IC shuts. 


ACT V. SCENE I. 

Lady Touehw'o(»d aud Maskwell. 

Lady Toi c hwood. 

Was*t not lueky ? 

Mask. Lueky ! Fortune is your «)wn, and 'tis 
luT Interest so to be : by Heav'ii I believe you 
can c«>ntroul her lN>w'r, and she fears it : though 
( hanee brought my Lord, ’twas your own Art 
that turn'd it to Advantage. 

L. Tnueh. *Tis true it might have been my 
Huin -Hut yonder's my Lonl, I believe he's 
coming to fin<l you. I'll not be seen. 


S C K X K II. 

Maskw’Ell, atone. 

Mask. So : I durst not own my introducing my 
Lord, though it succeeded w'ell for her, for she w'ould 
have suspected a Design which I should have been 
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zzled to excuse. My Lord is thoii>;htful * I'll 
so too ; yet he shall know iiiy 'Fhoii^hts ; or 
ink he does - - 


SCK NK III. 

\To him] I^rd Toi ciiwooo. 

Mask. ^Vhat have I don»‘ 

Ld. Ttmrh. Talking to hiinseli' ! 

Mask. 'Twas Injnest and shall 1 hr rewarded 
it ? No, ’twas hoiU'st. thrrrfore I shan't : 
Nay, rather therefore I <ni»rht not ; for it 
vanis it self. 

L. Touch. rne(|uaird \’irtu<‘ I j.l.s/r/e. 

Mask. Ihit should it he known ! then I hav(‘ 
t a Friend ! 1I(‘ was an ill Man, and I have 
n'd : for half rny self I lent him. and that I have 
ail'd : so I have served iny self, and what is yet 
ter, I have serveil a worthy Lonl to whom 1 
e iny self. ij 

[..d. Touch. J^^xeellent Man ! [.isidc. 

Mask. ’Wd I am wreteh(“d () there is a Sieret 
nis v\ithin this Jireast, which should it once 
ze forth, would ruin all, consume my horu'st 
iracter, and hraiid me with the Name of Villain, 
al. Touch. Ha ! i<) 

Mask. Why <io I love I Yet Heav'n and my 
king Conscience are my ^Vltnesses, I never gave 
; working Thought a Vent ; which might dis- 
er that I lt»v'd, nor ever must ; no, let it 
y upon my Heart ; for 1 would rather die, 
n seem once, hardy seem, dishonc^st : O. 
uld it once he known I love fair ('ynthin, all 
^ that I have iloiie would look like Rival's 
lice, false Friendship t>o my Ia>rd, an<l base 
F-interest. Let me perish first, ancl from this 
ur avoid all Sight and Speech, and, if 1 can. 
Thought of that pernicious Reauty. Ha ! 
t what is niy Distraction doing ? 1 am wildly 
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talking to niy self, and some ill C’hanee mi^ht have 
directed malicious Kars this way. 

{Seems tn shirt, seeing mij l^rd, 
lid. Touch. .Start iu>t let j'uilty and dishonest 
Souls start at the Revelation of their Tlu)u^hts, 
but be tlu)U fixM, as is thy \'irtue. 

Musk, 1 am confounded and be^ your Lord- 
ship's Pardon for thf)se free Discourses which 
1 ha\ c had with my self. 4 i> 

li. Touch. Come, I be*; y<Hir Pardon that 1 over- 
heard you, and \et it shall not need -Honest 
Mnskivell ! thy and my jrood (ienius lt‘d me 
hither Mine, in that 1 havt* diseover'd so much 
manly \’irtue ; thine, m that thou shalt have due 
Reward of all thy \V<»rth. (iive me thy Hand 
my Nephew is the alone remaining Hraneh erf all 
our ancient KamilN ; him 1 thus blow away, and 
<*onstitute thee m his room to be my Heir 
Musk. Now Hca\'n forbid 

\a\. Touch, No mor<‘ 1 have rcsoI\'<l I’hc 
Writin^rs aie ready drawn, and wanted nothing 
but to be sign'd, and have his Name inserted 
Yours will fill the Hlank as well -I will have no 
Reply Let me command this tim<* ; for 'tis the 
last, in which I will assume Authoritv hereafter, 
you shall rule where I have Power. 

Mask. 1 humblv woiiM Petition 
Ld. Touch. Is't for voiir self? [.Mask. p(iuscs.\ 
I'll hear of nou;;ht for any Rody else. t>*> 

Mask. Then Witness Heav'n for me, this 
Wealth and Honour was not of m\ seeking, nor 
woulil I build my Fortune on another's Rum : 
1 had but one Desire 

Ld. Touch. Thou shalt enjoy it If all I’m 
worth 111 Wealth or Interest can purchase Cijuthia, 
she is thine. I'm sure Sir Paul^ ('onsent will 
follow F*irtune ; I'll quickly show him which wav 
that is jxoin*;. 

Mask. You oppress me with Rounty : my 
Gratitude is weak, and shrinks beneath the W ei^ht. 
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and cannot rise to thank yon What, enjoy niy 
Lo\e! Forgive the Transports of a lilcssin^ so 
unexpected, so iinhop'd for, so niithou^ht of! 

Ld. Touch. 1 will conlirni it, and rejoice with 
thee. 

SC’KNK IV. 

Maskw I- M. uloue. 

Mush. This is pnisp' rolls indeed Why let 
linn find me out a Villain, settled m Possi-ssion 
of a fair Kstate, and full Fruition of my Love, Fll 
hear tin* Hailm^s of a losing (iamester tint 
sln)uM lie lind me out before ! 'tis dangerous to 
delay Let me think shoii'd m\ Lonl proceed 
to treat opeiilv of m> Marriage with (’tjuthui. all 
must he discoN'er'd, and MeUeJuut can he no lonj^er 
hlinded. It must not he: na\ . shou'd my 
Lad\ know it a\ , thi'ii were fim* Wjirk indeed ! 
Her Fury wou'd sjiare nothing, tho* she involv'd 
her self in lliiin. Xo, it must h<‘ hy Strata;(em 
I must deceive* MeUefout onc*<* more, and ^ct my 
Lord t(» consent to iiiN private Mana;{(*ment. He 
eomes opportunely Now w'lll I, m my old way, 
<lisco\er the whole aiul r<‘al truth of the Matter 
to Inin, that he may not suspect one Word on't. 
.Vo Mush like open Truth tn cover Lies, 

As to fio Sahe/i is the best Disf^uise. 

S ( K N K V. 

[ To him\ Mi:].lk font . 

Mel. 0 MuskTcctl, what Hojies ? I am con- 
founded in a nia/.e of Thoughts, each leadmir intf) 
one another, anrt all emlin^ in Perplexity. My 
I nele will not see, nor liear me. 

Musk. No matter. Sir, don't trouble your Head, 
all's in my Power. 

Mel. How ? For Heav'ns sake ? 
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Mask, IJttle do you think that your Aunt has 

kept her Word, How the Devil she wrought my 

Lord into this Dotage, I know not ; but he*s 
gone to Sir Paul about my Marriage with Cynthia, 
and has appointed me his Heir. 12 

McL 'the Devil he has ! What's to be done ? 

Mask, I have it, it must be by Stratagem : for 
it's vain to make Application to him. 1 think 
1 have that in iny Head that cannot fail : Where's 
Cynthia ? 

Mel. In the (iarden. 

Mask, Le t us go and consult her, my Life for 
yours, 1 clieat m\ Lord. 20 


SCENE VI. 

Lord 'rouenwooD, Lady Touchwood. 

L. Touch, Maskxvell your Heir, and marry 
Cynthia ! 

lal. Touch, 1 cannot <lo too much, for so much 
Merit. 

1 4 . Touch, Hut this is a thing of too great 
Moment to be so suddenly resolv'd. Why 
Cynthia ? Why must he be marry'd ? Is there 
not Hc>\ard enough in raising his low Fortune, 
but he must mix his Hlood with mine, and wed 
my Niece ? How know you that my Hrother will 
consent, or she Y Nay, he himself perhaps ma\ 
have Affections otherwhere. 12 

Ld. Touch. No, 1 am convinc'd he loves her. 

L. Touch. Maskiccll love ( ynthia, imi>ossihle ! 

Ld. Touch. I tell you, he confess'*! it to me. 

L. Touch. Confusion ! How's this 1 

Ld. Touch. His Humility long stifled his 
Passion : And his h>ve of Mellefont woiihl have 
made him still eonc*eal it. Hut by Eneouragenumt . 
1 wrung the Secret from him ; and know lie's no 
way to be rewarded but in her. I'll defer my 
farther Proceedings in it, 'till you have consider'd 
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it : but remember how we are botli iiuiebted to 
}itm. 

SCENE VII. 

Lady Touchwood alum’. 

L. Touch. Both indebte<l to him ! Yes, we are 
both indebted to liim. if you knew all. \ illain ! 
Oh, I am wild with thi^ Surprjze of Treachery : 
It is impossible, it cannot be. lie Ion e 
( ynthia ! What have I been Bawd to his Designs, 
his Property only, a baiting Place I Now 1 se<* 
what made him false to .Mcllcfout . Slianu' and 

Distraction ! I cannot bear it, oh I what ^Voman 
can bear to be a Property ? 'I'o be kindled to 
a Flame, onl\ t<» liuht him to another's Arms ; 
oh I that I were Fire indeed, that I mij^ht burn the 
Nile Traitor. ^^'hat shall I «lo ? How '^hall I 
think ? I cannot think. All my Designs are 
lost, my Love unsateil, my Heven^e imtinisird, 
and fresh ciiuse of Fury from unthoii^ht <d 
l*lai;ues. 


SCENE MIL 
\Tf> her] Sir Pai l. 

Sir Paul. Madam, Sister, m\ Lad\ Sister, did 
\(iii see my i^ady my Wife ? 

L. Touch. Oh I 'Fort lire ! 

Sir Paul. Oads'bud, I can't find her hi^h nor 
low ; where i*an she be, think you '! 

L. Touch. Where she's ser\ ini.; \oij. as all sour 
Se\ oii^ht to be ser\ ; iiiakin;! > ou a Beast. 
Don't you know that you're a Fool, Brother ? 

Sir Paul. .\ Ftiol : he. he, he, yriu're merr\ — 
Nf), no. not I, 1 know no such .Matter. 10 

L. Touch. Why then % ou don't know half \<iur 
Happiness. 

6 Property Tool, Used ni the 'iamc sens»* l>\ L.idy 
Wi^htort in The Way nf the World, v. i 
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Sir Paul. That's a Jest with all my Heart, faith 
an<l troth. Hut harkee, my Lord told me 
something a Revolution of things ; I don't 

know what to make on't, Gads-biid I must 

eonsult my Wife, he talks of disinheriting his 
Nephew : and I don't know what. Look you. 
Sister, 1 must know what my (iirl has to trust to ; 
or not a Syllable of a Wedding, Chids-bud to 
shew you that I am n<»t a Fool. 21 

L. Touch. II<*ar me : eonsent to the breaking 
off this Marriage, an<l the promoting any other, 
without eonsulting me, and I'll renounee all 
Hlood, all Relation and (‘oneern with you for 
ever, nay. I'll be your Knemy, and pursut* you to 
Destruetion, I'll tear your Kyes out, and tread you 
under my Feet. 

Sir I*<tul. Why, what's the Matter now' ? (iood 
Lord, what's all this for ? Pooh, here's a Joke 
indeed- Why, where's my Wife ? u 

L. T(uifh. With IV/re/e.vs, in the elose Arbour ; 
he may want you by this time, as muc‘h as you 
want her. 

Sir Paul, <), if slie be with Mr. IV/re/rw, *tis 
well enough. 

L. Touch, F<f<»l, Sot, insensible Ox 1 Hut 
remember what I siiui to \ou, or \ ou liad belter 
eat your own Ib^rns, by this Light you had. v> 

Sir Paul. You're a passionate Woman, (iads- 
binl, Hut to say Truth, all our Family are 
Choleriek : I am the only peaeeable Person 
amongst 'em. 


S (' E N K IX. 

Mellkkovt, Maskw’kll and rYvniix. 

J/i7. I know' n<i other Way hut this he has 
propos'd: if you base L<»ve enough to run the 
Venture. 

Cynt. I don't know whether I ha\e Lo\e 
enough,— but I find I have Obstinaey enough to 
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pursue wlmtever 1 have onee rest>lv'<l ; and a true 
Female (’oura^e lo oppose any thiii^T that resists 
iiiy Will, tho* 'tw<‘re lieason it s(*lt’. 

Mask. That's rij^ht. Well, I'll secure the 
Writings, and run the Hazard alon^ with mmi. i<> 

(\tfnt. Hut how can the (‘oach and Si\ Horses 
be pot ready without Suspicion ? 

Mask. Leave it to my l'ar<‘ : that shall he s<» 
far from heiiip suspe<‘te<L that it shall he p<d 
rcadv hv m\ Lord's <iwn Order. 

Mr I. How ? 

Mask. Wh\ , I intend to tell my Lord the w hol<* 
Matter of our ('ontri> ance, that's m\’ waN . 

Mri. I don't understand you. m 

Mask. Why, I'll tell my Lord. I laid this Plot 
with you, on pur|>osc to hedray you : and that 
which put me upon it , was, the tindinp it impossihh* 
to pain the Lady an\ other wa\ . hut m the Hope's 
of luT marrvinp vou. 

Mrl. So * ‘ 

Mask. .So, why so, w hile >ou're husied in makinp 
\our self ready. I'll wheedle her int«> the Coach : 
and instead of \ou, borrow* my Loril's Chaplain, 
and so run awav with her my self. 

Mel. O I conceive \ou. you'll tell him so ? i*. 

^Mask. Tell him sol a\ : why you don't think 
I mean to d<» so ? 

Mel. No. ; ha, ha, I dare swear thou will 
not . 

Mask. The-refore for our farther .SecuiitN' 

I would ha\e you dispens'd like a Parson that d 
my Lonl should ha\ c* Furiosity to peep, he ma\ 
not discover you in the C'<iach, hut tliirik the 
Cheat is carrieil <ui as he wouhl have* it. 3 '. 

Mel. Kxcellent Maskicell ! theai wert ccrtainl\ 
meant fe»r a Statesman or a .Jesuite, hut thou art 
t(K» honest for one, and too pious for the e»ther. 

yiask. Well, ped your selves rcaely, arul mee*t 
me in half an Hour, yonder in my Lady's Drcssinp- 

41 Jesuite] A refercncf to the Pnpi^-h Plot. 
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Room ; by the back Stairs, and so we may slip 
down without being observ’d. — I'll send the 
Chaplain to you with his Robes ; 1 have made 

him Illy own, and ordereil him to meet us to 

Morrow Morning at St. Albans : there we w'ill sum 
up this Account, to all our Satisfactions. so 

Mel. Shoidd I begin to thank or praise thee, 
I should waste the little time we have. 

S C K X K X. 

Cynthia. Maskwkll. 

.\fask. Madam, you will be ready ? 

(\ifnt. I will be punctual to the Minute. 

{(roitif*. 

Mask. Stay, I have a Doubt -I’pon second 
Thoughts, we had ladter meet m the Chaplain's 
Chamiier here, the corner Chamber at this end of 
the (iallery, there is a back way into it, so that 
you need not come through this Door and a Pair 

of private Stairs leading down to the Stables 

It will be more convenient. q 

('ffnt. I am guided by you, but Mellefont will 
mistake. 

Mask. No. no. I'll after him immediately, and 
tell him. 

Cynt. I ^%ill not fail. 

SC END XI. 

Mvskwkll alone. 

Mask. Why, ynt vnlt decipi devipiatar. — 'Tis 
no Fault of mine, I have told 'em in plain Terms, 
how easie 'tis for me to cheat ’em : and if they 
will not hear the Serpent's Hiss, they must be 
stung into Experience, and future Caution. — Now’ 

to prepare my Lord to consent to this.- ^But 

iirst I must instruct my little Levite : there is 
no Plot, publick or private, that can expect to 
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prosper without one of them has a Fiiifier in*t. he 
promised me to be w'lthin at this Ihmr, Mr. 
SnygrncCy Mr. Say^race, 

[f7or.9 to the Chamber Door, and knocks. 

S( KNK XII. 

Maskwkll, Say(;u\ci:. 

Mr. Saygracfy (looking out.) .Sweet Sir, I will but 
pen the last Line of an Aerostiek. and b<‘ with 
you in the twinkling of an KJaeulation. in the 
pronounein^ of an Amen, or before you ean 

Mask. Na\ , ^ood Mr. Sayfirnce <lo not prolong 
the Time, by desc*ribin^ to im* the Sh«)rtness of 
> our .Stay ; rather if you j)lc*ase, defer the finishing 
of your \Vit, and ltd us talk about our Husiness, 
it shall be Tithes in your \\a\ . 9 

Sayg. {Enters) You shall prevail. I would 
break off in tlie midille of a Sermon \n do >011 
a Pleasure. 

.Mask. You could not do me a ^rreater, except - 
the Husiness in hand -Have you pro\ idi^d a Habit 
for Me lief Old ? 

Sayfi. I ha\e, they are ready in my Chamber, 
together wdth a clean stareh’d Hand and Cuffs. 

Mask. (■oo<l, let them be earry'd to him, 
have you stitched the fiowii SU*c*% e, that 1 h‘ may be 
pii/.zled, and waste time 111 putting it on ? 20 

Sayg. I have : the Gown will not be indmd 
without Perph'xity. 

Mask. Meet me in half an Hour, here in your 
own ( haniber. When Cynthia ef)mes, h-t there 
be no Light, and do not speak, that she may not 
distinguish you from Mellefont. I'll urge haste, to 
excuse your .Silence. 

Sayfl. You have no more Commands ? 

^lask. None, your Text is short. 

Sayg. Hut pithy, and 1 will handle it with 
Discretion. 31 

Mask. It will be the first you have so serv'd. 



202 The Double-Dealfr. 


Act V 


SCKXE XIII. 

Isord Toi cifwooi), Mvskwkll. 

Lfl. Touch. Siin* 1 was Ixini to lu* oontrolloil l)y 
tli()S(‘ I shoiilfi cornmaiirl : My very Slaves will 
shortly ^?ive me Rules how I shall <rovern them. 

Mask'. I am eoiieeruM to see \oiir Lordship 
diseomposM. 

Ld. Touch. Have you se(*n my Wife lately, or 
disoblig'd her ? 

Mask. No mv I-ord. \Vhat eaii this mean ! 

Ld. Touch, 'riien Mcllcjout has ur^'d some 
Hody to meense her Something she has heard 
of you w’hieh earries her beyond the Hounds of 
l\itienee. u 

Mask. This I fear’d. (Aside.) Did not your 
Lordship tell of the Honours you desi^rn'd me ? 

Ld. Touch. Yes. 

Mask. 'Tis that ; you know m> Lady has a hi^h 
Sjurit, she thinks I am unw(»rthy. 

L<l. Touch. I'riw'orthy ! 'Tis an itmorant I*ride 
in lier to think so Honesty to me is true 
Nobility. However, 'tis my Will it shall be so, 
and that shou'd be eonvimdn^ to her as mueli as 
Reason— Hy Heav'n, I'll not be Wife-Ridden; 
were it possible, it shoii'*! be done this Ni^ht. 23 

Mask. Hy Heav’n he meets my \\ ishes. (. tsidc.) 
Few Thin<;s are impossible to willing Minds. 

Ld. Touch. Instruet me how' this may be done, 
you shall see I want no Inelination. 

Mask. I had laid a Mnall Desi^^n for to Morrow' 
(as Lo\e will be inventing) whieh I thoiij/ht to 
eommumeate to your Lordsdiip Hut it may be as 
well done to Ni^ht. 31 

Ld. Here's company - Come this way, 

and tell me. 
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S C K N K XIV. 

C’ VKKi.r.'^s (iNfi C ^Nniiv. 

( are. Is not tliiit he, ntiw ^one <iut witli inv 
Loni ? 

('/////. Yes. 

('are. Hy Heuv'n there's Trejiehory 'I’he ( oii- 
hisioii tliiit I siiw N'oiir Kiither iii. my Ljidy Taitefi- 
:iv^o</‘s l*iissi<>ri, with what imperleetly 1 <>\ei- 
h(‘:inl between my LnnI ami her. eontirm me m 
m\ Fears. \Vhere*s Mellefoat ? 

('iftft. Here lie eomes. 


S ( K \ K XV. 

[7’<> them] i . 

('ifat. I)i<i Maskxcett tell \ on an\ tlim;^ of the 
( liaplain's Chamber ? 

Mel. No; m\ Dear, will \ on mt ready tin* 
'riimjTs are all in ms ChamiKT ; I want nothin;; 
but the Habit. 

('are. You are betray'd, and .Mtiskitefl is the 
Villain 1 always thoti;;ht him. 

( f/nt. When you were pine. In* said his .Muni 
was cdian^'d, and lud me meet him in the Chap- 
lam’s Hoorn, pri’leiniiiij.; imnn-diately to follow you, 
.Old j^ixe \ou Notiei*. o 

.Mel. How ! 

('ftre. There's Sat/Uraee tripping; b\ witli a 
Bumlle under his Arm He cannot be i;rnoraiit 
that Maskxvell means to use his ( hamber ; let’s 
follow* ami examine him. 

Mel. 'Tis loss of Time I cannot think him 
false. 

S C K N E XVT. 

(’YNTifiA, Lon! Tm ciiwood. 

( ytd. My Lord musing ! 

Ld. Touch. He lias a quick Invention, if this 
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were suddenly dcsij^n'd -Yet he siiys he had 
prepar'd iny Chaplain already. 

( ffnt. How's this ! Now I fear indeed. 

L<1. Touch. Cynthia here ! Alone, fair Cousin, 
and inelaneholy ? 

('ynt. Your Lordshi|> was thoughtful. 

Ld. Touch. My Thoughts were on serious 
Business, not worth your hearing. lo 

Mine were on Treaehery c‘oneerninj4 you. 
and may he w’orth >our lu'arin^. 

lid. Touch. Treaeher\ eoneernm*: me ! pray he 
plain Hark ! What Noise ! 

Mask, iii'ithin.) Will \ou not heiir me? 

L. Touch, (zvithin.) No. Monster ! Traitor ! No. 

Cyut. My Lady and Maskzccll I this may he 
lucky Sly liOrd, let me mtreat you to stand 
behiml this Skreen, an<l listcai : perhaps this 
(’hanee may jjfive you l*roof of what you ne'er 
could have believ'd from my Suspicions. 

SCENK XVII. 

Lady Torciiwoon iciih a Danner. MvsK^\l:LI. : 
Cynthia and Lord Toi'ciiwoon ahscund, listninfi. 

L. Touch. You >\.int hut Leisure to invent 
fresh Falshoo<l, and sooth me to a fond Belief of 
all your Fictions ; hut I will stab the Lie that's 
foriiiin^r in your Heart, and save a Sin. in pity to 
your Soul. 

Mask. Strike then Since you will ha\ e it so. 

L. Touch. Ha ! A steady Villain to the last ! 

Mask. Lome. \\li\ do yon dally with me thus ? 

1.. Touch. Thy .stubborn Temper shocks me, ami 
you knew it would — -this is Cunninj; all, and not 
i'ourajre : no, 1 know thee w(‘ll : But thovi shalt 
miss thy .Aim. 

Mask. Ha, ha, ha. 

li. Touch, Ha I Do you mock my Ba^e ? 
Then this shall punish your fond, rash Contempt ! 
A^ain Smile ! IL’ofs to strike. 
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And siifh ji Smile as speaks in Ambij;uity ! IVn 
thousand Meanings lurk in each Corner ol that 
various Face. i.) 

0 ! That they were written in thy Heart, 'I'liat 
I, with this, might lay thee open to my Sight ! 

Hut then 'twill he too late to know - 

Thou hast, thou hast foun<l tht‘ only way to turn 
my Hage ; Too well thou know'st my jealous Soul 
cou'd never bear I ’neertainty. Speak then, and 
tell me Yet are you silent ? Oh, I am wilder'ti 
in all l*assions ! Hut thus my Anger melts. 
(llVe/i.v) Here, take this Honyard, for my very 
Spirits faint, and I v^ant Strength to hold it, thou 
hast disarmM my Soul. [dives the Dapper. 

Ld. Toueh. Amazement shakes me Where will 
this <-nd ? 

Mask', So, 'tis well let your w’lld Fury haNe 
a \*ent ; ami when \ou ha\<* 'i'emtier. tell me. 

li. Touch. Now’, now, now' I am calm, and <*aii 
hear you. 

Mask. (Asitie.) 'I'hanks, mv Invention: and 
now 1 have it for vou. First tell me what 
urg'd you to this \ lohaiet^ For your Hassion 
broke m such imptTfeet 'IVriiis, that \ et I am to 
learn the Cause. o 

L. Touch. Mv Lor<l himself surpriz'd me with 
the News, von were* to marry ('ifuthia 'I'liat 

vou had own d your Love to him. ami his 
Indulgence would assist vou to attain your 
Km Is. 

How, iiiv Lord ' 

Ld. Touch. Hrav forbear all Hesentmerits for a 
while, ami let us hear the rest. r> 

Mask. I grant ymi m .\p])earance all is true ; 

1 seem'd consenting to my Lonl : nay, transportcsl 

with the HlesNiiig Hut eoiild you think that I, 
who had been happy in your lov'd Kmhra<'es, 
could e'er he fond ol an inferior SlaviTv ? \> hat 

Ld. Touch. Ha ! () Hoison to my Kars I 
do I hear I 
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Cynt. Nay, f^ood my Lord, forbear Resentment, 
let us hear it otit. 

Ld. Touch, Yes, I will contain, tho' 1 eou’d 
burst. ()o 

Mask. I that had wanton'd in the rich C ircle of 
your World of Love, eou'd be eonlin'tl within the 
puny Province of a (iirl V No Vet tho' 1 <h)te 
on each last Favour more than all the rest ; 
though 1 would j^ivc a Limb for every Look von 
cheaply throw on any other Objert of your Lt»ve ; 
yet so far 1 pri/(‘ your Pleasures o'er my own, that 
all this s(‘cmin^ Plot that 1 have laid, has bc(‘n to 
j^ratifie your 'taste, and cheat the Wtirld. to prove 
a faithful Roouc to you. 70 

L. Touch. If this were true JLit how can it 
be ? 

Mask. 1 have so contriv'd, that MeUefoni will 
presently, in the C haplain's Habit, wait for Cynthia 
in your Dressing-Room : Hut 1 hav(‘ put the 
Change upon her, that she may be otherwise 
employ'd Do you procure her Night-(iown, and 
with your Hoods t yt‘<l o\ er your Fa(‘e, meet him 
in her stea<l ; you ma> go privately by the back 
Stairs, and, unperceiv'd, tiurc you may propose 
to reinstate him in his rnclc's Favour, if he'll 
comply with your Desires ; his C ase is desperate, 
and I believe he'll yiehl to any C’onditioiis,- If 
not, here lake this ; you may employ it bi tter, 
than in the Heart of one who is nothing when not 
yours. [(wives the Dugger. 

L. Touch. 'I'hou can'st deceix e every Hody, — 
Nay, thou hast dec‘eiv'd me ; but 'tis as 1 would 
wish, 'I'nisty Villain ! I could worship thee. 

Mn.sk. No more. it wants but a few Minutes 
of the time ; and Mellefont's Love will carry him 
there before his Hour. * 02 

L. Touch. 1 go, 1 fly’, incomparable Maskicell ! 
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SC f:nk xviii. 

M\sk\vi:ij, ('yniiii\. Lttrd 'I'oi cuwoon. 

Mask. So, this was a Pinch iiidt'cii, my Inven- 
tion >vas upon thr Hack : and made I)isro\rr\ of 
her last Plot : 1 hope ('ifnthui and my Chaplain 
will he ready. I'll jirepare for the KxpiMlition. 


S( KNK XIX. 

CvNTiii\ and Lnrd I’oi (. 11 wood. 

( fftd. Now, my Cord * 

Cd. Tonrft. Astonishment himls up m> ltaj£C‘ ! 
Villany upon Villaiiv ! Ilea\‘ns. what a lon^ 
'rra<‘k of dark I)(‘<‘eit has this discover'd ! 1 am 

Confounded when 1 look hac-k. ami want a Chn' 
to ;ruid<‘ im* throu^di the various Ma/(*s of unlu ard 
of Treaeherv . .Mn Wife! Damnation! my 
Ihll ! ‘ ‘ 

CffHt. My Cord, have Patiene(‘. and he sensihio 
how «rreat our llappiiu'ss is. that this Discovery 
was not made t<io late. n 

Cd. Ttmch. I thank you. vtt it mav he still too 
lat**, if we ilon't presently prevent the Kxeciitiori 
of their Plots ; lla, 1*11 do t. Where’s JSJvUrfnnt . 
m\ poor injur'd Nephew. I low shall I 

make- him ample Satisfaction 'i 

(\ynt. I ilarc answe r for him. i; 

Cel. Touch. I <lo him fresh Wron^ to e|uestioti 
his Foriziv e*ne‘ss ; for I know him to he* ail (rCM)d- 
ness. Yet my Wife I Damn he*r, She*'II 
think to me et him m that Dressm^^-Hoeiin : 
Was't not se) ? And MaskiLcIi will expect you m 
the* Chaplain's Chamher, For once. I'll aehl my 
Pleit teio. let us haste* to fiiiel eait, ami inform rny 
Nephew’ ; anel elo yeni, epiiekiy as you e*an, hrin^ 
all the Company into this (iailery.- - Til e\pe»se 
the Strumpe*t, anel the Villain. 27 
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S C E N E XX. 

Isord Froth and Sir Pai l. 

Ld. Froth. IJy Heav'ns I slept an .\>je, 

Sir Pauly what a Clock is't ? Past Eii'ht, on niy 
Conscience, iny Lady's is tlic most inviting 
Couch ; and a Slumhcr then*, is the prettiest 
Amusement ! Hut wliere'.s ail the Company ? -- 

Sir Paul. The Company, gads-bud, I <lon't 
know, my Lord, but here's the strangest Revolu- 
tion, all turn'd topsie tur\y: as I hope for 
Providence. 

Ld. Froth. () Heav'ns, what's the matter ? 
Where's my \Vife ? ii 

Sir Paul. All turn'<i topsie turvy as sure as a 
Gun. 

L<l. Froth. How <h» you mean ? M\ Wife ! 

Sir Paul. The strangest Posture of Affairs ! 

Ld. Froth. What, my Wife ? 

Sir Paul. No, no, I mean the Familv, \'our 
Lady's Affairs may be in a \ery good Posture ; 
I saw her go iiit<» the (hirden with Sir. Rri.vA'. ro 

Ld. Froth. How ? where, when, what to do ? 

Sir Paul. 1 suppose they liave been laying their 
Heads together. 

I^d. Froth. How ? 

Sir Paul. Nay, only about Poetr\ , I .suppose, 
my Lord ; making Couplets. 

Ld. Froth. Couplets! 

Sir Paul. (), here they come. 


SCENE XXL 
[To them] Ladff Froth, Brisk. 

Brisk. My I.,ord. your humble Servant ; Sir 

Paul yours, the finest Night ! 

L. Froth. My Dear. Mr. Brisk and I have been 
Star-gazing, 1 ilon't know how- long. 
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Sir Paul. Docs it not tire your Ladyship ? arc 
you not weary with looking up ? 

L. Froth. Oil, no, 1 love it violently. My 
Dear, you're melaneholl\ . 

\a\. Froth. No, iny Dear : Tin hut just awake. 

L. Froth. Snuff some of iny Spirit of Hartshorn. 

L(i. Froth. I've some of my own, thank you, my 
Dear. u 

L. Froth. Well, 1 swear, Mr. Brisk, you under- 
stocxl Astronomy like an ohi Egyptian. 

Brisk. Not comparably to \our l.a<l\ship : you 
are the very Cyuthia of the Skies, and Queen of 
Stars. 

L. Froth. That's because I have no Li^ht. but 
what's by Helleetion from you, who are the .Sun. 

Brisk. Madam, you have K<‘lips*d me (piite, let 
me jierish, I <‘an't answiT that. 21 

L. Froth. No matter, Hark'ee, shall you and 
I make an Almanack together? 

Brisk. With all my Soul, Your Ladyship has 
made me the .Man in't already, I'm so lull of the 
Woumis which you have ^iven. 

L. Froth. 0 finely taken I I swear now you are 
even with me, O Parnassus, >ou have an infinite* 
deal of Wit. 

.Sir Paul. So he has, (ia<ls-bud, and so has your 
Ladyship. 3* 


SCENE XXII. 

[To them] Lady Plyant, Caiu.i.kss, Cynthia. 

L. P. You tell me meist surprizing things : bless 
me, who would ever trust a .Man ? () my Heart 

ake.s for fear they should be all deceitful alike. 

Care. You need not fear, Mariam, you have 
Charms to fix Inconstancy it self. 

L. P. i) rlear, you make me blush. 

I.»d. Froth. Come, my Dear, shall we take leave 
of my Ix)rd and Lady ? 

Cynt. They'll wait upon your Lordship presently. 
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L. Froth. Mr. Uri.sk\ niy (’oiirh shall set you 
clown. II 

.ill. What's the* matter ? 

I /I refit Shriek f roni the Corner of the Stnfie. 

S( KNK XXIII. 

{To iheni\ Lodif Torciiwooi) runs out ujfri^hteff^ 
mtf Lord f if ter her, like a Parson. 

li.Toueh. () I'm hetraN'd. - Sa\ e me, help 
me. 

I^cl. Toueh. Now what K\asion, Strumpet ? 

L. Toueh. Stand off, lc‘t me ^o. 

Ld. Toueh. (lO. and thy own Infamy pursue 
thee. You stare as you were all ama/.ed. I don't 
wonder at it, hut too sooit you'll know mine, 
and that Woman’s Shame*. 

S ( IC N K The La.st. 

fjord Toi ('ll WOOD, Lord h'liorii, I. ad if Fhotii. 
Ladif I’l.vvNi , Sir Pai l. Cyntiiia, Mlli i i'on i , 
Ma.skwf.i.l ; Mi-.i.i.kfon r disfiiiised in a J^ar.son's 
Habit and pullinfl in Mvskwkll. 

Mel. Nay, h\ lleav'n \ou shall he seen. 
('arele.ss, \our lland ; Do you hold down your 
Head ? Yes, I am your I'haplam. look m the Face* 
of your injur'd Friend ; thou \>'oiider of all 
Falshood. 

Fd. Toueh. .\re you silent, .Monster ? 

Mel. (iood Ileav'ns ! How I behov'd and lov'd 
this Man ! 'Fake him henoe. for he's a Disease to 
my Sijjht. 

Ld, Touch. Secure that manifold Villain. n 

[.Senants .seize hint. 
(*are. Miracle of In^'ratitude ! 

Hrisk. This is all very siirj)ri/jn^r, h i perish. 
L. Froth. You know' I told you Saturn look'd 
a little more angry than usual. 
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L^d. ToucPi. We'll think of Piinishnic'iit at 
lA*isiir<*, blit let nie hasten to do .Iiistiee, in 
rewartlin^ Virtue anil wnin^^'d Innoei'nca'. 
Nephew, I hope I lia\ e \oiir l^ardon, and C 

MvL \>’e are >oiir L.ordship's t’ri‘at iires. m 

bd. Touch. And lie eaeli other's Comfort ; 
l.et me join your Hands: -I'nwearieil Nights, 

and wishing liays atteml you botli ; mutual Cove, 
lasting Health, and eirelin^^ doys, treail round ea<*h 
liappy Year of your loiijr Cives. 

secret iltmiy f rttm hence be ivnrn'd ; ^ 

Hoxce'cr in private .Mischiefs are atnccii^'d. 

'/'aria re find Shame fittentl their open liirth ; ^ 

l^ikc C//;er.s* in the II omb^ base Treachery lies^ f 
Still ^nau'ing thats tvhence first it did arise ; | 

So sooner born, but the I'ile i*arent dies. J 30 

VK .reunt Omnes. 

tile'., Alhulmj; to tlx- Vulf»ar Lrror that ‘ V’lpiis h.rfi- 
tiuir \sav thr»)iinh th<* how* K ol thtir dam’. 

Ji< 'oK III, C hap. x\ I.) 
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Spoken by Mrs. Mouyitford. 


i'nu'd Poets hut foresee hoie leould take. 

Then theif coil'd tel! lehat Epilogues to make ; 
Whether to thank or blame their Audience most ■ 

Jiut that late Knozvled^e does much Hazard cost, > 
Till Dice are thnm n , there's nothinff zvon. nor lost.} 
S(f 'till the Thief has stall' n. he cannot knozc 
M hether he shall escape the Laiv. or no. 
lint Poets run much fireater Uazanis far. 

Than they ivho stand their Trials at the Harr ; 

The Laze provides a Purh for it's ozen Fury, m 

And suffers Judges to direct the Jury. 

Hut in this ('ourt, zehat Diff'rence does appear H 
For every one's both Judiie and Jury here ; > 

Say, and zehat' s Ziorse, an F.iecutioner. J 

All have a Hijiht and Title to some Part, 

Each chasing that in zehich he has most Art. 

The dreadful Men of Learniufi all ( onfound, 

I'nless the Fable's oooil, and Moral sound. 

The i'lZor-Mas/ys, that are in Pit and (iallery. 
Approve, or Damn, the Hepartee and Hallery. : > 
The Lady ('ritaks, zkIio are better read, 

Empiire if ('hfiraeters are nicely bred ; 

Ifth e soft things air prun'J ami spoke zeith Draee 
They Jud^e of Action too, and Time, and Place ; 

In zehich zee do not doubt but they're disterninu. 

For that's a kind of As>i;;natinn bearmriL^ 

Heaus jud^e of Dress ; the M •tiinns judfie of Sonus : 
The ('urkoldom, of Ancient Hiilht, to Cits belon<fs. 
Thus poor l*oets, the Favour are deny'd. 

Even to make Exceptions, zehen they're Try'd, 3 
'Tis hard that they must ev'ry one admit : '] 
Mcthinks I see .some Faces in the Pit, > 

Which must of ('onseyurnce be Foes to Wit. J 
You zeho can Judoe. to Sentence may proceed : ^1 
Hut tho' he cannot Write, let him be freed ^ 

At least from their ('ontempt, ziho cannot Head. J 
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T^UiJus iiudus liuwrtns paterriis^ 

lfij^7iirc parat icrt^i riitw7/c 77iOiioijuc , I loi . 



Printed in the Ykak, i^to. 


To the Right llonourdblc 

C H A R L E S 

K A K 1. of 

Dorset and Middlesex^ 

I^uni ('hnmher/aht of ills Mfijrsti/'s IIoNsfioftf. anri 

Ktiifiht (if the .Most \ohle Onicr of the dorter^ li'e. 

M V L () H />, 

A Young poet, is liable to the same N'aiiity ami 
Imliseret ion with a Young Po\ er : ami the («reat 
Man who smiles upon one, and tin* Fine Wtiman 
who looks kindly up<m t'otlier, are both of 'em in 
Hanger of having the Favour publisli'd with the 
first Opportunity. 

Rut there* ina\ be a dillerent Medive, whieh will 
a little* <listinguish the Ofreiidt*rs. For tho* one* 
sliou'd have* a N'aiiitv iii ruining anothe'r's Itepiita- 
tion, yet the* otlu*r may only have* an Ambition 
to advane*t* his 4iwn. And 1 beg la*ave, mv For<l, 
that I mav pleael the latter, both as the* t ause 
ami Kxe*use of this l>edie*at ion. 

\Vhoeve*r is King, is also the Father of his 
Foiintry ; ami as no be>dy ean elispute ^'our 
Ijorelship's Mnnnrehy in I*oetry ; so all that are* 
e*ejm*t*rn'el, eiught to ae*know le*elge Ye>ur t 'nive*rsal 
l*atronage* : .\nd it is only presuming «m the* 

Deilicatiou, MiJdU'stx ‘The grace of rourt", the .Mules’ 
prule a de>ceiidaiit Sackv’ille, llie great p»»et <>f Induction 
to t he Mirror Jor Mi.n:t\trate'>. niirkhnr''t In* wrote the 

famous ballad ‘ To .ill \ <>u ladies now .it land ’ .\s Lord 

e'hamberlain he w.is instrumental in licensing the Lincoln’s 
Inn Fields theatre, which opened its career w'lth this pla> 

* Universal patronage ’ was no idle compliment to the man 
who aided such enemies as Dryden and Shad well. 
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of a I^oyjil Subject, that I lia\e venturM 
to make this my Achlress of 'Phanks, to Voiir 
Lordshif) : which at the same 'rmu*, lufliides a 
Prayer for Your Protection. 

1 am not Ij'norant of the C'ommon Form of 
Poetical Deitications, whu‘h are ^rcncrall\ math' up 
of Panc^yricks, wliere the Autht>rs (‘inh'avour to 
clistinjxuisli their Patnms, b\ the shining Cliar- 
acters tlicy ^ivc them, al)o\e other Men. Put that, 
m\ Ltird. is not my Husm<*ss at this tinu', nor is 
Your Lordship /unv to la* distin^iiisird. I am 
eontent(‘d witli the lloiuair J <lo mv sell in this 
l*'pisth* : without th«* X'anity of att(*mpt to ad(i 
to, or explain \'our Lordship's ( haraeter 

I <*onfess it is not without soiiu* stru^rlm^. that 
I heha\ e m> self m this Case, as I ouj^ht : h’or it is 
very hard to be pleased with a Subject, and > c‘t 
forbear it. Ibit 1 ehus<* rather to folh»\v /V/////'s 
Precept, than his lOxample, >\hen in his )*aiiei:\ rick 
to the haiiperor Trnjnn^ he says. 

Sec niinns ronsiderahft quid uurcs ejus /uill />os.v//i/, 

Qufiffi quift virtutihus debeatur. 

I hope I may be excus'd tin* Pe<lantrN of a 
Quotation, when it is so justly applv'iL lien* an* 
some Lines in the Print, (and which your Lordship 
read before this Play w'as Acted) that wc*re omitted 
on the Stage ; and parti<*ularly one whole Set in* 
in the Third .\et, >\hieh not only helps the Design 
forward with less Pn*<'ipitatton, but also heightens 
the ridiculous ( haraeter of Foresight ^ which indeefi 
sc*ems to be maim'd witliout it. Hut I found my 
self in great Danger of a h>ng Play, and was glad 
to help it where 1 could, Tho' not withstanding 
my Care, and the kiml Keeeption it harl from tin* 
T(jwn ; 1 eouhl heartily wish it yet short<*r : Hut 
the* Number of Different ( haraeters reprc*sented in 
it, w'ould have been too much crowded m less 
room. 

This ReHeetion on Prolixity, fa Fault, hir whi<*h 
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scarce any one Scanty will atone) warns me not to 
be tedious now. and detain Your Lordhip any 
longer with the Trifles of, 

M Y L () R n. 

Your Lonlship's Most 

Obedient and Most 

Flumble Servant, 

William Congreve. 


P R O I. O G i: E. 

Spoken at the Openin^r of the New House, 
By Mr. Betterton, 

The liushamlman in x ain reneivs his Toil, 

To cnlfirate each Year a hungry Soil : 

And fondly hopes for rieh and generous Fruit, 

When 7i'hnt should feed the Tree, devours the Root : 
Th' unladen Roughs, he sees, bode certain Dearth, 
I'nless transplanted to more kindly Earth. 

So, the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found 
Their Labours lost upon ungrateful (iround. 

This last and only Remedy have prov'4l ; 

And hope new Fruit from ancient Storks remov'd, lo 
Well may they hope, when you so kindly aid. 

Well plant a Soil which you so rich have made. 

As Sat are gave the World to Man's first .tge. 

So from your Bounty, we rec*eive this Stage ; 

The Freedom Man was born to, you've restor'd, 'j 
And to our World, such Plenty you afford, > 

it seems like Kden, f ruitful of its oxen accord. J 
But since in Paradise frail Flesh gave way. 

And when but tivo ivere made, both went astray 
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Forbear ifour Wontier^ and the Fault forfiivt\ 

Jf in our larger Family xce grieve 
One falling Adam, and on,e tempteil Kvr. 
li e 7vho remain^ icould gratefully repay 
What our Endeavours can, and brings this ih 
The First -fruit Offering, of a I'irgin Play. 

We hope there's something that may please 
Taste, 

And tho' of Homely Fare xve make the Feast, 

Yet y(}U xcill find I'ariety at least. 

There's Humour, xvhieh for chearful Friends xt e got. 
And for the thinking Party there's a l*lot. 3 ‘> 

If'r'rr something too, to gratifie ill \ature, 

(If there be any here) and that is Sat t re. 

Tho' Satire sea re e dares grin, 'tis groxvn so mild 
Or only .sheics its Teeth, as if it smil'd. 

As Asses Thistles, Poets mumble Wit, 
ytnd flare not bite, for fear of being bit. 

They hold their Pens, as Szvords are held by Fools, 
And are afraid to use their otcn Edge-Tools. 

Since the Plain-l>ealc*r*.v Scenes of Stanly Page, 

Not one has dar'd to lash this Crying Age. 4'^ 

This time, the I^oet oxvns the bold Essay, 

Yet hoj}es there's no Ill-manners in hts I^lay : 

And he declares by me, he has design'd 
Affront to none, but frankly speaks his ytind. 

And shou'fl th' ensuing Scenes not chance to hit. 

He offers but this one Earcuse, 'tivas ivrit 
liefore your late Encouragement of 

30 IMaln- OcalcM ’s . ^Ianly\ A it-frnTico t'> W ’a 
pla>, and il5> hcTM, MaiiK, 1671 




Dramatis Personae 


M K N. 


Sir >>amp^i>n I'.ithoi t«) I'alt'ntuu' ) 

.iiid lU n, I 


I'nh'tUinc, I .illcii utuln hi'« l ather’s Di^. ^ 
I'lensiire l^^ Jiis rx|)i !iv.i\ 4 \\ a\ »>f li\ iii^;. r Ml 

III 1 n\ (• W Ith -J lu ii ) 


lietteriou 


*^iatuial, Hi*^ I ru'nd, .1 fn-f SpjMki r Mr Smith 

lattU, A li.df-\Mttfd Ht.iii, vain of hisv 

Anioiii^, \('t v.diiinK hiiiisilt for | Mr Homan 
^i rr* su ^ 


Hi'ii, Sii Sumpsoii\ V <•1111^01 "s. . 11 . half^ 

h'>itu‘ hied, ami halt Si a i»riil, desii;n'd ^ Mr Po^ji't. 
tM iiiarrv Miss Prui' 


I ort'sniht. An illiterate old I ell* as, peev- 
ish and pnviti\4'. '^upi r>titi<*ns. and 
pretemlin^ t'» nnd» F'-tand Astn -h > k’\ , 
t’.ilniistrv , i’hisn*mi«an\ , Oimiis, 
iJreanis, T-r I hide to Angelica 
Seivant to Wih'ntiUi 
I f upland, A Scriv i in r 
Htii Ktam, \ Law v i r 


Mr Sanford 

Mi lioutu 
Mr Fn/fu Si's 
Ml I rttniaii 


W O M E N\ 


Ani^tlica, Nn'ce t'* I'otesi^ht, of .i t** 
sider.ii)le I ortnne in hei i»VMi Hands | 


Hracc^xfdlt 


Mis I ortwiiiht, Sec«*nd Wife to J'onsii^ht Mr^ 


Mrs Frail, Sister to Mis J\>rc^ii:kt, 1. 

Woman ot the I'ow n ) 

Miss Pruf, Haimhter t4> 1 vrcsifiht b\ av 

t«>rnui Wite, a sillv .iwkw.ird t onnltv Mrs 
(oil ' 


man 

lian\ 


A\litt 


Nurse to Miss Mrs I^eis^h 

Jinny Mrs Fau son 


A ><tt :i'ard, (iffiit*':. *^a:iirs, and era! 'sen ants 
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A C T I. S t K X K I. 

Villentine ku his ('hamher HvadiNfi. .h-n iny 
iVaitin^, 

Scvcnil Books upon the Table, 
Vat.kntink. 


•Jervmp. 

Jere. Sir. 

I’al. H(T(\ t;ikr away ; 1 H v^alk a turn, .mil 
what I liaM* rrail 

Jere. Voiril grow di'vihsh fat upon this Taper 
Diet. l.l.v/f/e, iuid laknifl OiVap the Httoks, 

VaL And d'ye liear, go you to Breakfast 
'J'here's a Page dout>led down in Kputeius, that is 
a Feast for an Kinperor. 

Jere. Was Kpivieias a real Cook, or did he only 
write Heeeipts ? n 

I Vi/. Bead, read. Sirrah, ami refine \our 
.V[)petite : learn to live upon Instruction : least 
your Mind, and niortilie your Flesh ; Head, and 
take your Nourishinenl in at your Fyes ; shut up 
your Mouth, and chew the ( iid of I 'nderstanding. 
So Epictetus ad\ ises. 

Jere. () Lord ! 1 liase heard iiiucli iif liiin, wlien 
I waited upon a (■entleinan at ( aruhrulflc : Fray 
what was tliat Epictetus ? -'o 

I nL A \ery rieli Man, Not worth a (iroat. 

Jere, Humph, and so he lias made a \ er\ line 
Feast, where there is nothing to he eaten. 

I at. Yes. 

Jere. Sir, you're a (ientleman, and probably 
understand this fine feeding : Hut if you please, 
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1 had rather he at H()ard-VV'age*». Docs your 
Epictetus^ or your Seneca here, or any of these 
poor rich Hogues, teach you how to pay your 
Debts without Mony ? Will they shut up the 
IVIouths of your Creditors ? Will Plato be Bail 
for you ? Or Diogenes^ because he understands 
Conlinement, and liv’d in a Tub, go to Prison for 
you ? 'Slife, Sir, what do you mean, to mew’ your 
self up here with three or four musty Books, in 
Commendation of Starving and Poverty ? 

I'al. Why, Sirrah, 1 have no Mony, you know 
it ; and therefore resolve to rail at all that have : 
And ill that I but follow the hXamples of the wisest 
aiul wittiest Men in all Ages : these Poets and 
Philosophers whom you naturally hate, for just 
such another Heason ; because they abouncl in 
Sense, and you are a Fool. 43 

Jere. Ay, Sir, I am a Fool, I know it : And yet, 

Heav*n help me, I’m poor enough to be a AVit 

But I was always a Fool, when 1 told you wdiat 
your Kxpenses would bring you to ; your Coaches 
and your Liveries ; your Treats and your Balls ; 
your being in I-ove with a Lady, that did not care 
a Farthing for you in your Prosperity : and keep- 
ing Company w ith Wits, that car'd for nothing but 
vour Prosperity : and now’ when you are poor, 
hate you as much as they ch» one another. ^3 

I 'at. Well ; ami now I am })oor, I have an 
Opportunity to be reveng'd on them all ; I’ll 
pursue Angelica with more Love than ever, and 
appear more notoriously her Admirer in this 
He>traint, than when I openly rivalM the rich 
Fops, that made Court to her : so shall my 
INiverty be a Mortification to her Pride, and 
perhaps, make her compassionate the Love, which 
lias principally reduc'd me to this Lowness of 
Fortune. And for the Wit**. I’m sure I am in 
a Condition to be even with them— — 64 

Jere, Nay, your Comlition is pretty even with 
theirs, that’s the truth on't. 
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VaL ril take some of tlieir Trade out of their 
Hands. 

Jere. Now Heav'n of Merey eoiitinue th<‘ 
upon l*aper ; you don't mean to write ! ;o 

Val. Yes, I do : 1*11 >\rite a Play. 

./ere. Hem! Sir, if you please to me 

a small Certitieate <»f three Lines onl\ 
errtilie those whom it may eoneern ; That th<* 
Ifearer hereof, Jeremy Feteh by Name, has hir the 
Space of sev'n Years truly and faithfully serx'd 
I'dlentinc LefietuL hN(|; an<l that he is not now 
turn'd away for any Misdemeanour : but dot's 
voluntarily dismiss his Mastto* from any future 
Authority ov<*r him 

I Vi/. No, Sirrah, you shall live with me still. 

Jere. Sir, it's impossible I may die with \ou, 
starve with you, or b<* damn'll with your Works : 
Hut to lixe, even three Daxs, the Life of a Plax, 
1 no more expect it, than to bt* (‘anoni/.'d for a 
Muse, after mx Decease. 

I'al. Yt»u are xvittx, \ou Ho^ue, I shall xxant 
your Help ; 1 11 liaxe you learn to make 

(’ouplets, to ta^ the ends of Acts : D'ye hc'ar, ^el 
the Maids to C rambo in an Kveniiifr, ami learn the 
knack of Uhimin^, you may arrive at the height 
of a Son^, sent by an unknown Hand, or a Choeo- 
late-Housr Lampoon. o 

Jere. But Sir, is this the xvay to reeoxer xour 
Father's Fax our? Why Sir Samps(m will be 
irreconcilable. If your younj^er Hrothtr shou'tl 
<‘ome from Sea, he'd nexer look upon you aj/am. 
You're untlone. Sir ; xotTre ruin'il ; you xxon t 
have a Friend left in the Worltl, if you turn Poet. 
— — .\h Pox confoumi that Wiirs Coffee-House, it 

84 I’ldv' The third dav was the author’s beia-fit , thu'. 
^■von the \\t)rst play vsemid be made to last (mt that length, 
if anvwavs pos'^ible 

loo Where Drvtlen reigned It ‘was situated 

at No I Bow Street, at the corner of Russell Street, and 
was called after its proprietor, William Urwm It was 
frequented at this date by gamblers as well as wits ’ (Lwaldj 



222 


Act I. 


Love for L o v e. 

has ruin’d more youn^ Men than the Royal Oak 
Lottery Nothing tliri\es tliat belongs to't. The 
Man of the House would have been an Alderman 
by this time with half the Trade, if he had set up 
in the City For my |)art, I never sit at the 
l)o()r, that I don't ^et double the Stomach that 
I do at a Horse Race. The Air upon Rnnsteml- 
Downs is nothing to it for a Whetter ; \et I ne\er 
see it, but the Spirit of Famine appears to me, 
sometimes like a decay'd Porter, worn out with 
Pimping, ami (‘arryin^ Ifillrt (foa.v and Son^s ; 
not like other Porters for Hire, but for tin* Jests 
sake. Now' like a thin (‘hairman, melted down to 
half his Proportion, with carrying a Poet upon 
Tick, to visit some jTfreat Fortune ; and his Fare 
to be paid him like the Wa^es (d‘ Sm, eitluT at the 
Day of Marriage, or the Day of Death. 

I'al. Very well, Sir ; can you proceed ? ii'< 

Jerv, Sometimes like a bilk'd Hookseller, with 
a mea^^re terrify'd ( ouiitenance, that looks as if 
he luul written for himself, or were resolv'd to 
turn Author, ami brmj; tin* rest of his Rrethren 
into the same Condition. And lastl\, in the Form 
of a worn-out Punk, with Verses in her Hand, 
which her Vanity had prefer'd to Settlementts, 
without a whole 'Patter to her Tail, but as ragged 
as one of the Muses ; or as if she were carry in<i 
her Lumen to the Paper-Mill, to be coinerted into 
Folio Hooks, of Warnin'; to all youn^ Maids, not 
to prefer Poetry to j;ood Sense ; or lying in the 
Arms of a needy Wit, before the Kmbraces of 
a wealthy Fool. 

loi Rifyal Oak boltcrxj the i»iil\ one not afterwards jum- 
hibUed bv the law of i()«»s It was fnr the beiieht of tfu 
Koval l ishin*: C’ornpanx 

107 Iianafad /ynu.'}\s In tin neighboiii h< *o(j ..f 

Lp-'iiin Unwii'H. 
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SCKXK II. 

N'mjintini:, Sc vsnvr., Ji.ki ms. 

Scan. What, Jeremy holtiin^ forth V 

Val. Tho has (with all tin* Wit hr cnuM 

ninstrr up) hern tlrclaiinin^ ajjainst \\ it 

Scan. Ay ? Why thru Tin afrahi Jeremy has 
Wit : For uhrrr-r\rr it is, it's al\\a\s (*iint ri\ iri;^ 
its <)\> II Kiiin. 

Jerc. WliN so I ha\r hrriT ti‘lliii^ iii\ Mastrr. 
Sir : Mr. Scant/al, for Hrax'ns sakr, .Sir, tr\ if \oii 
rail tlisswa«lr him from turning l*t)t*t. ■> 

Scan. PtM't I Ilr shall turn Soldirr first, and 
rather drprnd upon thr Out-sidr of his Ilrail. than 
thr Idnin^. Why, what thr !)r\il has not >our 
Po\rrt\ madr you hhirmirs riiou^h ? .Must >011 
nrrils shrw your Wit to tr^t morr ? 

Jerc. .\y, morr indrrtl : for who (‘arrs for an\ 
Mod> that has morr Wit than himsrlf ? 

Scan. Jeremy speaks like an Oniric*. Don't \ou 
srr how worthless threat .Men, and chill rirh Ho^mc^s, 
avoici a witty Man of small Fortune* ? \\ h\ , h<* 

looks like a >Vrit of Kncpiiry into thc*ir 1 'itlrs and 
Fstatc's ; and sec*ms ('ommtssion'd hv llc*a\c*n tc» 
sri/r thr l)rttc*r half. 

IV//. 'Fhrrrforc* I woulci rail m my Wntinijs. and 
he* rrvrn;:'cl. 

Scan. Uail V .\t wlicun the* whole* Wc^rld *'' 
Impotent ancl vain ! Who would die a Mart\i to 
Sc‘nsi* 111 a ('ountry w'hc*rr thr Ui‘li^ion is FolK " 
^V)U ma\ stand at lhi\ fi>r a while* : hut whe*ii tin* 
full Fry is against \e»u, \ou shan't have* fair pla\ 
for your Life. If you ean't he fairly run down h\ 
the Hounds, veni will he treaeherousl\ shot h\ the* 
Huntsmen. No, turn Pimp. F’lattere*r, Quae*k, 
Lawyer, Parson, hr ( haplam to an .\the‘ist, or 
Stallion t«i an old Woman, any tiling hut Pe)e*t ; 
a Moelern Poet is worse, iinire servile*, timorou''. 
and fawning, than any I ha\e nam'd : Without 
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you couM retrieve the Aneient Honours of the 
Name, recall the Sta^c of Athens, and be allow’d 
the Force of open honest Satire. 39 

Fa/. You are as inveterate aj^ainst ruir Poets, as 
if your Character had be< n lately expos'd upon 
the Stage. - - - Nay, 1 arn not violently bent upon 

the Trade. [One Knocks. \ Jeremt}. see who’s 

there. [Jcr. goes to the Door.] But tell me what 

you would have me do ? What do the World 

say of me, and my forc’d Conlinenu'nt ? 

Scan. The World behaves it self, as it uses to 
do on such Occasions : some pity you. and con- 
demn your Father : Others excuse him, and blame 
you ; only the Ladies are merciful, and wish you 
well : since I.ove ami Pleasurable Kxpenee. have 
been your greatest Faults. 52 

Fa/. How now ? 

Jcrc. Nothing new. Sir ; I ha\ e tlispateh'd some 
half a Dozen Duns with as much Dexterity, as 
a hungry Judge does Causes at Dinner-time." 

[Vi/. What Answer have you giv’n 'em ? 

Scan. Patience, I suppose, the old Receipt. 

Jcrc. No, faith Sir ; 1 have put 'em ofl‘ so long 
with Patience and Forbearance, and other fair 
Words : that I was forc'd now to tell 'em in plain 
downright English uz 

Vat. What ? 

Jcrc. That thev should be paid. 

Vat. When ? 

Jere. To Morrow', 

Val. And how the Dev il do you mean to keep 
your W’ord ? 6 h 

Jere. Keep it ? Not at all : it has been so very 
much stretch’d, that I reckoj\ it will break of 
course by to Morrow', and no body be surpriz’d at 

the Matter [Knocking.] — Again ! Sir, if vou 

don't like my Negotiation, will you be pleas’d to 
aiiswQT these your self. 

Fa/. See who they are. 
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SCENE III. 

Valkntink, Sc.\ni:)\l. 

By this, Scandal, you may soc what it is to ho 
^reat ; Secretaries of State, Presidents of the 
Council, and Generals of an Army lead just such 
a Life as I do ; have ju.st such Crowds of Visitants 
in a Morning, all soliciting of past Prjimises ; 
w'hich are hut a eiviller .sort of Duns, that lay 
claim to voluntary Debts. 7 

Scan. And you, like a true great Man, lia\ ing 
engaged their .Attendance, and pmmis'd more 
than ever you intemied tr> perhiriii ; are more 
perplex’d t<» find Evasions, than you would he to 
invent the honest Means of keeping your Word, 
and gratifying your Creditors. 

I'al. Srandfih learn to .spare your Kruuuis, and 
do not provoke your Enemies ; this Liht‘rty ol 
your 'Fongiie, w'lll one Day bring a ('onfinenu‘nt on 
>our Body, my Friend. 

SCENE IV. 

V.\li:ntink, Scandal, Jerkmv. 

Jere. O Sir, there's Tr<i/>/«wd the Scrivener, with 
two suspicious Fellows like lawful Pads, that 
would knock a Man down wuth Poeket-Tipstaves, 
And there's your Father's Stewaril, and the Nurse 
with one of your Children from TxvUnam. 

Val. Pox on her, cou’d she find no other time 
to fling my Sins in my Face : Here, give her this, 
yirives .Mftmf.] and hid her troulile me no more : 
a thoughtless two han<ied Whore, she knows my 
Condition well enough, and might have overlaid 
the Chihl a Fortnight ago, if she had had any 
forecast in her. >** 

Scan. VV'hat, is it bouncing Margery, with my 
Godson ? 

5 Twitnam] Twickenham 

276 


I 
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Jere. Yt s, Sir. 

Scan. My blessing to the Hoy, with this Token 
\(iivcs Mnnt/.\ of my Love. And d'ye hear, hid 
Mnr^vrif put more Floeks in her Hed, shift tw-iee 
a Week, and not work so hard, that she may 
not smell so vigorously. I shall tiike the Air 
shortly. 21 

Va\. Scandal, don't sp(»il my Hoy's Milk : 

Hid Traptnnd come in. If I can fz'ivv that ('erbcrns 
a Sop, 1 shall h<‘ at rest for one Day. 

S(‘KXK V. 

Vam'.ntini:, Scanoal, Thvpi.vnd, JKur.MV. 

Val. (> Mr. Trapland \ my old Friend! Wel- 
come. Jerenuf. a C hair qiiiekly : A Hottle of Sack 
and a Toast lly a (’hair hrst. 

Trap. A ^^ood Mornin*^ to you Mr. J'nlentine. and 
to you Mr. Scand<d. 

Scan, 'riic Mornm|;'s a ver\ «;o()d Morninc, if 
you don't spoil it. 

IV//. C'ome sit you down, you know’ his way. 

Trap. stt,s.\ There is a Debt, Mr. J afenttne, of 
I.jOO/. of pretty lonj; stamlinfj — 10 

IV//. 1 cannot talk about Husiness with a thirsty 
Palate. - Sirrah, the Sack. 

Trap. .\nd I <lesire to know’ w’hat C’oursc you 
have taken for the Payment ? 

IV//. Faith and Troth, I am heartily glad to see 
\ou, — my Service to you, fill, fill, to honest 
Mr. Trapland. fuller. 

Trap, llohi. Sweet-heart. - This is not to our 
Husiness : - — my Service to you Mr. Scandal - 
[Drink.s] I have forborii as long — .’o 

I Vi/. T'other (dass, ami then we'll talk. Fill, 
Jerennj. 

Trap. No more, in truth. — I have forborn, 
I say — 

Val. Sirrah, fill when 1 bid you. And how 
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<iot*s your luiiulsc)iiK‘ Dau^htt-r ? ( orm*. a ^ood 

Hiisbaiul to her. [Drinks. 

Trap. Thank yt>»i 1 lia\e hern t>iit of tins 
Mony - *'.( 

I Vi/. Drink first. Scandal, why do xmu imt 
drink ? 1 77/ i i/ drink . 

Trap. .\nd in short » I ean ht* put off no longer. 

I V//. I w’as much ohli^Vf to you for \ /nir Suppl\ : 
It did me Signal Service in m\ Neeessit\ . Hut you 
d<*]i^hl in doin^ jxood. Scandal. <lrmk to me. m\ 
Friend Trapland\ Health. .\n honester Man lives 
ind. nor one more read\ to ser\ e his hVieinl in 
Distress ; Tho* I sa\ it to his Face. ('onu‘. lill each 
Man his (Hass. v) 

Scan. What, 1 know* Trapland lias heen a 
Whoremaster, and lo\ es a WVaieh still, ^'on ne\er 
knew a >\’horemaster, that was not an honest 
Fellow. 

Traji. Fie, Mr. Scandal. \ on never knew 
Scan. What <lon‘t I know ? I know the 
IHixom hlaek Widow in the Tanlfrp HOU/. a 
Year .lomture, and in Monv . Ahah I 

Old Trap. 

IV//. Say \ on so, i'faith : Fome. we'll rememher 
the Widow : I know wliereahonts yon are ; ( oiin*, 
to the ^Vi<low St 

Trap. No more indeed. 

17//. What, the Widow's Health : ;ji\ e it him 
off with it : ['rhrtf drink . 

\ lovely (iirl, T'faith. hlac*k sparklmj: l\\ es, soft 
pouting: Huhy-laps ? la-tter sealm*: tln-re, than a 
Hond for a Million, hah ! 

Trap. No, no. there's no sncdi thintr, we’d Ixdter 
mind our Business ^’ou're a Waj;. m 

I'al. No faith, we'll mind the Widow's Business, 
fill a^ain Pretty naind heaving Breasts, 
a Bnrharp Shape, and a Jiit with her Bum. wonhl 
stir an Anchoret : And the prettiest Foot I Oh if 
a Man could hut fasten Ins Kyes to her Feet, as 
they steal in and out. and play at Bo-peep under 
her Petticoats, ah I Mr. Traplaful 't 
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Trap, Verily, i^ive me a Glass, — you're a 
and here's to the Widow. ^Drinks. 

Scan. He begins to Chuckle ; ply him close, 

or he'll relapse into a Dun. 70 

SCENE VI. 

[To them] Dffic’KH. 

OJfi, By your Leave, (ientlemen, Mr.. Trap- 

landy if we must do our Olliee, tell us. VVe have 
half a dozen (ientlemen to arrest in Pall-Mall an<! 
Povent-iiarden ; and if we don't make haste, the 
Chairmen will lie abroad, ami block up the 
Chocolate-Houses, and then our i.abour's lost. 

Trap, lalso that’s true, Mr. Valentine I love 
Mirth, but Business must bo done, are you ready 
to - u 

Jere. Sir, your Father's Steward says he comes 
to make Proposals concerning your Debts. 

VaL Bid him (‘ome in : Mr. Traplandy send 
aw'ay your Ollicer, you shall have an Answer 
presently. 

Trap. Mr. Snap stay within Call. 

S C E X E VII. 

Valkntinf, Scandal, Trai’land, Jkukmy, 
Stfavauu ivho whisper.H Valkntink. 

Scan. Here’s a Dog now^ a Traitor in his Wine, 
Sirrah refund the Sack : Jeremy fetch him some 
warm Water, or I'll rip up his Stomach, and go 
the shortest w'ay to his Conscience. 

Trap. Mr. Scandal. Vou are uneiv'il ; I did not 
value your Sack ; but you cannot expect it again, 
when I have drunk it. 

Scan. And how do you expect to have your 
Mony again, when a Gentleman has spent it ? 9 

I’al. You need say no more. I understand the 
Conditions ; they are very hard, but my Necessity 
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is very pressing : I agree to 'em. Take Mr. 
Trnpland with you, and let him draw the Writing 
Mr. Trnpland^ you know this Man, he shall satisfie 
you. 

Trap. Sincerely, I am lotli to hi- thus pressing, 
hut my Necessity — 

Val. No Apology, good Mr. Scrivi'iier, you shall 
be paid. 

Trap. I hope you hirgive me, my Husiness 
re(piires — 


SCENE VIII. 

Valkntine, Scandal. 

Scan, lie begs Pardon like a Hangman at an 
Kxecution. 

Vnl. Hut I have got a Reprieve. 

Scan. I am surpriz'd ; what <loi's \<nir Father 
rebmt V 

I V//. N<i ; He has sent me the liardest Con- 
ditions in the World : You have lieanl of a Hooby- 
Hrother of mine, that was sent to Sea three Years 
ago ? This Hrotber, my Father hears is lande<l ; 
whereujion be very alTeetionately sends me 
Word ; If I will make a Dee<l of Conveyance of 
my Right t<i his FNtate after his Death, to my 
younger Rrother, he will immediately furnish me 
with four thoiisjind Pound to pay my Debts, an<l 
make rnv Fortune. This was once propos'd before, 
and I refus'd it ; but the present Impatience of my 
Creditors for their Mony, and my own Impaticn< c 
of Conlinement, and Absence from Anf*elicn^ force 
me to consent. 

Scan. A very desperate Demonstration of your 
Lfive to Angelica : And I think she has never 
given you any Assurance of hers. 

VaL You know her Temper ; she never gave 
me any great Reason either for Hope or Despair. 

Scan. Women of her airy Temper, as they 
seldom think before they aet, so they rarely give 
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us any Lif^ht to j4iu*ss at what they mean : lUit 
you have little Reason to believe that a Woman 
of this A^e, who has ha<l an Imhfferenee for you 
m your Prosperity, will fall m Love with your 
ill Fortune ; besides, AnneUai has a threat Fortune 
ot* her own ; and ^reat Fortunes either exjieel 
another /^reat Fortune, or a Fool. 


S C K N K IX. 

[To thcm\ JiiKi-.MV. 

Jere. More Misfortunes, Sir. 

I’al. What, another Dun ? 

Jere. No, Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait 
upon you. 

IV//. Well, I ean't help it, you must bring him 
up ; he knows 1 don't go abroad. 

s( kxf: X. 

V vi.i:n riNi:, Scandal. 

Sean, l*ox on him. I'll be gone. 

I V//. No, prithee stay : Tattle and you should 
ne\er be asunder; you are Light and Shadow, 
and shew one another ; he is perfectly thy Reverse 
both in lluniour and I’mlerstanding ; and as you 
set up for Defamation, he is a memler of Reputa- 
tions. 7 

Scan, A meniler of Reputations ! a\ , just as he 
is a keeper of Secrets, another Virtue that he sets 
up for in the same manner. For the Rogue will 
speak aloud in the Posture of a Whisper ; and 
deny a Woman's Name, while he gives you the 
Marks of her Person ; He will forswear receiving 
a l.etter from her, and at the same time, shew you 
her Hand in the Superscription : And yet perhaps 
he has counterfeitetl the Hand too, and sworn to 
a Truth : but he hopes not to be believ'd ; and 
refuses the Reputation of a Lady's Favour, as 
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;i Doctor siiys, No, to u Hishopru'k, only that it 
luiiy be granted him. In short, ht‘ is a piiblirk 
Professor of Seeresie, and makes Proelamation 
that he holds private Intelligence He's here. 

SCKXK XI. 

( 7 Vi them] 'r^rru . 

Tatt. J'alenluie «roo(l Morrow. Sanidul 1 am 
Vours, 'I'hat is, when \oii speak >\ell of me. 

Scftu. That IS, when 1 am yours ; for while 
I am my own, or any H«»d\*s else, that will ne\cT 
happen. 

7 V///. How Inhuman I 

I'dI. NVhy Tattle, you need not la* iniieh eon- 
eernM at aiiN tiling that he sa\ s ; h'or to eoiiserse 
with Seandalf is t<i play at hosmfl J^oadum ; \ou 
must lose a j^ood Name to him, before \ ou can 
win it for your self, n 

Tatt. Hut how barbarous that is, and how' 
unfortunate for him, that the World shall think 
the better of iins Person tor his Calumniation ! 

I thank Heav'n, it has alwa\s been a part of 
my Character, to handle the Reputations id’ others 
very tenderly indeed. 

Seau. Ay, such rotten Reputations as you ha\e 
to fleal witli, are to be handIM temiiTlN imleed. 

Tatt. Nay, but why rotten ? Why should you 
say rotten, when you know' not the Persons of 
whom you speak Y How cruel tliat is ? 22 

Scan. Not know 'em ? Why, thmi never hadst 
to do with any body that di<i not stink to all the 
'rown. 

Tatt. Ha, ha, ha ; nay, now you make a Jest 
of It indeecl. For there is nothing more known, 
than that no bo<l\ knows any thintf of that Nature 
of me : As I hope to be sav’d, V'alentine, I never 
expos'd a Woman, since. I knew what Woman 
was. 3 
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Val, And yet you have convers'd with several. 

Tatt. To be free with you, I have — I don’t care 

if I own that Nay more (I’m goin^;^ to say a 

bold Word now) I never could meddle with 
a Woman, that had to do with any Body else. 

Scan. How ! 

Val. Nay faith, I’m apt to believe him 

Except her Husband, Tattle. 

Tatt. Oh that 4© 

Scan. What think you of that Noble Commoner, 
Mrs. Drab ? 

Tatt. Pooh. I know- Madam Drab has made her 
Brags in three or four Places, that I said this an<l 

that, and writ to her, and did I know not what 

But, upon my Reputation, she did me wrong 

Well, well, that was Malice — —But I know the 
bottom of it. She was brib’d to that by 6nc we 
all know^ — A Man too. Only to bring me into 
Disgrace with a certain Woman of Quality — 50 

Scan. Whom w'e all know.- 

Tatt. No matter for that— Yes, yes, every body 

knows No doubt on’t, every body knows my 

Secrets But I soon satisfy’d the Lady of my 

Innocence ; for I told her-^^ Madam, says I, 

there are some Persons, who make it their Business 
to tell Stories, and say this and that of one and 
t’other, and every thing in the World ; and, says 
I, if your Grace — 

Scan. Grace ! 60 

Tatt. O Lord, what ha\e I said ? My unlucky 
Tongue ! 

Val. Ha. ha, ha. 

Scan. Why, Tattle, thou hast more Impudence 
than one can in Reason expect ; I shall nave an 
Esteem for thee, well, and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, 
and what did you say to her Grace ? 

Val. I confess this is something extraordinary. 

Tatt. Not a Word, as I hope to be sav’d ; an 
srrant Lapsus Linguae — Come, let’s talk of some- 
thing else. 71 
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Val, Well, but how clicl you acquit your self? 
Tail, Poi)h, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally’d 
ith you — a Woman of ordinary Rank was a little 
‘alous of me, and I told her something or other, 

lith 1 know not what Come, let s talk of 

^mething else. 

{Hums a Song, 

Scan, Hang him, let him alone, he has a Mind we 
iiould enquire. 79 

Tail, Valentine , I SuppM last Night with your 
[istress, an<l her Uncle Ohl Foresight : I think 
our Father lies at Foresight's, 
al. \ es. 

Tatt, Upon my Soul Angelica's a fine Woman— 
aid so is Mrs." Foresight, and her Sister Mrs. 
'rail. 

Scan, V'es, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, we 
11 know her. 

Tatt. Oh that not fair. 

Scan. What V 90 

Tatt. To tell. 

Scan. To tell what ? Whv, what do you know 
f Mrs. Frail ? 

Tatt. Who I ? Upon Honour I don't know 
liether she be Man or Woman ; but by the 
moothness of her Chin, and Houndness of her Hips. 
Scan. No ! 

Tatt. No. 

Scan. She says otherwise. 

Tatt, Impossible ! loo 

Scan. Yes Faith. .\sk Valentine else. 

Tatt. Why then, as 1 hope to be sav’d, I believe 
Woman only obliges a .Man to Sceresie, that she 
lay have the Pleasure of telling her self. 

Scan. No doubt on't. Well, but has she done 
ou Wrong, or no ? You have had her ? Ha ? 
Tatt. Tho’ I have more Honour than to tell 
rst ; 1 have more Manners than to contradict 

hat a Lady has declar’d. 

Scan. Well, you own it ? 

I 3 


no 
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Tdtt. 1 am strangely surpriz'd ! Yes, yes, I 
can’t deny't, if she taxes me with it. 

Scan, She'll he here by and by, she sees Valentine 
every Morning;. 

Thtt, How ! 

Val. She does me the Favour —1 mean of a 
Visit sometimes. 

I did not think she had granted more to any 
body. no 

Scan, Nor I faith- Hut Tattle does not use 
to bely a Lady ; it is contrary to his ( haraeter 

How one may be deceiv'd in a Woman, 

Valentine ? 

Tati, Nay, what do you mean, (ientlemen ? 

Scan, I'm resolv'd I'll ask her. 

Tatt, O barbarous I Why did \ou not tell 
me 

Scan. No, you told us. 

Tatt, And bid me ask Valentine ? 1:0 

IVd. What did I sa\ ? I hope you .won't brinjz 
me to confess an Answer, when you never ask'd 
me the Question V 

Tatt, Hut, (ientlemen, this is the most inhuman 
Proceeding; 

Ff//. Nay, if you ha\e known Scandal thus lonp, 
and cannot avoid such a palpable Decoy as this 
was : the Ladies have a fine time, whose He|)Uta- 
tions are in \our keepin;;. 


SCENE NIL 

[Tit them] ,Jeiii:my. 

Jere, Sir, Mrs. Frail has «»ent to know if you are 
stirring. 

Val, Shew her up w'hen she comes. 
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SCKNK XIII. 

VALr.NTINK, SCANn,\L, T\TTI.K. 

Talt. ril Im' jrcmc*. 

X'aL You'll iiifi't her. 

Tati. Is there not a baek way ? 

Val. If thc*re wiTt*, you have more Diseretioii. 
than t<i jrive Scauffa! such an Advanlajze ; wh\ , 
your runniii;r away will prove all that he can tell 
iier. 7 

Tatt. Scandal, you will not he m» unj;c‘neroiis - — 
(), 1 shall lose my Heputation of Seeresie for i-xer 

— I shall neser be reeeiv'd but upon l*ublic‘k 
Days; ami my Visits will m*\ er be admitti'd 
beyond a drawin^-lbiom ; I shall never s(‘r a Hed- 
Chamber a^zam. never be Itiek'd m a ( loset. nor 
run behin<l a Sen*eii, or under a 'fable : neser be 
distinguish'd amontc the Wait iiiLT-NVomeii by th<* 
Name of 'frusty Mr. Tattle more You wiil not 
be so erm‘l. 

\’al. Scandal, ha\e pity on hmi ; he'll Mehl to 
any Conditions. 

Tatt, Any, any '!'< rms. -'•> 

Scan, Come then, saerihee half a Do/.en Women 
of ^ood Heputation to me pr<‘sentl\ i ome, 
where are \ ou familiar ? - -.Xml see that tln*\ an* 
Women of Quality too, the first Qualits 

Tatt. 'Tis very hard Won t a Haronet's 
Lady pass ? 

Scan. No, nothinjf under a Iti^ht Honourable. 

Tatt. () inhuman ! You don't expect their 
Names. 

Scan. No, their Titles shall serve. v> 

Tatt. .Mas, that's the same tiling : Pray spare 
me their Titles ; I'll deseribe th<*ir Persons. 

Scan. Well, be^in then : Hut take notice, if 
you arc so ill a Painter, that I cannot know the 
Person by your Picture of her, >ou must be con- 
demn’d, like other liad Painters, to wTile the 
Name at the Hottom. 

Tatt. Well, first then — 
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SCENE XIV. 

[To them] Mrs. Frail. 

I'att. O iint’ortuiiiite ! she's come already ; will 

you have Patieiiee 'till another time I'll 

double the Number. 

Scan. Well, 011 that Condition -Take heed you 
don't fail me. 

Mrs. Frail. I shall ^et a fine Reputation, by 
coming to see Fellows in a Morning. Scandal. 
you Devil, are you here too ? Oh Mr. Tattle, 
every thinj£ is safe witli yon. we know. 

Scan. Tattle. 10 

Tatt. Mum — O Ma<laiii, you do me too much 
Honour. 

Val. Well Lady (talloper, how' <loes Angelica ? 

Mrs. Frail, .ingelica ? Manners ! 

Val. What, you will allow' an absent Lover — - 

Mrs. Frail. No, Til allow' a Lover present with 
his Mistress to be particular But otherwise 1 
think his Passion ouj^ht to ‘^ive place to his 
Manners. 

\'al. But what if he has more Passion than 
Manners ? 21 

Mrs. Frail. Then let him marry aiul reform. 

IV//. Marriaj^e indce<l may (pialihe the Fury of 
his Passion, but it %ery rarely mends a Man's 
Manners. 

Mrs. Frail. You arc the most mistaken in the 
World ; there is no Creature perfectly civil, but 
a Husband. For in a little time he l'tow's only 
rude to his Wife, and that is the highest jjood 
Breedin^r. for it begets his Civility to other People. 
Well, I'll tell you News ; hut I suppose you hear 
your Brother licnjamin is landed. .\n<l my 
Brother Foresiffht's Daughter is come out of the 
Country - I assure you, there's a Match talk'd 

of by the ohl People Well, if he be but as 

great a Sea-Beast, as she is a Land-Monster, we 
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shall have a most amphibious Breed The 

Progeny will be all Otters : He has been bred at 
Sea, and she has never been out of the Country. 

VaL I*ox tiike ‘cm, their C<injunetion bodes me 
no good. I'm sure. 41 

Mrs. Frail. Now you talk of Conjunction, my 
lirother Forefiiflht has east both their Nati\ities, 
and Prognosticates an Admiral and an eminent 
.lust ice of the Peace to be the Issue-Male of their 
twolhxlies : ‘tisthe most superstitious old Pool ! 
He would have perswaded me, that this was an 
unlucky Day, aiul \\ou‘d not let me come aliroad : 
But 1 inventetl a Dream, anrl sent him to Artime- 
tlorus for Interpretation, iin«l so stole out to sei* 
you. Well, and ^^hat will you give me now ? 
Come, I must have something. 5 -’ 

I'al. Step into the next Hoorn and 1*11 give 
\ on something. 

Scan. A> , we ll all give \ ou something. 

Mrs. Frail. \Vell, what will you all give me ? 

\ al. Mine's a Secret. 

Mrs. Frail. I thought you would give me some- 
thing, that wouhl bo a Trouble to you to keep. 

IV//. And Scandal shall give you a good Name. 

Mrs. Frail. Tliat's more than he has fi»r himself 
.\nd what will \<n\ gi\e me, Mr. Tattle ? t-j 

Tatt. I ? My Soul, Madam. 

Mrs. Flail . Pooh, N«) I thank you, I ha\e 
enough to do to take care f)f my own. 'Well ; 
but I'll come and see you one of these ^Mornings : 
I hear you have a great many Pictures. 

Tatt. I have a prett\ g<»od ( olleetion at your 
Service, some Originals. (m 

Scan. Hang him, he has nothing but the 
Seasons and the Tzvelve fVrsr/r.v, paultry Cojues : 
and the Five Sen.ses^ as ill represented as they arc 
in himself ; and he himself is the only Original you 
will sec there. 

Mrs. Frail. -\y, but I hear he has a Closet of 
Beauties. 
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Scan. Yes, all that have done him Favours, if 
you will believe him. 

Mrs. Frail, Ay, let me see those, Mr. Tattle. 79 

Tali. Oh Madam, those are saere<l to Love an<l 
Contemplation. No Man but the Painter and my 
self was ever blest with the Sijrht. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, but a Woman — ■ — 

Tatt. Nor Woman, ‘till she eonsente<l to have 
her Piettire there too- for then she's oblig'd to 
keep the Seeret. 

Scan. No, no ; eome t<i me if vou'tl see Pieturcs. 

Mrs. Frail. V<mi ? 

Scan. Yes Faith, 1 ran shew you your own 
Pieture, and most of vour Aeipiaintanee to the 
lafe, and as like as at Kneller's. n 

Mrs. Frail. O 1> mg 1 reature I 'alentine, does 
not he lye ? I ean’t believe a Word he says. 

I'al. No indeed, he speaks truth now : For as 
Tattle has I’ietures of all that have granted him 
Favours, he has the Pktures of all that have 
refus'd him : If Satires, Deseriptions. Charaeters, 
and Lampoons are Pietiires. 

Scan. Yes, mine are most in blaek and white. 
AikI yet there are some set out in their true 
Colours, both Men and Women. I ean shew you 
Pride, Folly, .\ffeetation, Wantonm*ss, Ineon- 
staney, Co\ etoiisnc*ss. Dissimulation, Maliee and 
Ignoranee, all in one Pieee. Then 1 ean shew you 
Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cowardiee, Bragging, 
Lechery, Impotenee and I’gliness in another 
Pieee ; ami yet one of these is a I'elebrated Heauty, 
and t'other a protest Beau. I have Paintings too, 
some pleasant enough. 

Mrs. Frail. C’ome, let's hear 'em. nu 

Scan. Why, 1 have a Beau in a Bagnio, Cupping 
for a Complexion, and sweating for a Shape. 

Mrs. Frail. So. 

Scan. Then I have a Lady burning Brandy in 
a Cellar with a Haekney Coaehinan. 

Mrs. Frail. O Devil ! Well, but that Story i.s 
not true. 
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Scan. I have some llieroglyphieks too ; I have 
a Lawyer with a hiimired Hands, two l^leads, and 
blit one Face ; a liivine with tw'o Faces, and one 
Head ; and 1 have a Soldier with his llrains 
in his Helly, and his Heart where his Heail 
slioii'd be. 123 

Mrs. Frail. And no Head ? 

Scan. No Head. 

Mrs. Frail. Pooli, this is all Invention. HaVc 
you ne'er a Poet ? 

Scan. Yes, I have a Poet wei^hin^ Words, and 
selhn‘» Praise for Praise, and a Critiek picking 
his Pocket. 1 have another large Piece too, 
representing a School ; where there are huge 
Proportion'd C'ritieks, with long Wiggs, Lac'd 
Coats, Stcinkirk C'ravats, and terrible Faces ; 
with C'at'calls in tlieir Hands, and Horn-Books 
about their Necks. I have many more of this 
kind, very well painted, as you shall sei‘. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, 1*11 come, if it be l)ut to 
disprove you. 

S C E N K XV. 
yPo them\ Jkiikmy. 

Jere. Sir, here's the Steward again from your 
Father. 

Val. I'll come to him will you give me 
Leave, I'll wait on you again presently. 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'll be gone. Come, who Scpiires 
me to the Exchange, I must call my Sister Foresight 
there ? 

Scan. I will : I have a Mind to your Sister. 

Mrs. Frail. Civil ! 

Tail. I will ; because I have a Tcndre for your 
Ladyship. ix 

6 Exchange] The New Exchange, which replaced the old 
one burned by the bre of Loudon. It had galleries with 
shops above them, and was a favourite, not very fashionable 
promenade. It was in its turn destroyed by fire in 1S38. 
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Mrs. Frail. That’s somewhat the better Reason, 
to my Opinion. 

Scan. Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the 
better Opportunity to engage your Sister, 

V’^al. Tell Angelica^ I am about making hard 
Conditions to come abroad, and be at Liberty to 
see her. i8 

Scan, ril give an Aeeount of you, and your 
Proceedings. If Iridiseretion be a Sign of Love, 
you are the most a Lo\ er of any Rody that I know : 
You fancy that parting with your Estate, will 

help you to your Mistress In my Mind he is 

a Thoughtless Adventurer, 

Who hopes to purchase Wealthy b}j selling Land ; 

Or u'in a Mistress, ivith a losing Hand. 

End of the First Act. 


ACT II. SCENE I. 

A Hoorn in Foresighl'i* House. 
Fohksight and Servant. 

Foresight. 

Hey day ! What, are all the Women of my 
Family abroad ? Is not my Wife come home ? 
Nor my Sister, nor niv Daughter ? 

Serv. No, Sir. 

Fore. Mercy on us, what can be the meaning 
of it ? Sure the Moon is in all her Fortitudes ; 
Is my Ncice Angelica at home ? 

Seh\ Yes, Sir. 

Fore. I believe you lie. Sir. 

Serv. Sir ? ‘ xo 

Fore. I sav you lie, Sir. It is impossible that 
any thing should be as I wou'd have it ; for 
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I was born, Sir, when the Crab was ascending, and 
all my Affairs go backward. 

Sen:, I can't tell indeed, Sir. 

Fore. No, I know you can't. Sir : Ihit 1 can 
tell, and foretell, Sir. 

SCENE II. 

[To them] Ni rse. 

Fore, \urse. where's your young Mistri ss ? 

\ursc. \>‘ce'st heart. I know not, thev're none 
of 'em come home yet : PocjrC hild, 1 warrant she's 
lond o' seeing the Town — Marry, |>ra\ llea\'n 

they ha’ given her any Dinner (iood lack -a- 

day, ha, ha, ha, () strange : I'll vow and swear 
now, ha, ha, ha, inarrv and did \oii cmt see the 
like 1 

Fore. >Vhy how now, what's the Matter ? 0 

A'f/rsr. Pray Heav’n send your Worship good 
Luck, Marry and Anu'n with all my Heart, tor 
you have put on one Stocking with the wrong side 
outward. 

Fore. Ha, how ? Faith and troth I'm ghul of 
it, and so I have, that may be good Luck in troth, 
III troth it may. very good Luck : Na\ I have* had 
some fimens : I got out of Ped backwards too this 
Morning, without Premeditation ; pretty g*)()d 
that too ; but then I stumbled coming down 
Stairs, and met a Weasel : bad Omens those : 
Some bad. some good, our Lives are eh<*e(pier'd : 
Mirth and Sorrow, Want ami Plenty, Night and 

Day, make up our Time But m troth I am 

pleas'd at my .Stocking ; very well pleas’d at mv 

Stocking — —Oh here's my Neice I .Sirrah, go tell 

Sir Samp.soft Legend I'll wait on him if he's at 

k isiirc. 'tis now three a C lock, a verj good Hour 

for Business, Mercury governs this Hour. 28 
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SCENK III. 

r, Ni 

Is it iKit a Ilnur for Plfusuri* ton, 

I’nrlf? prii\ KmkI int* yniir Coach, mine's out of 
Onlcr. 

Fi)Tt‘. What, u oil’d you he i/adduii^ too ? Sure 
all Females are mad to da\ It is of e\il Portent, 
and hodes Mis<*lnef to the Master of a Famii\ 

I remember an old Propliesie written by Messnhatah 
the Ardhiati. and thus translated b\ a Ke\eren<l 
Hu vk i uufi (t tu sh t rc H a rd . 

Utmst’Wift's uN Utc House forsakr. lo 
And leuvc }food Man to Hrnv and Hake, 

M ithoutrn (iuil(\ then he it snui. 

That House d(dh stond upon its Head : 

And ii'fien the Heud is set in (irond^ 

Se murly if it he fruitful fond. 

Fruitful, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns ; 
the Fruit of the Heail is Horns l)c‘ar Neiee, 
stay at home t’or by the Hi‘ad of the House 
is meant the Husband : the Prophecy needs no 
Explanation. ;:o 

Anil. ^Vell, but I can neither make you a 
('u<‘kold. Cnele, by p>in»4 abroad : nor si*eure you 
from beinj' one, by sta\ in;; at home. 

Fore. Yes, yes ; while there's one M oman left, 
the Prophecy is not in full Force. 

An^. Hilt my Inclinations are in force : I have 
a mind to ;;<> abnjad : and if you won't lenrl me 
your Coaiii, I'll take a Hac-kney, or a Chair, ami 
leave yiui to erect a Scheme, and lind who's in 
Conjunction with your Wife. Why ilon't you 
keep her at liome, if you're Jealous of her when 
she's abroad ? You know Tn\ .\unt is a little 
Hetro;;rade (as you call it) in her Nature. I'ncle, 
I'm afraid you are not Lord of the .\scendant, ha. 
ha, ha. 
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Fore. >Vc*ll, .iill-llirt, you jin- mtn perl ami 

alwa\>. ridKMilino that Celestial Seiiiiee. ^7 

Nay I nele. <l 4 Ui*t be aii»;r\ If you are. 
I'll reap up all Noiir false Proplie< ies, nduMiloiis 
Dre.iiiis, and idle l)i\ inatioiis. I'll swear you are 
a Niisauee to the Neighbourhood What a 
Hustle did you k<‘ep a;r:iiiist the last iin isible 
Kelipse, layiiijr 111 I*ro\ ision as 'twere tor a Sie^e ? 
\\h.it a worM of Fire and ( aiulle. Matches aiul 
'riiulerhoxt's did son purchase’ ()iu- uouhl ha\e 
IhoiiLthl we weri‘ e\ er after to h\e under (troiind. 
or at least making a \'o\ a^^e to (iieeiihiitii, to inhabit 
there all the daik Season. 

F*ne. WliN , \ ou malapert Slut 

An^. Will > 4 m lend me >oui C o.ieh. or I'll ;^o 
on Na\ . I'll de<*lare how \ on propheev 'd 
Hopery was eoniinu. <»nly be<’ause the Hiitler had 
mis-laid some of Mie Aposth* Spoons, and thoii^^ht 
the\ were lost. Awa\ went Ui'li^ion and Spoon- 
meat together Indeed, I ’nele. I'll indite \on 
for a i/ard. 

Fore. How Iluss> ! was theit* ever such a 
prov okm^ -Minx f 

\nr.se. 0 men’iful Kath<*r, how she talks 1 ■,) 

Anti. Yes, 1 can mak<‘ Oath ot voui unlaw tul 
Midm;'ht Practices ; ymi ami the Old N'lii^e 
t here 

.\ ur.se. .Marry lieav'n ilefend I at .Mbini;;ht 
Practices O Ii<»rd, what's here to ilo ? I m 
unlawful I)om<;s with m> .Master's Worship 
Why, di<l you ever hear the like now .Sir, ilid 
evei I do any thin** <»f your Midmj^ht I one< rns 
but warm your Hc'd, and tiu-k vi>u up. ami s<‘t 
the Candle and vour Toba<*co-H<»x, and vour 
frmal by >uu, ami now and tlun rub the .Sok‘s 
of vtmr Feet V O LonI, I ! 71 

Aug. Yes, I saw yi>u together, thro' the I\« v- 
hole 4 »f the C loset, one Ni^^ht, like Saul ami the 
Witch of Kuilor^ turning the Sieve and Sheers, and 
pricking your Yhunibs, to wntt* poor mnoc'crit 
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Servants Names in Blood, about a little Nutmeg 
Grater, which she had forgot in the ('audle>Cup 
——Nay, 1 know something wor'^e, if I would 
speak of it - 79 

Fore. I delie you. Hussy ; but I'll remember 
this. I'll be reveng'<l on you, C'oekatriee : I’ll 

hamper you You have your Fortune in your 

own Hands— but I'll find a way to make your 
Bover, your Pnxligal Spendthrift Cbillant, Valen- 
tine^ pay for all, I will. 

Ang. Will you ? I eare not, but all shall out 
then - I.,ook to't, Nur.se: I ean bring Witness 
that you ha\e a great unnatural Teat under your 
left .\riu, and he another : and that you suekle 
a young l)e\il m the Shape of a Tabby-Cat, by 
turns, 1 ean. 9* 

Snrse. A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatural Teat ! 

0 the false slanderous thing : feel, ft*el here, if 

1 ha\e any thing but like another ( hristian. 

\( vying. 

Fore. 1 will have Patience, since it is the Will 
of the Stars I should be thus tormented This 
Is the IClTeet of the inaheious C’onjunetionN and 
Oppositions III the third House of my Nativity ; 
there the C urse of Kintlretl ^\as foretold But 

1 will have my Doors lock'd up I'll punish you, 

not a Man shall enter luy House. lox 

Ang. Do I’nele, lock ’em up quickly before my 

Aunt come home You'll have a Letter for 

.Mimony to .Morrow Morning But let me be 

gone first, and then let no Mankind come near the 
House, but converse with Spirits and the C elestial 
Signs, the Bull, and the Bam, and the Cioat. 
Bless me I there are a great many horn'd Beasts 
among the twelve Signs, Uncle. But Cuckolds go 
to Heav'ii. no 

Fore. But there's but one Virgin among the 
Twelve Signs, Sjiitfire, but one Virgin. 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if she 
had had to do with any thing but .Astrologers, 
Uncle. That makes my Aunt go abroad. 
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Fore. How ? How ? Is thiit the Heason ? 
Come, you know something ; tell me, ami I’ll 
forgi\ e you; do, ^ood Neiee Come, you shall 

have my Coaeh and Horses, Faith and troth 

you shall Does my Wife eomplam ? Come, 

i know Women tell one another - Slu* is younj^ 
and sanjjuine, has a w'anton Ha/Ie F\e, and was 
born under (iemini. wliK'h may melme her to 
Society ; slie has a Mole u])on her Lip, with a 
moist Palm, and an open Liberality on the Mount 
of yentts. 

A ns. Ha, ha. ha. 

Fore. Do you lauj^h ? Well (■(adieu oman. 

ril Hut eome. he a ^ood (iirl. don't jierplex 
vour poor I’nele. tell me won't \oii spiaik ? 
Odd ni ‘ lu 


S C K N K IV. 

{To ihetn] Si:kv\nt. 

Sen\ Sir Sampson is coming down to uait upon 
you — 

Ang. (iood hu'y I’ncle Call me a Chair 

I'll find out my Aunt, and tell her, she must not 
conic home. 

Fore. I'm so perplex'd and vex’d, 1 am not lit 
to receive him; 1 shall scarce reco\ er mv self 
before the Hour be past : (io Nurse, tell .Sir 
Sampson Fm ready to wait on him. 

\nrse. Ves, Sir. 10 

Fore. Well- -Why, if I was born t(j be a ( uckold. 
thereN no more to be said — lie's here already. 

SCENE V. 

Fouksioiit, and Sir .Sampson Luokno 
a Paper, 

Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, old Iloy : 
that's plain —here 'tis, I have it in my Hand, 
old Ptolomee ; I'll make the ungracious Prodigal 
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know who bei^at him : 1 will, old Sostrodawns. 

Wluit, I warrant my Son thou^lit nothing bohni^'d 
to a Kallicr, hot h'orjjivenrss aiul Affrcdion : no 
Aiitliority, no ( Orrc^ction, no Arbitrary Power ; 
nothin*; to bt' done, but for liim to offend and iiu‘ 
to pardon. I warrant ycui, if he danc'd till 
Doomsday, he thought 1 was to pa> the Piper. 
Well, blit here it is under black ami white. Stunfi- 
turn, SiifillatNtn. and Dvlihcrainm : that as soon as 
my Son Ifrttjnnun is arriv'd, he is t(» make over 
to him his Hiolit of Inluritanei^. \Vhere’s my 
Daughter that is to lie hah ! oht Mrrhn ’ 
body o'lm*. I'm so ^jlad I'm re\<‘n;;'d on this 
imdiitifiil HoLiiie. ir 

Fore. Odso. l(‘t me sia* : Let me sia* tlie Pafu r 
.\\ . failli and troth, iiere 'tis. d it w ill hot hold 
I wisli thin<;s wen* done, and the ( ’on\ (“yaiK'c 
made When was tins si<rn'd. what Iloiir? 
Oilso. yon should have (*onsu)ted me for the time. 
W'ell, iuit we ll make haste 

Sir Sotfi/f. Haste, av . ay: hasti* enoii^di. mv* 
Son litfi will be m 'fowii to Ni;;ht 1 have onler'd 
mv Lawyer t(> draw up Writin^fs of Setthrneiit 
and .lomtiire All shall be dom* ti> Ni^ht — No 
matter for the time : pritliee. Hrother Forest flht^ 
leave Superstition Pox o'th' time ; there's no 
time blit tin* time present, there’s no more to be 
said of what's past, and all that is to eome will 
happi'ii. If tin* Siin slime by Day, and the Stars 
by Nieht, why. we shall know one another's Paces 
without the hel]) of a t’andh*. and that's all the 
Siars are <;oo<i lor. 

Fore. How, h<»w f Sir Sumption, that all 
(hve me leave to eontradiet you, ami tell you, you 
are ignorant. 

Sir Satnp. I tell you I am wise: and sapiens 
danttnaftHttr astns ; there's Latin for you to prove 

I Xo^trotianius N* ■•'trad.vmn- : Mjch*d do Nntmlaiiu, 
llio fainovjN I'renrh astr«>]ocor He is buried at 
Salon*:, not far fr<'in M.irseilles 
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it, and an Argument to confound your Kphemvns 

Ignorant I 1 tell you, 1 have travell'd old 

Fircit, and know the (dobe. 1 ha\e st'tMi the 
Antipodes, where the Sun rise>. at Midnight, and 
sets at Xoon-l)ay. 

F(trc. Hut I tell \ou, I ]ia\<* traNeil'd, and 
traxeird in the ('celestial Spheres, known the 
Sffins and the Jdoptets. and their Hiaises. Can 
jud^e of Motions l)irec*t and Hetro^rad**, of 
Sextiies. Quadrates, Trines an<l Oppositions. Kiery 
Trifions and A(|uatieal Trif^ons. Know whidluT 
lafe shall be lon^ or short, flappv or I'nhappy, 
\\lietlier Diseases art' Curable or intMirable. If 
.lourne^s sliall bt' prosperous. I ’ndertakinj^s 
sueeessful : or (ioods stolTn recover'd. I knou — 

Sir Samp. 1 know tht' lenirth ol the Kinperor 
ol diina'^ h’oot : havt* ki'^s'd the (ireat Moflul's 
Slipper, and rid a Iluntin;' upon an h'Jephant with 
the Chain of Tartarp. Hody ti’ine, I have math' 
a Cuckold of a Kin^, and the prtst'ut Majt'sty ol 
Jtantatn is the Issue of tht'se Ltuns. m 

Fore. I know when 'IVaNelltTs 1\(‘ or speak 
Truth, when they dtui't kno\\ it themselves. 

.Sir Samp. 1 ha\e kn<n\n an Astrolo^t r made a 
( uckold in the 'rwinklin^f of a Star : and seen 
a ( onpirer. that eoiftl not keep the Devil out ol 
Ills W lie's ( irele. 

Fore. What, tlot-s he tuit me with iny Wile 
too? I must be better mtorm'd ol this, l.l.v/t/c.) 

Do you mean m\ Wile, Sir Sawjpson f 1'ho' 
you inaiie a ( iiektild t>f the Km^' f>f liantamy yet 
iiy the Hody t»f the Sun 7- 

.Sir Satnp. Hy the Horns ol the .Moon, you 
wou*d say. Hrother ( ajineorn. 

Fore, i'apnrorn in \our Teeth, thou Modern 
Mandei'il : Ferdinand Mendez Pinto was but a 

;6 Mandrill Poi/o ' Sir p.hii .M;mdf \ illo, author "f t hf 
lanin\i«, Tra\i l-. c i U>o J’nitu was a ]'f*rtTigUfsr adv ent urrr , 
who published his J^erppnnation in 1^14. was by no 

means such a liar as boresight believed 
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Type of thee, thou Liar of the first Mai^nitude. 
Take back your Paper of Inheritance ; send your 
Son to Sea again. I'll wed iny Daughter to an 
Egyptian Mummy, e'er she shali Incorporate with 
a (’onternner of Sciences, and a Defamer of V’^irtue. 

Sir Samp. Pody o'me, 1 have gone too far ; 

I must not provoke honest Alhamazar. an 

EgifptUm Mummy is an Iliiistrious ( rcaturc, my 
tru'.ty Hieroglyphick ; and may liavc Significa- 
tions of Futurity about him ; Odsbiid, I would 
my Son were an Egyptian Mummy for thy sake. 
What, thou art not angry for a Jest, my good 

I inly 1 reverence the Sun, Moon and Stars with 

all my Heart. - What, I'll make thee a Present 
of a Mumm\ : Now I think on't, Hody o’me. 
1 have a Shoidder of an Egyptian King, that I 
purloin'd from one of the Pynimids, powder'd with 
Hieroglyphicks, thou shalt have it brought home to 
thy House, and make an Kntertainment for all the 
PhUomaths. and Students in Physick and Astro- 
logy in and about London. 

Fore. Hut what do you know of my Wife, Sir 
Sampson 'i 01 

Sir Samp. I’liy \Vife is a Constellation of 
Virtues : she's the Moon, and thou art the Man 
in the M«M>n : Nay, slie is more Illustrious tlian 
the Moon : for she lias her Chastity witluait her 
Inconstancy, s’bud I Mas but in Jest. 

S 1 K N K VI. 

[To them\ Ji:iii:mv. 

Sir Samp. How now, >vho sent for you ? Ha I 
What M'ou'd you have ? 

Fore. Nay, if you were but in Jest — Who’s 
that FelloM' 'i I don't like his Physiognomy. 

Albumazar' a IVrsian astrologer, popularized bv 
Toiiikis’s plav. ieM\ed 166.S 

Sg lialy' Either Hall«*v. the calculator of his famous 
comet, or a I’ersian astronomer of the ninth century 
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Sir Samp, My son. Sir : what Son, Sir ? My 
Son Benjamin, hoh ? 

Jere. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my Master, — ‘iis 
the first time he has been abroad sinee his Confine- 
menl, and he eomes to pay his Duty to you. 

Sir Samp. Well, Sir. 10 

SCENE VII. 

Forkskjht, Sir Samp.son. Vxli.vtink, 
Jkrkmv. 

Jere. He is here. Sir. 

Vnl. Your Blessing, Sir. 

Sir Samp. You've had it already , Sir, I think 
I sent it you to Day in a Bill of Four thousand 
Pound : A preat deal of Mony, Brother Forrsifiht. 

Fore. Ay indeed. Sir Sampson, a threat <leai of 
Mony for a younp Man, I w’onder what he can do 
with it ! 

Sir ASamp. Body o'me, so do I. Hark ye, 
Valentine, if there he to(» mueh, relund the Super- 
fluity ; Do'st hear Boy ? o 

Val. Superfluity, Sir, it uill searee pay my 
Debts, — I hope you will ha\e more Indulpenee, 
than to oblige me to those hard Conditions, whieh 
my Neeessity sign'd to. 

Sir Samp. Sir, how, I beseech you, what were 
you pleas'd to intimate, eoneerniiig Indulgeiiee ? 

Val. Why, Sir, that you wou'd not gi> to the 
extremity of the Omchtion*'. but release me at 
least from some Part. - 

Sir Samp. Oh Sir, I unelerstand >ou- that's 
all, ha ? 

Val. Yes, Sir, all that I presume to ask.- — But 
what you, out of Fatherly Feaidness, will be 
pleas'ef to add, shall be doubly weleoine. 

Sir Samp. No doubt of it. sweet Sir, but your 
filial Piety, and my fatherly Fondness wouM fit 
like two Tallies. Here's a Hogue^ Brother 
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Foresight, makes a Bargain under Hand and Seal 
in the Morning, and would be releas'd from it 
in the Afternoon ; here\s a Rogue, Dog, here's 
(’onscience and Honesty ; this is your Wit now, 
this is the Morality of your Wits ! You are a Wit, 

and have been a Beau, and may be a Why 

Sirrah, is it not here under Hand aiul Seal — -C'un 
you deny it ? 

I'al. Sir, I don't <leny it. — 

Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be bang'd ; 1 shall live 
to see you go up Holborti-Uill Has he not a 
Hogue’s Face ? - —Speak, Brother, you under- 
stand Physiognomy, a hanging Look to me — - of 
all my Boys the most unlike me ; he has a damn'd 
Tytmrn-Vwve, without the Ikuielit o'the (’lergy. 

Fore. Hum truly I don't care to discourage 
a young Man, he has a violent Death in his 
Face ; but 1 hope no Danger of Hanging. 

Val. Sir, is this I '.sage for your Son f for that 
old Weather-headed Fool, I know how to laugh at 
him ; but you. Sir 4 ) 

Sir Samp. You, Sir ; an<l you. Sir : ^Vhy, who 
are you, Sir ? 

Val. Your Son, Sir. 

Sir Samp, That's more than I know. Sir, and 
I lielieve not. 

Val. Faith, I hope not. 

Sir Samp. What, wou'd you have your Mother 
a Whore ! Did you ever hear the like I Did you 
ever hear the like I Body o'me 

Val. I would ha>e an Kxcii.se for your Barbarity 
and unnatural L'.sage. 

Sir Samp. Kxciise ! Impudence ! Why, Sirrah, 
mayn't I do what I please ? Are not you my 
my Slave 'I Did not I beget you ? An<l might not 
I have chosen whether 1 would have begot you or 
no ? ’Oons who are you ? \V hence came you ? 
What brought you into the World ? How came 
you here, Sir *? Here, to stand here, upon those 

3 <) llolborn-HilV 1 c on the way to T>'b\irn (Pualtl) 
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two Lo^s, and look rrcct with that aiidarioiis Face, 
hah ? Answer me that ? Did you eorne a Volun- 
teer into tlie World ? Or did I, with the lawful 
Authority of a Parent, press you to the Service ? 

I know no more why 1 came, than vou do 
why \(ju caird me. Hut here I am, an<i if you 
don't mean to provide for me, I desire you would 
leave me as you found me. 

Sir Samp, With all my Heart : Comc’, unerase, 
strip, and ^o naked out of the World, as you came 
into't. 

\’aL My C'loaths are soon j)ut off : - Hut you 

must also divest me of Iteason, 'i'hou^jht. Passions, 
Inclinations, .Vffections, A|>petitcs, Senses, and 
the hu^^c Train of .Vttendants that \ on he^mt alon^ 
>vith me. 

Sir Samp. Ihnly o'me, what a many-headed 
Monster haNe 1 propapite<l ! 

\'aL I am of my self, a plain casic simple 
C reature ; and to he kept at small lOxpenee ; hut 
the Itctinue that >ou ^a\c me are era\ in^ and 
m\ mcihle ; they are so many Devils that you liave 
rais'<l, and will have lOmployment. 

Sir Samp. 'Oons, what ha<l 1 to do to ^<‘t 
( hiUiren,' can't a pri\ate Man he hc>rn without 

all these Followers ? Why nothing under an 

J^mperor should he born with Appetites, - Why 
at this rate a Fellow’ that has hut a Ciroat in his 
IVickct, ma\ ha\e a Stomach capable of a Ten 
Shilling Ordinary. 

Jere. Nay that’s as clear as the Sun ; I'll make 
Oath of it before any Justiee m JMtddlrsr.r. 'rt 

Sir Satnp, Here's a C'orrnorant loo, 'S'heart 
this Fellow was not born with you - I dal not 
beget him, did I ? 

Jere. Hythe Pro\ision that's made for me, you 
might liave begot me too : — Nay, and to tell your 
Worship another Truth, I believe you iJid, for 
I find I was born wath those same Wlioreson 
Appetites too, that my Master speaks of. 107 
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Sir Smnp. Why look you there now, I'll 

maintain it, that by the Rule of right Reason, this 
Fellow ought to have been born without a Palate. 
’S’heart, what shou’d he do with a distinguishing 
Taste ? — I warrant now he’d rather eat a Pheasant, 
than a Piece of poor John ; and smell, now, why 
I warrant he can smell, and loves Perfumes above 

a Stink. Why there's it ; and Miisick, don't you 

love Musiek, Scoundrel ? 

Jerc. Yes, I have a reasonable good Ear, Sir, 
as to Jiggs and Country Dances ; and the like ; 
I don't much matter your Solo's or Sonata's, they 
give me the Spleen. wo 

Sir Snjnp. The Spleen, ha, ha, ha, a Pox con- 
foun<l you Solo's or Sonata's ? 'Oons whose Son 
are you ? How were you engendred. Muckworm^? 

Jere, I am by my Father, the Son of a Chair- 
man ; my Mother s«)ld Oisters m Winter, and 
Cucumbers in Summer ; an<l I came up Stairs 
into the ^Vorld ; for I w^as b<»rn in a Cellar. 

Fore, By your Looks, you shou'd go up Stairs 
out of the World too. Friend. wo 

Sir Samp, .And if this Hogue were Anatomiz'd 
now, and dissectc<l, lie has his Vessels of Digestion 
and Concoction, and so forth, large enough for the 

inside of a Canlinal, this Son of a Cucumber. 

These things are unaccountable and unreasonable, 
— Body o'ine. why was not I a Bear ? that iiiy 
Cubs might have liv'd upon sucking their Paws ; 
Nature has been proviilent only to Bears and 
Spiders ; the one has its Nutriment m his own 
Hands ; and t'other spins liis Habitation out of 
his own Entrails. 140 

I'al. Fortune was provident enough to supply 
all the Necessities of my Nature ; if I had my 
right of Inheritance. 

Sir Samp. Again ! 'Oons han't you four 
thousand Pound — — if I had it again, I wou'd not 

113 poor John] «;alted hake (a type of poor fare) — C .T. 
Onions, Shakespeare Glossary. 
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pive thcc a Groat, What, would *st tliou have 

me turn Pelican, anti feed thee out of my own 
Vitals ? -'S'heartj live by your Wits, You were 
always fond of the Wits, -Now let's see, if you 

have Wit cnouf?h to keep your sidf Your 

llrother will be in Town to Nijjht, or to Morrow 
Morning, and then look you perform Covenants, 
and so your Friend and Servant. Come 
Jlrother Foresi!*ht. 


Si KNK Mil. 

V.\ LKNTIN K, J KUKM V . 

Jerc. I tohl you what your V^isit woii'ii (?onie to. 

IV//. 'Tis as much as I expected 1 did not 
come ti) see him : 1 came to .Aiifiehca : Hut since 
she was j'one abroad, it was easily tiirnVl another 
way ; and at least look'd well on my side : What's 
here ? Mrs. Foresight and Mrs. Frail, they are 

earnest, I'll avoid 'em, -Come* this \\a\, and 

^o and en(|Uire when Angelica will return. 

S ( K X K IX. 

Mrs, FounsioiiT, and Mrs. Fh.vil. 

Mrs. Frail. What have you to do to W'atch me ? 
'S'life I'll <lo what 1 please. 

Mrs. Fore. You will ? 

Mrs. Frail. Yes marry will 1 .V ^^reat Piece 

of Husiness to ^o to i'ovent Garden Square in a 
Hackney-Coach, ami take a turn witli <jne's 
Friend. 

Mrs. Fore. Nav, two or three Turns, I'll take mv 
Oath. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, what if I took twenty ~ 

I warrant if you had lieen there, it had been only 
innocent Hecreation, I^rd, where’s the Comfort 
of this Life, if we can't have the Happiness of 
conversing where we like ? 

Mrs. Fore. Hut can't you converse at home - - 
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I own it, I think there's no Happiness like con- 
versing? with an agreeable Man ; I d<in't cpiarrel 
at that, n<*r I don't think hut your Conversation 
was very innocent ; but tlie I'lace is publiek. and 
to be seen with a Man in a Haekney-Coaeh is 
scandalous : What if any Body else shoifd ha\e 

seen you alite, as I did ? How can any Bod\ 

be happy, while they're in perpetual Fear of bein^? 
seen and censur'd Besides it wou'd not only 
reflect upon you. Sister, hut me. 

Mrs. Frail , Booh, here's a ( hitter Why shou'd 
it r(“l!ect up<m \ou ? 1 don't doubt but you havt‘ 

thought \our sell’ happy in a Hackiiey-Coaeh 
before now. It I had ^one to Kai^ht's-Bridfir, or 
to Chclsnf, or to Sprins*-(iardcfi , or Barn-Elms 
with a Man alone -- something muiht have been 
said. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, was 1 e\< r in any of those 
Places ? What do you iiieaii. Sister ? 

Mrs. Frail. Was I ? What do \ ou mean ? 

Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worse IMace. 

Mrs. Frail. 1 at a worse Place. an<l with a Man ! 

Mrs. Fare. 1 suppose you wtnild not ;?o alone to 
the World's- End. 

Mrs. F'rail. The World'.s-End \ Mhat, do you 
mean to banter me 't 4 i 

Mrs. Fore. Poor Innoc’cnt I You don t know’ 
that there's a l*lace call'd the World' s-End t 
I'll swear you can keep your Countenance purely, 
you'd make an admirable Player. 

Mrs. Frail. I'll sw’ear you ha\ e a jxreat deiil of 
(’onlldeiice, and in my Mind too much for the 
Stage. 

30 World's- End] In C helsea. Knipht-sbridge contaiiic<l 
The Swan, a similar place ot resort. Barn Kims, at Hamp- 
stead, where Jacob Toiison afterwards built the Kit-Cat 
rov.»iii bpring Gardens w’as on the site of the present 
Admiralty Arch, and was * a kind of Mahommedan paradise ’ 
(Spfctator, 383) The character of these places is (duioiis 
from the context. 
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Mrs. Fore. Very well, that will appear who has 
most, yon never were at the World's-Fnd i v) 

Mrs. Frail. No. 

Mrs. Fore. You deny it positively to iny Face. 

Mrs. Frail. Your Faee, what's your Face ? 

Mrs. Fore. No matter for that, it's as ^ood 
a Face as yours. 

Mrs. Frail. Not by a Dozen Years wearing. 

Ihit I do deny it pcisitively to vfiiir Faee then. 

Mrs. Fore. Fll allow you now to find fault with 
iny Faee : for Fll swear your Impudeiu'e has 

put me out of C'ountenanee : Hut look >ou 

here now’, - where dul you lost* this (iold Hodkm ? 

Oh Sister, Sister I 02 

Mrs. Frail. My Hodkm 1 

Mrs. Fore. Nay, ’tis yours, look at it. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, if you to that, where did 
you find this Hodkm?- Oh Sister, Sister! 
Sister every way. 

Mrs. Fore. O I)< vil on't, that I (‘ou'd not 
diseo\er her. without l)etra\m^ m\ self. |.l.vo/e. 

Mrs. Frail. 1 have heard Gentlemen say. 
Sister ; that one slKui'd take frreat Care, when 
<me makes a Thrust m Fenein^^, not to lye open 
ones .self. 

Mrs. Fore. It's very true. Sister : Well, smee 
all's out, and as you say, since we an* both 
wounded, let us d<i what is often done in Duels, 
take eare of one another, ainl ^row’ better Friends 
than before. 

Mrs. Frail. AVith all my Heart, ours are but 
slipht flesh Woiin<ls, an<l if we ke ep 'em from Air, 
not at all dangerous ; Well, ^ive me yeair Hand 
in Token of Sisterly Seeresie ami Affect ion. 

Mrs. Fore. Here 'tis with all my Heart. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, as an Karnest of Friendship 
and Confidence : Fll ae<]uuint you with .a Desj^m 
that I have : To tell Truth, ami speak tifa rily erne 
to another : Fm afraid the World ha\e observ'd 
us more than w’c have observ'd one another. You 
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have a rich Husband, and are provided for, I am 
at a Loss, and have no great Stock cither of 
Fortune or Reputation ; and therefore must look 
sharply about me. Sir Sampson has a Son that is 
expected to Night ; and by the Account I have 
heard of liis Education, can be no Conjurer : 
The Estate you know is to be made over to him : 
Now if I couM wheedle him. Sister, ha ? You 
understand me V 

Mrs. Fore. I do : and will help you to the 
utmost of my Power — And I can tell you one 
thing that falls out luckily enough ; my awkward 
naughtcr<in-Law, who you know is design'd to 
be his Wife, is grown fond of Mr. Tattle ; now' 
if we can improve that, and make her have an 
Aversion for the Hooby, it may go a great way 
towards his liking you. Here they come together : 
and let us contri\e some way or other to leave 'em 
together. 


S C E N E X. 

[To them] TATTLii and Miss Pun:. 

Miss, Mother, Mother, Mother, look you here. 

Mrs. Fore. Fie, lie. Miss, how you bawl 

Heshies, I have told you, ytui must not call me 
Mother. 

Miss. What must 1 call you then, arc you not 
my Father's Wife ? 

Mrs. Fore. .Madam ; you must say Madam 

By my Soul, 1 shall fancy my self old indeed, to 

have this great Girl call me Slother Well, but 

Miss, what are you si> over-joy'd at ? m 

Mi.ss. Look \ou here, Madam then, what Mr. 

Tattle has giv'n me Look you here Cousin. 

here's a SnulT-Box ; nay, there's Snuff in*t ; — here, 

will you ha\e any Oh good ! how sw'cet it 

IS — Mr. 2'attle is all over sweet, his Perruke is 

sweet, and his iiloves are sweet, and his 

Handkerchief is sw'eet, pure sweet, sweeter than 
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Roses — Smell him Mother, Madam, I mean — lie 
gave me this Ring for a Kiss. 

Tatt, O fie Miss, you must not kiss and tell, -o 

Misa. Yes ; I may tell iny M»>ther Anti he 

says he’ll give me something to make me smell so 

Oh pray lend me your llandkcrehief — Smell, 

Cousin ; he says, he’ll give me something that will 
make iny Smocks smell this way - -Is not it 

pure? It’s better than Jaivender imin — I’m 

resolv’d I won't let Nurse put any more havender 
among my Smocks — ha. Cousin ? 

Mrs. Frail. Fie, Miss ; amongst your Linncn, 
you must Siiy — You must never say Smock. jo 
Why, it is not bawdy, is it, Cousin ? 

Tail. Oh Madam ; you arc too severe upon 
Miss ; you must not lind fault with Ikt pretty 

Simplicity, it becomes her slrangt‘ly pretty 

Miss, don’t let ’em persuade you out of your 
Inncxjcncy. 

Mrs. Fore. Oh, demm you Toad — -I uisli you 
don’t perswad(‘ her out of her limoccncy. 

Tati. Who 1 , Madam ? Oh I/ord how c«in 

your laidyship have such a Thought-— sure you 
don’t know me ? ai 

Mrs. Frail. Ah Devil, sly Devil lie’s as 

close. Sister, as a Confessor lie thinks we don’t 

observe him. 

Mrs. Fore. A cunning Cur, liow soon lie eou’d 
lind out a fresh harmless Creature ; and left us. 
Sister, presently. 

Tail. Upon Reputation. A'i 

Mrs. Fore. They’re all so. Sister, these Men — 
they love to have the .spoiling of a young thing, 
they arc as fond of it, as of being first in the 
Fashion, or of seeing a new Play the first Day, - 
I warrant it would break Mr. TaXtlc's Heart, to 
think that any Body else shou'<l be beforeliand 
with him. 

Tail. Oh Lord, 1 swear I wou'd not for the 
W'orld 57 
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Mrs. Frail. () hiin<r \oii : who'll believe ycui V — 
Yoii‘<i be liari^rM bc'tore nohM eonfess —we know 
you slie's very pretty ! -Lonl, wliiit pure red 
and white ! —she looks so wliolsoine ; — ne'er stir, 

1 don't know, but I taney, il 1 were a Man - 
Miss. How you love to jeer one, C'ousin. 

Mrs. Fore, llark'ee, Sistca*, - l)y iny Soul the 
(iirl Is spoil'll alrea<ly d'i‘e think she'll ever 
<‘ndure a j'reat lubberly 'rarpawlin (kid 1 warrant 
you, she won't let Iiiiu eonie near her, alter Mr. 
Tattle. (>■» 

Mrs. Frail. O'liiy Soul, I'm afraid not —eh 1 
liUhv l’reatur<', that sm<*lls all »>r Pitch and Tarr 

Devil take you, \ou c‘onfound(‘d 'J’oad 

why <lid you see her, before sh(‘ was inarru^l ? 

iSlrs. Foie. Nay, why did we let him my 

Husband will hanix us He'll think we brouLiht 
'em aeipiamted. 

Mr^. Fiail. ( oiik*, h'.nlh let us be i^one If my 
my Hrother Fonsinht shou'd lifid us with them ; 
He'd think so, sur<‘ enough. 

Mrs. Fore. So he wou'<i but tlien leav in«i 
'<•111 loi»eth(T Is as bail- And he's such a sly 
Devil, he'll never miss an Opportunity. ‘^1 

Mrs. Flail. 1 don't eare ; 1 won't be seen m't. 
Mrs. Fare. Well, if you slunihl, Mr. Tattle., vou'll 
have a orld to answer lor, n niember 1 wash my 
Hands of it. I'm throu^hlv Innoi^ent. 

SCKNK XI. 

T.v rri I , Mis^ Pm i . 

Miss. What makes 'em u[o awav, Mr. Tattle 
What do they mean, do vou know t 

Tatt. Yes, my Dear —I think I can guess — 
Hut hang me it I kiiiuv tla^ Heason of it. 

IMi.ss. Pome, must not we go too ? 

Tatt. No, no, they don't mean that. 

Miss. No ! What then 'i W hat shall >011 and 
I do together 
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Tati. I iiuist niJikc Love to yon, pretty Miss ; 
will yon let me iinike ]-o\e to yon ? 

Miss, Yes, it* you please. 

Tait. Frank, 1 (iad, at least. What a Fox dties 
Mrs. Foresight mean l>\ tins ( i\ilily ? Is it to 
make a Fool of me ? or does she leave ns together 
out of ^ood Morality, and do as she would he done 
hy Chid ril understand it so. [.I.vn/e. 

Miss. Well ; and liow \mII yon make J.ove t(» 
me (’ome, I lon«2 to have yon be^in - mnsl 
1 make Lo\e too i Von must tell me how. 1 1 

Tatt. Yon must let me speak Miss, yon must 
not speak lirst ; I must ask yon Questions, and \»)n 
must answer. 

Miss. What, is it like the Catechism ? Come 

then ask me. 

Tatt, D've think \on ean love me ? 

Miss. \ es. 

Tatt. Pooh, Pox, >on must not say yi s aln ady ; 
I shan't care a Farthiiiff for > on then m a twmklini' 

Miss. M hat must 1 say then ? 

Tatt. Why yon must say no, or \on hehexe n«»t. 
or yon can't tell - o 

Miss. Why, must I tell a Lie then 'i 

Tatt. Yes, if you'd he well bred. .\II well-bred 

Persons Lie Hesules, yon are a Woman. > on 

must ne\’er .speak what yon think : Your Words 
must eoTitradiet yonr 'I'lion^hts ; but \onr .Xetioris 
may contradict \oiir Words. So, when I ask >on, 
if \oii can love me, yon must say no, but \oii must 
lo\e me too -If I tell yon >on are handsome, yon 
must deny it. and sa\ I flatter >f>n lint > on 
must think >our self more eliarmm^ than 1 speak 
>un .\nd like me, for the Jleanty winch I say 
>on liave, as nineh as if I had it my self If I ask 
> on to kiss me, \o!i must be an;^"r\ but \on mnsl 
n<it rifnse me. Ill ask yf)n for more, you must be 
more aniiry, but more comfilyin^ ; and as soon 
as ever I make yon say you'll cry out, \on must b<* 
sure to hold yonr 'rongiie. 4< 
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Miss. O Lord, I swear this is pure, — I like it 
better than our old fashion'd Country way of 
speaking one’s Mind ; — and must not you lie too ? 

Tati. Hum Yes — Hut you must believe I 

speak Truth. 

Miss. O Gemini ! Well, I always had a great 
Mind to tell Lies - but they frighted me, and 
said it was a Sin. 

Tati. Well, my pretty Creature ; will you make 
me happy by giving me a Kiss ? 

Miss. No, indeed ; I’m angry at you. — 

{Huns and kisses hint. 

Tatt. Hold, hol<l, that’s pretty' well —but you 
should not have given it me, but have suffer’d me 
to have taken it. 

Miss. Well, we’ll do it again. 

Tatt. With all my Heart Now Hum my little 

Angel. [Kisses fur. 

Miss. Pish. 

Tatt. That’s right,- again my Charmer. 

[Kisses again. 

Miss. O fie, nay, now I can't abide you. 08 

Tatt. Admirable ! That was as well as if you 
had been born and bred in Covent -Garden ^ — And 
won’t y<ni shew me, pretty Miss, where your 
Bed-Chamber is ? 

Miss. No, indeed won’t I : but I’ll run there, 
and hide my self from you behind the Curtains. 

Tatt. I’ll follow you. 

Miss. Ah, but I’ll hold the Door with both 
Hands, and be angry : — and you shall push me 
dow’n before you come in. 

Tatt. No, I’ll come in first, and push you down 
afterwards. * bo 

Miss. Will you ? then I'll be more angry, and 
more eomplying. 

Tatt. Then I’ll make you cry out. 

Miss. Oh but you shan't, for I’ll hold my 
Tongue — 

Tatt. Oh iny dear apt Scholar. 
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Miss, Well, now I’ll run and make more haste 
than you. 

Tatt, You shall not fly so fast, as I'll pursue. 
End of the Second Act, 


A C T III. S C K N E I. 

Surse alone. 

Nursi:. 

Miss, Miss, Miss Pme — Me rev on me, marry and 
-Amen. Why, wliat's become of the Child ? — 
Why Miss, Miss Foresight -Sure she has loekt 
her self up in her Chamber, and ^one to sleep, or 
to Prayers: Miss, Miss, 1 hear her - -('ome to 

your Father, Child : Open Die Door Ojien the 

boor, Miss 1 hear you cry husht (> Lord, 

who’s there ? \pc(*ps\ What's here to do ? () the 

Father ! a Man with her ! Why, Mlss I say ; 

(»od's my Life, here's fine <loings towards () 

Ixird, we’re all undone O you young Harlotry 

[A-rjocA’S.) Od’s my Life, won't you open the Door t 
1 11 eome in the back way. 

S C K N K II. 

Taitlk, 3/i.s\ 9 pRi n. 

d/is.s. O Lord, she’s coming — and she'll tell my 
Father, w'hat shall I do now’ ? 

Tatt. Pox take her ; if she had staid two 
Minutes longer, I shou'd have w ish'd for her criming. 

ML^s. () Dear, what shall I say ? Tell me, Mr. 
Tattle^ tell me a Lie. 

Tatt. There’s no occasion for a Lie ; I con d 

never tell a Lie to no purpose But since we 

have done nothing, we must say nothing, I think. 

I hear her I'll leave you together, and come off 

as you can. [Thrusts her in, and shuts the Door. 
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SCENE 111. 

"I’VTTLF, VaIJINTINT:, ScVNDM. AnCT'LII’A. 

<‘an*t accuse inc of InconstancN , 
I never toI«i you that I lo\ M you. 

I’aL lUil 1 can accuse you of X ’neertaini y , f<»T' 
not t(‘nin;r me whcliicr \ou <li(l or not. 

An<*. \’ou mistake Iiulifi<*R‘nc\* ff>r l’nccrtaint> : 
1 ne\cr had Conccin <‘iiou«;h to ask iny self the 
Qiu'st ion. 

Sinn. Xor ;^ood Nature <*nou;ih to aiiswiM* him 
that did ask \ou: 1 II that tor \ou, Mailain. > 

. What, are \ou settuiLi up for ^ood Nature ' 

Sant. Only for the Alfeetatuui of it, as the 
Wonu'ii do lor ill Nature. 

Atni. Persuade your Erhnd, that it is all 
Afleetat ion. 

Sant. 1 shall reeiave no Ihau'lit from the 
Opinion : For I know no elTeetual Differenee 
hetwecii eonliiiued AflVetation and Healit> . 

I'ntt. \vontnni up.] Satndal. are you in prnate 
Discourse, any thiii^ of Seeresie ? : ) 

[At, hie to Scandal. 

Sant. A cs, hut 1 dare tnist you ; ue uere 
talking of yi/i^^(7/eu*s I.o\e to }'nlcntinc ; \ on uon t 
speak of it. 

Tntt. No, no, not a S>Il.d»le I know th.it" 
a Secret, for it's whisper'd e\er\ where. 

Sam. I la, ha, lia. 

Ami. ^\ hat is, Mr. Tuttle i I he.ird \ ou s';i\ 
soinethinjr was whispt r'd ev<T\ where. 

Sant. Your laiMu of Talent tnc. 

An^. How ! -j 

Taft. No, Madam, his Dove for your L.adiship 

(iad lake me, 1 he^ ytuir l^iidon — for 

I never heard a Word of your Eadiship's Passion, 
till this instant. 

Au!*. My Passion ! And who told you of my 
Passion, pray Sir ? 



Scene III. L O V E for L O V E. 26 J 

St'fin. Why, 1*% the Devil in ynii ? Dul not 1 tell 
it \ on for a Seeret ? 

'Ffitt. (ladso : hut I tlton^Mit she nii^ht Iia\e 
been trusted ^^lth lier own Alfairs. 

Scan. Is tfiat \Mnr Disendion t I rust a Woman 
with Iier self ? 41 

Tfilt. ^'on say tnn‘, I heix your Pardon ; I'll 
hriiii; all nff it was nnt)<>^''ihl(‘. Madam, for nu‘ 
to miMLjiiic*, that a Person of your Padiship's Wit 
and (Gallantry, eould have so lon^ neeiv'd tin* 
passionate* Addre'*ses of t Ik* ae<*ompIisirel 1 
anel \<*t remain mst usihle : tlK'refon* \ou will 
f)iirdon me, if fiom a jiist weiuht of Ills Me rit, with 
your Ladiship's w<mm! .lud^rue'nt, 1 lorm'd the 
Ilailanee of a r('ei]>ro<*.il Alle(*tion. so 

I af. () the* l)e\il, what damn'd (’osti\e Po(‘t 
lias mven thee (his la*sson of Fust 1 . in to i;et hy 
Kote ? 

.'inii. I dare swear \ou wronf{ him, it is his 
nwn -Aiul Mr, Tatfit' only jiido<*s of tin* >»uee(‘ss 
of others, from the Kffeets of his own Merit, h'or 
f‘ertainly Mr. Tatt!*' was never di“n\ el any tiling 
m his lafe. 

Tatt, () Ford! \ t*s ineleeel, Madam, .several 
times. <0 

Atiii. I swear I don't think 'tis possible. 

Tatt. \ <*s, I \e»w and swear 1 have*: Le)rd. 
Madam, I'm the most iintiutunate .Man in tin* 
World, aiul the* most eruelly us'el hv' the Faelies. 

Nay, now’ Mai'n* ungrateful. 

Tntt. No, I hope fie>t -’tis as mueh In»'r;iti- 
tude* to eiwn some h'av’oiirs, as to eoiK*e*al others. 

Fu/, There, neiw it's out. 

An^. I elon't uiKh'rstaiui \ou now. I thought 
you hael never ask'd any thin^, hut what a Lady 
mi^ht inexlestly orant. and ye^u <*onfess. 71 

Scan, Sei faith, vtnir Husiness is eieme he-re ; 
now' ye HI may ;;o hrag sennewhere else. 

Tfitt. Ilra^ ! D Heav'ns ! Why, did I name any 
bodv f 
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Ang. No ; I suppose that is not in your Power ; 
but you wou'd if you con'd, no doubt on’t. 

Tatt, Not in iny Power, Madam ! What docs 
vour Ladiship mean, that I have no Woman’s 
deputation in my IV)wer V so 

Scan. ’Oons, why you won't own it, will you ? 

[Aside. 

Tatt. Faith, Madam, you're in the ri^ht ; no 
more I have, as I hope to be sav’d ; I never had 
it in my Power to say any thing to a Lady’s 
Prejudice in my Life For as I was telling you. 
Madam, I ha\e been the most unsuccessful 
Creature living, in things of that Nature ; and 
never had the good Fortune to be trusted once with 
a J^ady's Secret, not once, 

Anfi. No. 90 

}'af. Not one(' I dar<‘ answer for him. 

Scan. And I'll answer for him ; for I'm sure 
if he had, he wou'd have told me ; I lind, Madam, 
you don’t know Mr. Tattle. 

Tatt. No indeed, Madam, you don't know’ me 
at all, I lind. F<^r sure m\ intimate Friends w’ou'd 
have known- 

Anfi. Then it seems you would liav’c told, if you 
ha<l been trusted. o) 

Tatt. O Pox, Scandal, that was too far put 

Never have told particulars. Madam. Perhaps 

I might have talk'd as of a third Person — or hav^o 
intnnlue'd an Ammir of my own, m (’onversation. 
by way of Novel ; Hut never have explain’d 
Particulars. 

A 71 ^. Hut whence comes the Reputation of Mr. 
Tattle's Seeresie, if he was nev’cr trusted ? lo- 

Scan. Why thence it arises The thing is 

proverbially spoken ; but may be apply’d to him 

As if w’C should say in general Terms, he only 

is secret who nev'er was trusted ; a Satirical 
Proverb upon our Sex— — There’s another upon 

yours As she is cliaste, wlio was nev’er ask'd 

the Question. That's all. 
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Val. A couple of very civil Proverbs, truly : 
Tis hcirtl to tell whether the l>ady or Mr. Tattle 
l)c the more oblig'd to you. For you found her 
Virtue upon the Hackwardness of the* Men ; jmd 
his Seercsie upon the Mistrust of the Women, ng 

Tatt. (iad, it's very true, Madam, 1 think we 
are oblig'd to acepiit our selves -.Vnd for my 

jiart Jiut your Lad\ship is to speak lirst 

Am i? Well, I freely etinless J ha\ e 
resisted a great deal of 'rempUition. 

Tatt. And 1 (ia<l, 1 Jia\e gnen scnne Tempta- 
tmn that has ntit been reNisl<‘d. 

Fu/. Good. 

-Ing. I cite I'alrntinr here, to declare to the 
('ourt, how fruith‘ss he has found his Jsndeavours, 
aiul to coiih'ss all his Sotlicitatioiis and my Denials, 

l af. I am n*ad\ to plead, Not guilty for you ; 
and Guilty, for my self. * 

Scan. So, why tins is f.iir, here's Demonstration 
^^lth a Witness. 

Tatt. Will, my Witnesses are not present - - 

Put I confess 1 ha\e had Fa\i)urs from IVrsons 

Put as the Favours are numberless, so th<‘ I'ersiins 
arc nameless. 

Scan. l*ooh, this pnj\es iKithing. j >g 

Tatt. Xo ? 1 can shew lA*ttcrs, Dockets, 

Pictures, and Rings : and if there be Occasion for 
Witnesses, 1 can sumiiKin the* Maids at the ( hoeo- 
lat<*-lIouses, all the Porters at Pall-Mall and 
( ovent-iiarden, the Door-Keepers at tlie Play- 
House, the Drawers at Locket's, Pontark\, tlie 
Hummer, Sprin^-iiarden ; my own I.andlady and 
Fa/el de CkamJjre ; all who shall make Oath, that 
I receive more Letters than the Secretary's Olliee ; 
and that 1 have more Vizor-Masks to enquire for 
me, than ever W'cnt to sec the II<?rmaphrodite, 
or the naked Prince. .Vnd it is notorious, that in 

146 Spring-Garden] Pont.icK’s and were famous 

ordinaries The Kuinnaer where .Malt iTior served his 
uncle as pot-boy. 

K 3 
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a Country C hurch, once, an Enquiry hein^ made, 
who I was, it was answer'd, I was the famous 
Tattle^ who liad ruin‘<l so iiuiiiy Women. 

I’ul. It was there, 1 suppose, you "ot the Niek- 
Nuiiie of the (irent Turk. ivi 

Tdtt. True : 1 was call'<l Turk-Taitle all over 

the l*arish The next Sundmf all the old Women 

kept their Daughters at home, and the Parson 
ha<i not lialf his Congregation. He wou'd have 
brought me into tlu* Spiritual (\)urt, hut I was 
reven^'<l upon him, for he had a handsrime 
I)au^htt‘r w'hom I initiated inUi the Science. Hut 
I repented it afterwards, for it was talk'd of in 
Town- — And a Lady of equality that shall he 
nameless, in a raj»in^ I ’lt of Jealoiisie, caiiu' dow n 
in her Coach anrl six hor^e.>, and expos'd her self 
upon my Account : (rad 1 was sorry for it with 
ail my Ih'art \’oii know whom 1 mean You 
know' where we rallTd - iri 

Scan. Mum, Tattle. 

( >;/. \Sdeath, are not \ou asham'd ? 

An^. () harharous ! 1 never heard so insolent 

a Piece of Vanity Kie, .Mr. Tattle - I'll swear 

I could not ha\e helie\'d it Is thi'. your 

Secret ie V 

Tatt. (iad so, the Heat of mv Story carry'd me 
beyond my Diseretum, as the Heat of the Laily'.s 
Passion hurry '(I lier beyond her Uc'putation Hut 
I hope you don't know whom I mean ; for there 
was a jTH'at many Ladies nitlleil Pox on't, now' 
could 1 bite off my Toneme. 

Sean. No dtin’t ; tVir then vou'Il tc*ll iis n<» 
more —Come, I'll recommend a Sonj; to you 
upon the Hint of my two ITovt rbs, aial I see one 
in the next Hoorn that will sin^ it. 

[Cr’oc.s to the I^oor. 

Tatt. For Heav'ns sake, if you do guess, say 
nothing ; Ciad, I'm very unfortunate. 

Scan. Prav sing the first Song in the last new 
Play. * ivo 
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S O X 


Set by Mr. John hlrihs. 

I. 

J \f/ntph and a Szvain I 0 Apollo oner prntfd. 

The Szvain had been jilted^ Ihe \tpnph been betray'd : 
Their Intent zvas to try if his Oraete hnnv 
E'er a \ytnph that zvas Chaste, or a Szvain that :va< 
true. 

II. 

Apollo zvas mate, and had hke t'hai e fnen pos'd, 

Hat safiely at length he this Seriet diselos'd : 

He alone zcon't betray in zvh/an none zvill Confide 
And the \yniph may be ('haste that has nevei fieen 
tnfd. 

S( KNl*: I\. 

\To them\ Sir Svmfson, Mrs. Kii\ii, 

Miss Ibiri:, and Senant. 

Sir Samp. Is Hen <*oiiir ? Odso, niy Son Hen 
coine ? I’m olad on’t : \\ Iktc is ii<* ? I lon^ 

to set* him. Now, Mrs. Frail. \ou shall sr*c my 
Son Hen Hody o'me, he's the Iloprs of my 

Family I han’t liiiii the'se three ^'ears 

1 >\arrant he's ^rown Fall him m, hid him 
make haste I'm rc*a<ly to er\ for Joy. 

Mrs. Frail. X’ow Miss yon ''hall se<* your Hus- 
band. ') 

J//V.S. Pi''h, he shall be iioin- of m> Husband. 

I Aside to Frail. 

Mrs. Frail. Hush : Well he shan't, leave that 
to me ril beekon Mr. Tattle to us. 

An^. Won’t you stay an<l see your Hrother ? 
l^al. We are the Twin-Stars, and cannr>t shine 
ill one Sphere ; when he rises I must set - - 

F.cclcs} The rou^iJerabh* of ihf,* i inriK su^'r t 

'■'t I’urc^ ll He s(.‘t ( \* ’i JudiimcHt oj Tari^ 
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Besides, if I shou'd stay, I don't know but my 
Father in good Nature may press me to the imme- 
diate signing the Deed of Conveyanec of my 

Kstate ; and I’ll defer it as long as I can Well. 

you'll come to a He.solution. »o 

An^. I can’t. Besolution must come to me. or 
I shall never have one. 

Scan. Com<‘, Vfileniinc^ I’ll go with you ; I've 
something in my Head to communicate to you. 


S C E N E V. 

AN(,r.r.iCA, Sir Sampson. Tattli;, Mrs. Frail. 

Miss Pui'K. 

Sir Samp. What, is my Son Valentine gone ? 
hat, is lie sneak'd off, and >vould not see his 
JJrother ? There's an unnatural Wh<‘lp 1 There's 
an ill-natur'd Dog I What, were you here too. 
Madam, and couhl not keep him ! C'ou'd neither 
J..ove, nor Duty, nor natural Affection oblige him. 
Odsbud, Madam, ha\e no more to say to him: 
he is not worth your Consideration. The Rogue 
has not a Drachm of generous I^ove about him : 
All Intere.st, all Interest ; he's an undone Scoun- 
drel, and courts your Kstate : Body o'me, he does 
not care a Doit for your Person. 

Anfi. I'm pretty even with him, Sir Sampson ; 
for if ever I cou'd have lik’d any thing in him, it 
shou'd have been his Estate t<»o : But since that's 
gone, the Bait's off, and the naked Hook appears. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, well spoken : and you are 
a wiser Woman than I thought you were : For 
most young Women now a-days are to be tempted 
with a naked Hook. ro 

AnsJ. If I marry. Sir Sampson, I'm for a good 
Estate with any Man, and for any Man w'ith a good 
Estate : Therefore if I were oblig’d to make 
a Choice, I declare I'd rather have you than 
your Son. 
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Sir Samp. Fiiith anti Troth Noifrc a wise 
\> oiiian, and I’m glad to hear \oir.say so ; 1 \^as 
afraid you Averc in Love with the Heprohate ; 
Odd, 1 was sorry for yt»ii with all iny Heart : 
Hanir him, Miin^rel ; east him off : \oii shall see 
the ilo"ue shew himself, and make l.oxe to some 
desponding i'ddan of foiirseore for Sustenance. 
Odd, 1 love to see a \oiinir Speiuithnft fore’d tt) 
thn^ to an old Woman for Support, like Ivy 
round a dead Oak : Faith 1 do ; 1 lt)ve to see ’em 
hnu: eotten toi^tdhei. like Down upon a 

Thi>t!e. 


SCLNK M. 

[7’u them] lii.N. Li:gknij, and Stnant. 

Hen. Where’s Father ? 

Serv. I’here, Sir, Ins Haek’s towards \ou. 

Sir Samp. Sly Son Heft ! Jll<‘ss thee my dear 
Ilo\ ; body o’me, thou art heartily weleome. 

Hen. Thank you Father, and I’m j'lad to see 
you. 

Mr Samp. Odsbud, and I’m izlad to .see thee, 
kiss me Hov, kiss me again and airain, tlear Hen. 

isse.s him. 

Ben. So, so, enough Fathei Mess. I’d rather 

kiss these Gentlewomen. 

Sir Samp. And so thou shalt — Mrs. Angelica, my 
Son Ben. 

Ben. Forsooth if you please [Salutes hcr.\ 

Nay, Mistress, I’m not for dropping Anchor here ; 
about Ship I faith — [Kisses Frail. J Nay, and you 
too, my little Coek-lloat so [Kisses Miss. 

Tatt. vSir, you're w’eleome a-shoar. 

Hen. Thank you, thank you, Friend. 

Sir Samp. Thou hast been many a weary 
League Ben, since I saw thee. 

Ben. Ey, ey, been ! Heen far enough, an that 

be all Well Father, and how do all at home ? 

How* does Brother Dick, and Brother Val ? 
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Sir Samp. bixly o'nie, Dicf; has been dead 

lliese two Years ; 1 writ you Word, when you were 
at Lcfiorne. 

Ben. Mess, that's true : Marry 1 liad lorj'ot. 
Dick's dead as yim sa> —Well, and how ? 1 have 
a many Questions to ask you ; well, you ben't 
marry M a;»aiii. Father, be you ? " 30 

Sir Samp. No, I int( iid you shall marry, Ben ; 
1 would not marry for thy sake. 

Jien. Nay, what does that si^nifie ? an ^ou 

marry a^ain Why then. I'll i;o to Sea a^am, 

so tluTe's one for t'otlier, an that be all Pray 

don't let nu* be \ our llmdianee ; e’(*n inarrv a 

(h)d’s Name an the Wind vit that w'ay. As for 
my pari, may-bap I havt* no Mind to marry, 

Frail. That w<Mi'd be pity, sueh a handsome 
\ounj; (h‘uti(*man. 4f» 

Bin. Ilaiidsoriu I he, la*, he, nay ForscK»th, an 
>ou be for jokln^^ I'll joke with you, lor 1 lo\e 
my Jest, an the Ship w<*re sinking, as we sa\ n at 
Sea. Hut I'll tell 3011 why 1 don't niu(‘h stand 
towanls Matrimony. 1 lo\e to roam about from 
l*ort to Port, and from Hand to l^and : 1 could 
never abide to be Port-bound, as we call it : 
Now’ a Man that is marry'd, has as it were, d'ye 
see, his Feet in the liilboes, and may-hap inaNn't 
;;et 'em out a^ain when he wou'tl. -o 

Sir Samp. Ben's a W ;S^o . 

Ben. \ Man that is marry'tl, d'ye see, is no 
more like another Man, than a (hilly-Slave is like* 
<»ne of Us free Sailors, he is chain'd to an Oar all 
his Life : and may-hap forc'd to tug a leaky 
A’essel into the llargain. 

Sir Samp. A \ery W ag, Ben\ a very Wag ; 
only a little tough, he wants a little polishing. 

Mrs. Frail. Not at all ; 1 like his Humour 

mightily, it's plain and honest, I shou'd like such 
a Uiiinour in a Husband extreamly. n 

Ben, Say'll you so Forsooth ? Marry and 

Bilbtx-v] shiji'.’ 11. 
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1 .shou'd like siic*li a liaiiclsoine (ivntlowoinan for 
a lk‘(l-ft*llow ; how say you. Mistress, 

wouM you like ^;oin;X to .Sea ? Mess, y<nrn* a tij^ht 
^’essel, and well an \»)U were biit as well 

inanird. 

Mrs. Frail. I shou'd not doubt that, if you were 
Master of me. 

Hen. Hut I'll tell you one tiling, an you eome to 
Sea in a hi**:!! Wind, or that Lady - \’oii inaMi t 
earry so mueh Sail o'\our Head Ti>p an<l top 
gallant, bv tiu* Mi“^s. 

Mrs. Frail. No, why •^o ? 

Hen. Why an y<ai tio, \<iu may run tin* risk 
to be o\er-set, and then Non'Il i*arry \our Keels 
above Water, he, h<*, he. 

.insi. I swear, Mr. Henjaniin is the v< nest \Va^ 
in Nat UK* ; an absolute Sea-Wit. 

Sir Samp. Nay, Hen has Harts, but as 1 told 
>ou before, they want a little Holishmj; : \'oii 
must not tiike any thin^ ill. Madam. 

Hen. No, 1 hope the (h ntlew'oman is not an^u'\ ; 
I mean all in ^ood part : For if I ^i\e a .lest, 
I'll take a Jest : And so Forsooth \ou ma\ be 
as fre(‘ with me. 

Aiiff. 1 thank you. Sir, I am not at all offender! ; 

Hut methinks Sir Sump.Hon., you shou'd h iiM? 
him alone with Ins Mistress. .Mr. Tattle, we must 
not hinder Hovers. 

Tatt. Well, Miss, I ha\e \our Promise. 

I J.viV/r tu Miss. 

Sir .Samp. Hody o'me. Madam, you say true : 

Hook \ on Hen: this is your Mistress, - 

t ome Miss, you must n<»t be shame-fae'rl we'll 
leave you tof^ether. 

.Miss. I can't abide to be left alone, ma\n't my 
Cousin stay with me ? 

Sir Samp. No, no. Come, let's away. 

Hen. I<ook you. Father, may-hap the yrSung 
Woman mayn't take a liking to me. — — 

Sir Sump. I warrant thee Hoy, come, come, 
A%e'll be gone ; I'll venture that. 
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SCENE VII. 

Bkn, and Miss Pruk. 

lien. Come Mistress, will you please sit 
down ? for an yoti stand a stern a that'n, we shall 
never grapple togi'lher.- Come, I'll haiile a Chair ; 
there, an you please to sit. I'll sit by you. 

Miss, You need not sit so near me, if you ha\e 
any thing to say, I can hear you farther off. I an’t 
deaf. : 

Iic 7 i, Why that’s true, as you say, nor I an't 
dumb, I ean hear as far as another, — I’ll hea\e 
off, to please you. [Sits farther ojf.\ An we were 
a liCague asunder, I’d undertake to hold Discourse 
with you, an ’twere not a main high Wind indeed, 
and full in my teeth. Eook you Forsooth, I am 
as it were, bound for the J^and of Matrimony : 
’tis a Voyage d'ye see, that >^as none of iiiy 
seeking, I was commanded by Father, and if you 
like of it, inay-hap I may steer into your Harbour. 
How say you, Mistress ? 'Mic short of the thing 
is, that if you like me, and I like you, we may 
chance to s>Mng in a Hammock together. 20 

Miss, I don't know what to say to you, nor 
I don't care to speak with you at all. 

lien. No, I'm sorry for that. Hut pray why 

are you so scornful ?* 

Miss, As long as one must not speak one's 
Mind, one had better not speak at all, I think, 
and truly I won’t tell a Lie for the Matter. 27 

Hen. Nay, you say true in that, it’s but a Folly 
to he : For to speak t>ne thing, and to think just 
the contrary ^Vay ; is as it were, to look one way, 
and to row another. Now, for my part d'ye see. 
I'm for carrying things above Board. I'm not for 
keeping any thing under Hatches, — so that if you 
ben’t as willing as I, say so a God’s Name, there’s 
no harm done ; may-hap you may be .shanie-fac'd, 
some Maidens thof they love a Sian well enough 
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yet they don't care to tell'n so U)\ Face : If that's 
the Case, why Silence ^ives Consent. I'i 

Miss. Ihit I'm sure it is not so, f<ir I'll speak 
sooner than you should believe* that ; aiul I'll 
speak Truth, tiu)' *uie should always tell a lai* 
to a Man ; and I don't care, let my Father do 
what he will: I'm too bii' to be wiiipt, so Fll 
tell \ou plainly, I don't likt* you, nor love you at 
all, nor <'\er >\i!l, that's more: So, there's your 
Answer for you : and don't tnjuble me no more. 
\ou ugly tiling. 47 

hen, i.<ook >ou, yo!ing Woman, you may learn 
to i^ive good Words howe\ er. I s[)oke \ oil fair, 

d'\e s(‘<*, aiwl ei\ il. As for y<»ur Lo\'e or your 

liking. 1 don't value it of a Hope's lOnd ; And 

may-hap I like you as little as you do me : 

AMiat I said was in Obedience to Father ; (hul 
I fear a W'liipfung no more than \ou do. Hut 
1 tell you one tiling, if you shouVI give such 
Fanguagt* at Sea, you'd ha\e a (‘at o* Nine '^I’ails 
laid cross your Slioulders. Flesh ! who are you 'r' 
'S ou hearrl t'other handsome young W’oman speak 
cimII\' to me, of her own Aeeord : AVJiatevtT 
\ou think of your self, (iad I don't think you are 
an\ more to eonifiare to her, than a (‘an of small- 
Beer to a Bowl of Punch. 

^liss. W'cll, and there's a handsome (ieiitli-maii, 
and a iin<* ( haitlemaii, anrl a sweet (h'litlemaii, 
that w’as here that loves me. and I love him : and 
if he sees you speak to me any more, he’ll thrash 
your Jacket for you, he will, you great Sea-(.’alf. 

hen. What, do you mean that fair- Weather 
Spark that was here just now' ? Wdl he thrash my 

Jacket ? — Let'll. — — h*t'n, ^Hut an he eom<‘s 

near me, may-hap I may giv'n a salt l^el for’s 
Supper, for all that. W’hiit does Father mean to 
leave me alone as soon as I come hfune, with such 

a dirty dowdy. Sea-Calf ? I an’t ('alf enough 

to lick your chalk’d Face, you Chee.sc-Curd you, 
marry thee ! Oons I'll marry a iMpland 
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Witch as soi»n, and live upon selling eontrarv 
Winds, and wreck’d Vessels. -s 

Mf.ss, I w'on't be call'd Names, nor I won't be 

abus’d thus, so I won't. — If I were a Man 

[Cryes.] you <lurst not talk at this rate No 

\ou durst not, you stinking Tar- Barrel. 

SCENE Mil. 

[To them] Mrs. Eohi:si(;ht and Mrs. Eh\il. 

Mrs. Fore. 'rhe> ha\e (juarrel'd just as we ton'd 
wish. 

Ben. Tar- Barrel / I^«*t \our Swet t-Ileart there 
rail me so, if he'll take your Part, your Tom 
Kssenrey and I’ll sa> something to him : (iad I'll 
lace his Musk-Doublet for him, I'll make* him 
stink ; he shall smell more hk(‘ a Wease l than 
a Civet-Cat, afon* I ha' done v\ith 'en. 

Mrs. Fore. Bless me, what's the Matte r, Miss ^ 
What, <loes she ery ? - Mr. Benjamin, what ha\e 
\ou clone to her i n 

Ben. I.et her er> : The more she cries, the less 
she'll slie has lueii gathering foul Weather in 
her Mouth, and now' it rains out at her Eyes. 

Mrs. Come, Miss, come along with me, 

and tell me. poor C hild. 

Mrs. Frail. Lord, what shall we do, there’s 
my BrotluT Foresight, and Sir Sampson coming. 
Sister, do \ou take .Miss down into the Parlour, 
and I'll carry Mr. Benjamin into my Chamber, 
for they must not knc»w' that they are fall'll out. -- 
Come, Sir, will you \enlure your self with me ? a 

[i^oking kindly on him. 

Ben. Venture, Mess, and that I will, tho' twere 
to Sea in a Storm. 
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SC EXE IX. 

.Sir Sampson and Koiii:su;ii 1 . 

Sir Samp. 1 K^fl ‘pin lit-rt* ; wluil .11 l * 

Ihpy •*oiK* ? Jicn\ a brisk Jloy : lit- has li«-r 

into a Corin-r, Father's own Son, t.iitli, Jir 11 
toii/.lt- lu*r, and iiiou/Jc ht*r : 'FIk- Ho;^iu‘*s sh.irp 
sfl, c-oinin;r 1‘roiii Spa ; if he should iu>t slay l<»r 
saNin;.; (iracp, old Furcsififitt Inil fall lo without 
thp hplj) of a l*arson. ha ? Odd if hp shouM I pou'd 
not bp an^ry with him ; ‘t would be but likp iup, 
-I (tf t/ic old lUock. 11a! thou’rt iiiplan- 

<-holipk. old 1‘ro^i lost ipat ion ; as luplant-liolipk as 
if thou hatlst split thp Salt, or par'd thy Nails on 
a Suntlay : C'onip. pIk-pt uj), look about tlup : 

Eook up old Star-tia/er. Ntiw is la* jiorin^ upon 
tlip (iround for a prookptl Pin, or an t>ld Hor^t • 
Nail, witli thp Head towards liini. 

Fore. Sir SampsoUy wp'II ha\ p the Wpthbnn to 
Morrow MoriiiriLi, 

Sir Samp, With all iny Hrart. 

Fare. At tpn a C ka-k, punptually at ten. i ) 

Sir Samp. 'I'o a .Minutp, to a Sppoiicl ; thou 
shall set thy Watch, and Ihc! lli iflc^rooin shall 
obsprve its Motions; thpy sliall bp marre d to 
a Minutp, to Ilpd to a Minute ; and when the 
Alarm strikps, they shall kppp liiiie like the 
Figures of St. Dunstan'a Clock, and ( oiammmatain 
cat shall rinc all over the Parish 

SCENE X. 

[7*0 them] Scandal. 

Scan. Sir Sampson, sad New's. 

Fore, lllcss u.s ! 

Sir Samp. Why, what's the Matter ? 

Scan. Can't you j^iiess at what oii^ht to afllict 
you and him, and all of us, more than any thmy 
else ? 
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Sir Samp. Hody o’mo, 1 clon’t know any Uni- 
verbal (Grievance, but a n<‘w Tax, or the loss 
of the Canary Fleet. I.’nless Popery shou’d be 
landed in the M eaty or the French Fleet were at 
Anehor at BlackzvalL n 

Scan. No. I^ndoubtedly, Mr. Foresight knew 
all this, and rni^lit have prevented it. 

Fore. ’Tis no Farthquake ! 

Scan. No, not yet ; nor Whirlwind. But we 
don’t kno\v what it may come to 
But it has had a Consequence already that touche 
us all. 

Sir Samp. ^Vhy, body o'me, out wilh't. i > 

Scan. Something has appear'd to your Son 

Valentine He's gone to Bed upon't, and yery 

ill He speaks little, yet he says he lias a World 

to say. Asks for his Father an<l the wise Foresight ; 
talks of Uatfmond Lulltfy and the (ihost of Lilly. 
He has Secrets to impart I suppose to you two. 
I can get nothing out of him but Sighs. l ie desires 
he may see you m the Morning, "but would not 
be disturb’d to Night, because he has some 
Business to do in a Dream. 

Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I to do with 
his Drcam-^ or his Divination — Body o’me, this is 
u Trick to defer signing the Conveyance. I w^arrant 
the Devil will tell him in a Dream, that he must 
not part with his Fstate. But I’ll bring him 

a Parson to tell him, that the Devil’s a Liar 

Or if that won't do, I'll bring a I^awyer that shall 
out-lie the Devil. And so I’ll try whether my 
Black-Guard or his shall get the better of the 
Day. 2) 


SCENE XI. 

Scandal, Forfsigot. 

Scan. Alas, Mr, Foresight, I'm afraid all is not 

Q Popt'r\ James II 

21 Lilly] Ihe Eiigli>>h astioKgei. at one time \er\ popular 
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rijjrht You are a Wise Man, and a Conseicntioiis 

Man ; a Searcher into Obscurity and Futurity ; 
and if you coinniit an Krror, it is witli a ;^reat deal 

of C onsideration, aiui Diseretion. and C'aiition 

Fore. Ah, goo<l Mr. Scandal t 

Scan. Xay, nay, *tis manifest : 1 «1«> not llalttr 

you Rut S\T Samp.^on is hasty. \er\ hasty : - - 

I’m afraid he is not serupiiioiis <*nouijh,Mr. Forc^iC^ht 

He ]ia^ been wicked, and liea\‘n L^rant lie 

may mean well in his Allan* with you Rut my 
Mind pives me. these thiiifjfs (aimot h(‘ wholly 
insiirniticant. You are wist*, ami shouM not be 
over-reach’d, methinks n on shou'd not 

Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal. Unmanafn csf crran. 
Scari. You say true. Man will t-rr : meer .Man 
will err-“ but you are something more 'riiere 
have been wise Men : but they wt n* such as \t)U — 
Men who consulted the Stars, and were Observeis 
of Omens -- -Salomon was wave, but how ? I)\ 

his Jml^ment in Astroloiry So says Fincda m Ins 
J'hinl Rook and Kighth C hapter - 
Fore. You are learnM. Mr. Scandal 

Scan. ATriller — but a Lover f)f.\rt And the 

M’ise Men of tlie Fast ow\l their Inst met ion to 
a Sbir, W'liieh is rightly tibserv'd by (ircflortf the 
Cireat in Favcuir (»f Astmloiry ! .\nd .ilherlmi 
Mnfinns makes it the most valuable Seieiiee, 
Rccause, says he, it teaches us to consider the 
Causation of Clauses, in the Causes of tinners. ,0 

Fore. I protest 1 honour you. Mr. Scandal 

I did not think you had been read m the^e matters 

Few* Younjx Men are iii<*hn'd 

Scan. I thank my Stars that ha\e inclined me 

Rut I fear this Marria^<* and making over 

this Estate, this transferrin^ of a rij^htful Inherit- 
ance, will hnnjx Judj^ments upon us. I prophesie 
it, and I w'ou'd not hav*e tlie Fate of ('assandra, 
not to be believ'd. Valentine is disturb'd, what 
can be the Cause of that ? and Sir Sampson is 
hurry’d on by an unusual Violence 1 fear he 
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not act wholly' from liini^clf : inethinks he 
(iocs not look as he used to (h#. 4 ^ 

Fore. He was always of an impetuous Xatun? 

Hut as to this Marriajre I have consulted the 

Stars ; and all Appearances arc prosperous 

Scan. Come, come, Mr. Foresight, let not the 
Prospect of worldly Jaicre carr\' you beyond your 

Judgment, nor against your ( onscience ^Vou 

arc not satish 'd that you act justly. so 

Fore. How I 

Scan. You arc not satisfy 'd, I say — -I am loth 

to discoura;;e you l^ut it is palpable that you 

are not satisfy'd. 

Fore. How does it appear. Mr. Scfmdol ? I 
think 1 am very well satisfy'd. 

Sam. KitluT you suiter \onr s(‘lf to deceive 
jour self : or you do not know vour sc'll. 

Fore. Pray explain your 'self. 

Semi. Do you sleep well o'ni^fhts ? t>o 

Fore. V’ery well. 

Sean. Are you certain ? You do not look so. 

Fore. 1 am m H(\alth, 1 think. 

Seaji. So was l^alentme this Morning ; and 
look'd just so. 

Fore. How' ! Am I alter'd any way ? I don't 
perceive it. 

Sean. That inay be, but \our Heard is longer 
than it was two Hours ai:i>. 

Fore. Indeed I bless me. ; ) 

SCKXK XU. 

\To thetii\ Mrs. h'oRr.sn.ni. 

Mrs. Fore. Husband, will you 00 to Hcd ? 
It's ten a Clock. Mr. Scandal, your Servant. 

Scan. Pox on her, she lias interrupted rny 
Design — — liiit I must work lier into the Project. 
You keep early Hours, Madam. 

xMrs. Fore. Mr. Foresight is punctual, we sit up 
after him. 
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Fnre. My Dear, pray leiitl me voiii (.lass, your 
little Lookm^-jrlass. * <> 

Scan. Pray lend it him. Madam 1*11 tell yon 
the Reason. [*S7<e ^/re.v Itnn the (ifaas : Seaiidal 
and she ivhLsper.\ My Passion tor n on is ^rown so 

violent that I am no longer Master of my self - 

I was interriipteii in the Morninir. when you had 
( harity enough to ^i\e me \our Attentnui, and 
I had Hopes of findiiii* another ()pportunit\ of 
explaining my self to you - - hut was disappointt'd 
all this Day ; and the ['neasiness that has at tended 
me t‘ver sinc'e, hrin<is iiu* now hither at this 
un^easonahle Hour. 

.Mrs. Fore. Was there ever siu‘h Impiideiu'e, to 
niak<‘ Love to me before ni\ Husband's Pace *.■' 
ril swear I'll tell him. 

Scan. Do, I'll die a Martvr, rather than dis(‘laim 
my l*assion. Rut eorne a little farther this wa> 
and I'll tell you what Projec t I had to ^et him 
out of the way ; that I imirht ha\ an ( )pportumt> 
ol waiting upon you. |ll7//vprr. 

(Foresight /ooAmg m the (Hass. 

Fore. I do not see an> H(*\olution here ; 
Methinks I look witli a serene and benign aspect 

pale, a little pale but the Roses of these 

( luieks have been gather'd man\ Years ; ha ! 
1 do not like that sudden Flushing -(ioiie already ! 
- -hem. hem, lieiii I faiiitish. .My Heart is pretty 
good ; yet it beats ; ami m\ Pulses, ha I - - 

1 have none .Merey on me hum Ve*s, here 

they are - (hillop, gallop, gallop, gallop, gallop, 
gallr)p. hey ! NN'hither will the\ hurry me ? Now 
they're gone again .\iid now I'm faint .again; 
and pah* again, ami hem ! and my Jiem ! 
breath, hem I - grow s short ; hem ! hem ! lie, 
he, hem ! 4 - 

Sra7i. It takes, pursue it in the Name of Love 
and Pleasure. 

M rs. Fore. How* <lo you do, .Mr. Foresifffit ? 

Fnre. Hum, not .so well as I thought I was. 
Lend me your Hand. 
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Scan. I.ook you there now Your Lady sa\!i. 

your Sleep has been unquiet of late. 

Fore. Very likely. 

Mrs. Fore. O iiii^;hty restlc.ss, but I was afraid 

to tell liiin so, lie has been siibjeet to Talking 

and Starting. 

Sean. And did not um* to l>e so. 

Mrs. Fore. Never, never ; 'till within these 
three Nights : 1 cannot say, that he has once 

broken rny Rest, since we have been inarrv'd. 

Fore. 1 will go to Bed. 

Scan. Do so, Mr. Foresitiht. and say your 
I’ray'rs lie looks better than he did. 

Mrs. Fore. Nurse, Nurse ! 

Fore. Do you think so, Mr. Scandal ? 

Scan. Yes, yes, I liope this will be gone by 
Morning, taking it in tune. 

Fore. I hope so. 

S C L N i: XIII. 

[To them] Niuisk. 

Mr.s. Fore, Nurse : your Master is not well ; put 
him to Bed. 

Scan. I hope you will be able to see Valentine 
in the Morning,— you had best take a little 
Diacodion and Cowslip-Water, and lye upon your 
Back, may be you may dream. 

Fore. 1 thank you .Mr. Scandal, I will Nurse, 

let me have a VVatch-Light, and lay the C rums 
of Comfort by me. — 

Nurse. Yes, Sir. -o 

Fore. And hem, hem ! I am very faint. 

Scan. No, no, you look much better. 

Fore, Do I *.'• And d'ye hear bring mo, let 

me sec within a Quarter of Twelve — hem — he, 

hem ! — just upon the turning of the Tide, bring 

me the Urinal ; And I hope, neither the Lord 

of niy Ascendant, nor the Moon will be combust ; 
and then I may do well. 
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Scan. I hope so Leave that to me : I will 

erect a Scheme ; and I hope I shall find both Sol 
and Venus in the sixth House. 21 

Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that 
wou’d be a great Comfort to me. Hem, hem ! 
good Night. 


SCKNK XI V. 

Scandal, Mrs. Fouksioiit. 

Scan. Good Night, good Mr. Foresight ; and 

I hope Mars and Ve 9 itis will be in Conjunction ; — - 
while your Wife and I are together. 

Mrs. Fore. Well ; and wdiat use do you hope to 
make of this Project ? You don't think, that 
you are ever like to succeed in \our Design upon 
me. 

AScan. Yes, Faith I do ; I have a belter Opinion 
both of you and my self, than to despair. 0 

Mrs. Fore. Did you ever hear suc h a 'i'oad - - 
hark'ec Devil ; do you think any Woman honest ? 

Scan. Yes, several, very lionc'st -they'll 
cheat a little at Cards, sometimes, but that's 
nothing. 

Mrs. Fore. Pshaw' ! but virtuous I mean. 

Sca 7 i. Yes, Faith, I believe some Women arc 
virtuous ton ; but ’tis as 1 believe some* Men are 

Valiant, thro' Fear For why shou'd a Man 

court Danger, or a Woman .shun Pleasure. 

Mrs. Fore. O monstrous ! \\ hat are Conscience 

and Honour ? 

aScqu. Why, Honour is a pubh<*k Knemy ; and 
Conscience a Domestick Thief ; and he that wou'd 
secure his Pleasure, must pay a Tribute to f>ne, and 
go halves with t'other. As for Honour, that you 
have .secur'd, for you have purchas'd a perpetual 
Opportunity for Pleasure. 

Mrs. Fore. An Opportunity for Pleasure I 2? 

Scan. Ay, your Husband, a Husband is an 
Opportunity for Pleasure, so you have taken care 
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of Honour, and ’tis the least I can do to take care 
of (’onscicnce. 

Mrs. Fnrc, And so you think we are free for 
one another ? 

Scan. Ves Faitli, f think so ; I love to speak inv 
Mind. 

Mrs. Fore. Why then I'll sp(‘ak iny Mind. 
Now as to this Affair bctwe(‘n you and me. Here 
you inak(‘ love to me ; why, I'll confess it does 
not disphsise iik*. ^'our PtTson is well enough, 
and your Understanding is not amiss. 41 

Snin. I have no great (Jpmion of my self ; but 
I think. I'm neither deform'd, nor a Fool. 

Mrs. Fore. Hut you have a villainous Character ; 
you are a Libertine m Speech, as well as Practice. 

Sean. (Vinu*, I know what you wou'd say, 

you think it more dangerous to be seen in Conversa- 
tion with me, than to allow some other Men the 
lust Favour; you mistake, the Lilierty I take m 
talking, is purely affected, for the Service of your 
Sex. lb* that first cries out stop Thief, is often 
he that has stol'n the Treasure. T arn a Jiigler, 
that act by Confi'deraey ; and if you please, we'll 
put a 'I'riek upon tin* \\orld. 

Mrs. Fore. Ay ; but you are such a universal 

.lugler, that I'm afraid you have a gr(‘at many 

Confederates. 

Sean. Faith, I'm sound. 

Mrs. Fore. (), lie I'll swear you're impudent. 

Scan. I'll swear you're handsome*. (•<) 

Mrs. Fore. Pish, vou'd tell me so, tho' you did 
not think so. 

Scan. Ami you'd think so, tho' I shou'd not 
tell you so : And now I think we know one another 
pretty well. 

Mrs. Fore. O Lord, who's here ? 
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SCKNK XV. 

[To ihe7n] Mrs. Frail and 

lien. Mess, 1 love to speak my Mind Father 

has nothing to do with me Xay, 1 can't say that 
neither; he has .smnetinng to llo with me. Ihit 
wtiat does that sigmiie ? It so ht‘, that 1 iHii t 
minded to he steer'd hy liim : as tho't he 

should strive against Wind and 'J'lde. 

Mrs. Frail. Ay, !)iit my Dear, we must keep it 
se(Tet, 'till the J^Xtate he s<-ttl<“<J ; tor sou know, 
marrying witiiout an Kstati‘, is like "‘'ailing in 
a Ship without Hallast ir> 

livn. Ih', h(*, he ; w h\ that's true ; just so for all 
the World it is inde(‘d, as like as two C’ahh' Kop<‘s. 

yirs. Frail. And tho' I lia\c‘ a good J*ortioii ; 
you know' one wou'd not \< iiture all in one Hottom. 

livn. Why that's true again ; for ma\ -hap one 
Bottom may sjiring a Leak. 'S'ou have hit it 
indeed, .Mess, you've niek’d the Fhannel. 

Mrs. Frail. W ell, hut if \ou shou'd forsake me 
after all, you'd hn*ak m\ Heart. : > 

lien, iireak your Heart I'<1 rather the Marif- 
flold shou'd break h<*r ('ahle in a Storm, as well a‘* 
I lo\e tier. Flesh, \ou don't think Fm false- 
hearted, like a l.and-Man. .V Sador will he 
honest, tho'f ma\-hap lie lias iie\er a Penny ot 
Mony in hi-^ Pocket Ma\-hap I may md h.ive 
fair a Face, as a ( iti/.eii f»r a Court ler ; hut fi*r 
all that, I've as goo<l Blood in m\ \’eiiis, and a 
Heart as sound as a Bisket. 

Mrs. Frail. And will you love me always >> 

lien. Xay, an I love onc*e. I'll stick like Piteli : 
I'll tell \<ju v>hat. Conic*. I'll sing \ou a Song of 
a .Sailor. 

Mrs. Frail. Hold, therci's iny .Sister, I'll c-alJ licr 
to hear it. 

Mrs. Fore. ^VeII ; I won't go to Bed to my 
Husband to Xight ; hec*ause I'll retire to niy own 
Chamber, and tinnk of what you have .said. 
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Scan, Well ; you’ll give me Leave to wait upon 
you to your Chamber Door ; and leave you my 
last Instructions ? 40 

Mrs. Fore. Hold, here's my Sister coming 
towards us. 

Mrs. Frail. If it won’t interrupt you, I'll enter- 
tain you w ith a Song. 

Hen. The Song w'as made upon one of our 
Ships-Crew’s Wife ; our Hoat-swain made the 
Song, may-hap you may know' hc*r, Sir. Before 
she was marry'<l, she was call'd l^uxom Joan 
of Deptford. 40 

Scan. I have heard of her, [Ben sings. 


B A L L A D. 

Set by Mr. John Eccles. 

I. 

A Sohlu'Y and a Sailor. 
yl T hiker, and a Tailor, 

Had once a doubtful Strife, Sir. 

To make a Maid a Wife, Sir, 

Whose yiame zvas Ihixom Joan, 

For now the time zvas ended. 

When she no more intended. 

To lick her Lips at Men, Sir. 

^Ind gnaw the Sheets in vain. Sir. 

And lye o' Nights alone. 60 

II. 

The Soldier szvore like Thunder. 

He lov'd her more than Plunder ; 

And shelv'd her many a Scar, Sir, 

That he had brought from far. Sir, 

With fighting for her Sake. 

The Tailor thought to plea.se her. 

With offering her his Measure. 

The Tinker too with Mettle, 

Said he could mend her Kettle, 

And stop up ev'ry Leak. ?a 
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III. 

But while these three were prating. 

The Sailor slily waiting. 

Thought if it came about. Sir, 

That they should all fall out, Sir : 

lie then might play his Part. 

And just e'en as he meant. Sir, 

To loggerheads they 7cent, Sir, 

And then he let fly at her. 

A shot 'tzvixt Wind and Water, 

That won this fair Maid's Heart. 

Ben. If some of our Crew thiit came to sec me, 
are not ^^oiic ; you shall see, that we Sailors 
can (lance soiuetiines, as well as other Folks. 
[Mdiist/es.] I warrant that brings ’em, an th(*y be 
within liearing. 

Enter Seamen. 

Oh lierc they be - And Fiddles along with ‘cm ; 
conic, iny Lads, let's have a Hound, and I’ll make 
one. " [Dance. 

Ben. We re merry Folks, we Sailors, we han t 
much to care for. Thus we live at Sea ; eat 
Bisket, and drink Flip ; put on a clean Shirt once 

a Quarter Come home, and lye with our 

Landladies once a Year, get rid of a little Moiiy ; 
and then put olT with the next fair Wind. How 
d'ye like us ? 

Mrs. Frail. O'you are the happiest, merriest Men 
alive. 

Mrs. Fore. We're beholden to Mr. Benjamin for 
this Kntertainmcnt. 

1 believe it's late. 

Ben. Why, forsooth, an you think .so, you had 
best go to Bed. For my Part, 1 mean to toss a 
Can, and remember my Sv^eet-IIeart, a- fore I turn 
in ; may-hap I may dream of her. 

Mrs. Fore. Mr. Scandal, you had best go to Bed 
and dream t(X). 
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Scan. Wliy Fnith, T have a ^ood lively Imagina- 
tion ; and eari dn‘am as rniieh to the Purpose as 
ariotlier, if I set about it : Hut dreaming is the 
poor Retreat of a la/.y, liopeless, and imperfeet 
I.over ; "I is (he last Glimpse of Po\e to worn-out 
Sinners, and th(‘ faint dawning of a Hliss to wishing 
(rirls, and growing Hoys. 

There's nought hut rcillnig, Lore, that can 

Make hlest the Ripen d Si aid and finish'd Man. 

End of the Third Act. 


ACT IV. SCKNK I. 

V'alent 1 ne'.v Lodi* inf* . 

SevNUAL and Jr.iiKMV. 

SCANI) \L. 

\Vell, IS your Master ready ; does he look madly, 
and talk madly ? 

Jere, Yes Sir ; you need make no great doubt 
of that ; h<* that was so near turning l*oet yester- 
day Morning, ean't be mueh to seek in playing the 
Madman to Hay. 

Scan, ^^’ould he have Angelica acquainted with 
the Reason of his Design ? « 

Jere. No, Sir, not yet ; IR has a Mind to 

try, >\hether his pla\ mg the Madman, won't make 
her play the Fool, and fall in J.ove with him ; or 
at least own. that she has lo^ 'd him all this while, 
and eoneeal'd it. 

Scan. I saw her take Coach just now with her 
Maid : and think I heard her bid the Coachman 
drive hither. 

Jere. Like enough. Sir, for I told her Maid this 
Morning, my Master was run .stark mad only for 
1.0 VO of her Mistress ; I hear a Coach stop : if it 
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should be she, Sir, I believe he wouM not sci* her, 
till he heiirs how she takes it. .1 

Scan. Well, I'll tr> her -*tis slie, Ik re ^fie 
comes. 

SCKXK II. 

yi'u them] Anotlica iviHl Jknnv. 

Mr. Scandal^ I suppose \oii don't think it 
a Novi lty, to see a Woman visit a Man at his own 
hufl^rm^s in a Morning ? 

Scan. Not upon a km<I Oeeasion, Ma<lam. 
Ihit when a J-.a(ly comes tyraimieally to insult 
a riiinM Ja>\er, and make manihst the eniel 
Trmm[ihs of her Jieaiity ; tlie Barbarity ol it 
somethm^r surfinzes me. 

1 don't like ItaillerN from a sctioiis Kaei* 

pray tell me what is the .Matter ? » > 

dvre. No stranj^e Matter, Madam ; my Mast< r s 
niadj that's all : J suppose }>our J^adyship has 
thou^dit him so a ^rt at while. 

How' d’ye mean, mad ? 

Jcrc, Why laith. Madam, he's mad for want of 
his W'its, just as he was poor for want of Mony ; 
his Head is e'en as lif'ht as his Pockets ; and any 
Body that has a Mind to a bad Bar;»ain, can't <lo 
better than to be<» him for his JOstati*. e» 

If you speak Truth, your endeavouring; at 
^V^it is very unseasonable 

Scan. She's eijneern'd, and Io\es him. [Aside. 
Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me ;;uilty of 
so much Inhumanity, as not to be eoneern'd for 
a Man I must own niy self oblii;'d to -l»ray tell 
me Truth. 

Scan. Faith. Madam, I wisfi telling; a Lie would 
mend the Matter. Hut this is no new i^ffeet of an 
unsiiceessfiil I’ussion. 

Anq. [yi.viV/e.i I know' not what to think 

Vet i shou’d be vext to have a Trick put iipcm 
me May I not see him ? 
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Scan. I’m afmid tlie Physician is not willing 
you shou’d see him yet -Jeretny^ go in and enquire. 

SCKNK III. 

Scandal, Angklica. .Iksny. 

Ajifi. Ila ! I saw him wink anil smile — I fancy 
’tis a Trick - I'll try — I would disguise to all the 
World a Failing, which I must own to you — —I 
fear iny Happiness depends upon the llecovery of 
I'aletitinc. Therefore I conjure >ou, as you arc 
his Friend, and as you have Foinf>;ission upon one 
fearful of Allliction, to tell me what 1 am to hope 

for 1 cannot speak Hut you may tell me, 

tell me, for ^ou know what 1 wou'd ask ? 9 

Scan. So, this is pretty plain He not too 

much concerned, Madam ; 1 hope Ins Condition 
Is not desperate ; An Acknowledgement of Love 
from you, perhaps, may work a Cure ; as the Fear 
of M)ur A\ersion occasion'd his Distemper. 

-l/ig. |.l.v/de.l Say you so; nay then I’m 
convinc'd : And if i don’t play Trick for Trick, 

may 1 never taste the Pleasure of Hcveiige 

Acknowledgement of Love ! I hiul you have 
mistaken my ('ompassion, and think me guilty of 
a Weakness I am a Stranger to. Hut 1 have too 
much Sincerity to deceive you, and too much 
I'harity to suffer him to he deluded with vain 
Hopes. Good Nature and Humanity oblige me to 
bi' concern'd for him ; but to love is neither in 
my l*ow'er nor Inclination ; aiul if he can’t be 
cur'd without I suck the Poison from his Wounds, 
I'm afraid he won't recover his Senses ’till I lose 
mine. 

Scan. Hey, brave Woman, 1 faith Won't 

you sec him then, if he desire it 'i 

Ang. What signihe a Madman's Desires ? 
Besides, ’twou’d make me uneasic — If I don’t see 
him, perhaps my Concern for him may lessen — 
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If I forget him, 'tis no more than he* has done hy 
himself ; and now the Surprize is over, methmks 
I am not half so sorry as 1 was v 

Scan. So, faitli good Xatiirt‘ works apace ; you 
wiTc confessing just now an Obligation to his I.ove. 

An^. Hut 1 have considerM that Hassions are 
unreasonable and involuntary ; if he loves, he 
can't help it ; and if 1 don't hive, I can't help it ; 
no more than he can help his being a Man, or 
I my being a Woman : or no more than I can help 
my want of Inclination to stay longer here — 
C ome, Jenny. 

SCKXK IV\ 

Sc’ANOVL, Ji:iu-.\iv. 

Scan. Humh ! — An admirable Comp >silion. 
Faith, this same Womankiml. 

Jere. ^Vhat, is she gone. Sir ? 

Scan, (ione ; why slu* was never here, nor any 
wliere el.se ; nor I don't know' her if I see Iht ; nor 
you neither. 

Jcrc. Ciood lack ! What's the matter now ? 
Are any more of us to be mad V Why, Sir, rny 
Master longs to see her ; and is aliruist mad in 
good earnest, w ith the jo> ful News of her being 
here. u 

Scan. Wc arc all under a Mistake .Ask no 

Questions, for I can't resolve you ; but I'll 
inform your Master. In the mean lime, if our 
Project succeed no better w’lth his Father, than it 
<loes with his Mistress, he may descend from his 
Kxaltation of Madiu'ss into the Hoad of common 
Sense, and be content only to be made a Fool with 
other reasonable People. I hear Sir Sarnpson. 
A’ou know your Cue ; I'll to your Master. 20 
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SCKNE V. 

Jf.ht’.my, Sir Sampson IjKGknu, 
iVlth a I^AWYKK. 

Sir Sarnp, l)‘\e see, Mr. Buckram^ here*t» the 
l*aj)er sijxnM with his own ilanrl. 

Buck, (hxxl. Sir. And the Conveyanee is ready 
drawn in this Jtox, if he be ready to sij^n anti seal. 

Sir Samp. Ut ady, Body 0‘iiie, lie must be 
ready : Ills Sham-Sickness shan't excuse liim — O. 
here’s his Scoundrel. Sirrah, where's your 
Master ? 

Jrrc. All, Sir, he's tpiitt' ijont*. 

Sir Samp, (ione ! \Vhat, Ih‘ is not dead f 10 

Jcrc. No, Sir, not dead. 

Sir Samp. ^Vhat, is he j^one out of Town, run 
away, ha ! has h(' lriek'<l me ? speak, Varlet. 

Jcrr. No, no, Sir, he's safe eiioiieli, Sir, an lie 
were but as sound, poor (huitleman. lie is indeed 
here. Sir, and not liere. Sir. 

Sir Samp. Hey tla> , Haseal, do bantt r 

me? Sirrah, d’ye banter me, Speak Sirrah, 

w'liere is he, for i will hnd him. 14 

Jcrc. AVould you could. Sir ; for he lias lost 
himself. Indeed, Sir, I ha\e a most broke* my 
Heart about him-- I can't refrain Tears when I 
think of him. Sir : I'm as inelaneholy for him as 
a I’assin^-Bell, Sir ; or a Horse in a Pound. 

Sir Samp. A Pox conftunul your Similitudes, 

Sir Speak to be under.sttiod, and tell me in 

plain Terms what the Matter is witli him, or I'll 
crack your Fool's Seull. 

Jcrc. Ah, you've hit it. Sir ; that's the Matter 
with him. Sir ; his Skull's crack'd, poor Gentle- 
man ; he's stark mad. Sir. 3* 

Sir Samp. Mad ! 

Buck. What, is he Son Compos ? 

Jcrc. Quite Son ( ompos. Sir. 

Buck. Why then all's obliterated. Sir Sampson, 
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if ht* be \on Compos mentis, liis Aet. aiul Di ed will 
be of no Kffeet, it is not "ood in . 

Sir Samp. (3ons, I won't believe it : li t me ^ee 
liim, Sir — Mad, I’ll make him liiid liis Senses. 

Jere, Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir ; I'll knock 
at the Door. 

[Coes to the S(efu\ nhich opens. 


s c \: X i: VI. 

Sir Samtsov, Vata.ntivi:, Scvndvl. Jr.Ki.MV, 
and LAWYi:n. (Valentine ttpoti a ('(mch dis- 
order! fj dress'd.) 

Sir Samj). How now, what's here to do 
V’al. Ha ! \N'ho's that 'f |.S7o/////jl:. 

Sean, b'or Hi'av'iis sake '■.oftly Sir, and L;<ntl\ , 
don't pro\oke him. 

Cal. .\nswiT me ; Who is that ? and that ? 

Sir Samp, (hids bobs, doi's hi* not know m<‘ '' 
Is he imsehievous ? I'll speak ^entl\ \’a!. I ’ri/, 
do'st tlioii not know' me. Hoy r Not know th> 
own Father, \ (d \ I am tliy own FatleT. and this 
IS honest liriej iiuekram the Lawyer. e- 

Val. It may be so I did not know \oii - - 
the Worhi is full There are People that we do 
know, and People that we do not know’ ; and yet 

the Sun shines upon all alike There are Fathers 

that liavc many Children ; and there are ( hildren 
that have many Fathers 'tis strani^e ! Hut 
I am Truth, and come to mve the ^Vorld the I^ii-. 

Sir Samp. Hody o'me, 1 know' not what to say 
to him. ’ ^ 

Val. WJiy does that Lawyer wear black ? - - 
Does he carry his Fonseienee withoiitside ? - 
Lawyer, what art- thou '! Dost thou know mi* ? 

Jinckr. O Lord, what must I say 7 Yes, Sir. 

Ffl/. Thou best, for- I am Truth. ’Tis hard 
I cannot get a Li\ elyhood amongst you. 1 ha\e 
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hceii sworn out of Westminster-IIall the first Day 
of every Term - IaT me .see — No matter how lonjr 
— — But I'll tell you one thinj? ; it’s a Question 
that wouhl pu'Azle an Arithmetieian, if you should 
ask him, whether the Bible saves more Souls in 
\yestminstrr-,H)ht/, or <lamns more in }Vesi- 
minster-llall : For my part, T am Truth, and 
ean't tell ; I have very few Aerpiaintance. u 

Sir Sawp. Body <»'me, he talks sensibly in his 
Madness ~ -Has he no Intervals? 

Jcrc. Very short, Sir. 

littckr. Sir, I can do you no Service while he's 

ill this Coiulition : Here's your Paper, Sir He 

may do me a Mischief if 1 stay The Convey- 

ance is ready, Sir. If he recovers his Senses. 40 

S C F N K Vll. 

Sir S.vMi’soN, V.vMiNTiNi:, Scandvl, Jkkkmv. 

Sir S(tmp. Hold, hold, <lon’t you ^^o yet. 

Scan. Vou'<l better let him ^o. Sir ; and send 
for him if tlu-rc be ()<*easion ; for I fancy his 
Presence provokes him more. 

J'nI. Is the Lawyer ^onc ? ’Tis well, then w'C 
may drink about without poinij to^r^ther by the 
Kars iK'ii'h ho I What a ('lock is'l ? My Father 
here ! Y<mr Blessin<;, Sir ? 

Sir Sawp. He recovers bless thee. La/.— 

How dost tluni ilo, Boy ? 10 

I'nl. Thank you. Sir, pretty well 1 have been 

a little out of Order ; won't you please to sit. Sir ? 

Sir Samp. A\ , Boy,-— Come, thou shalt sit down 
by me. 

J^a/. Sir, 'tis my Duty to wait. 

Sir Sornp. No, no, come, come, sit thee down, 
honest J'al : How do'.st thou ilo ? let me feel thy 
I^ulse — Oh, pretty well now', I’ol : Body o'me, 
I w'as sorry to see thee indisposed : But I’m glad 
thou art better, honest Val. 20 

26 Wcsiminstcr-HaU' Then the law couU 
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Val. I thank you, Sir. 

Scan. Mirafle ! the Monster grows loving. 

Isuit . 

Sir Samp. Let me feel thy Hand again, Val : 
It does not shake — 1 believe thou earist write, 
\^al : Ha, Boy ? thou canst write thy Name. 

\’al ? Jeremy^ step and overtake Mr. ihtekram. 

bid him make liaste back with the Conveyance - 
quick — (]uick. {In Wlnspcr i(t Jen‘m\ . 

SCKNK VIII. 

Sir SvMPsox. Vai.kntink, Scandm.. 

Scan. That ever I shoifd suspeet such a Heathen 
of any Remorse I [. I.vk/i . 

Sir Samp. I)o\t tliou know this Paper, IV// ? 
I know thou'rt honest, and w'ilt perh)rm Artiele^.. 

[Shexvs him the Papery but holds it out c/ hts 
Peach. 

Val. Pray let me see it, Sir. You hold it sj) far 
off, that 1 can't tell whether I know* it or no. *• 

Sir Samp. See it. Boy ? Ay, ay, why thou do'st 
see it -'tis thy own lland, I’alhf. \Vhy, let me 
see, 1 can rea<i it as plain as can be : Lo(>k you 
here [Heads.] The i'ondition of this Ohliffalton — 

I.ook \ou, as plain as can be, so it begins .XihI 

then at the Bottom .d,s* iritncss mif Handy 
VALKNTINK J.KtiKXH, in great Letters. Why, 
‘tis as plain a.s the Nose in one's Face : What, are 
my Kyes better than thine ? I believe I can rea<I 
It f;\rther off yet-det me sec. 

[.S7re/r//e.v his Arm as Jar as he can. 

Val. Will you please let me hold it, Sir ? ■? 

Sir Samp. Let thee hold it, say'st thou A>, 

with fill my Heart What matter is it who holds 

it ? What n<*<'<l any body hold it ?- I'll put it up 
in my Pocket, I ’al. anfl then no boily need hold it 
[Puts the Paper in his Pocket.] There V^al : it's 
safe enough, Bo> But thou shalt fiave it as 
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soon iis thou hast sot Ihv Ilaiui to another Paper, 
little Val. 


SCENK IX. 

[To ///rm] .Ikkiimv icilh Rl:cku\m. 

V’al. What, is niy had (ieimis hen* ; 

Oh no, 'tis the Lawyer with an itehiii^ l^ihn ; ainl 
lie’s c(nne t(» he serateh'd My NaiK are not lonii 
caioiii^h -J.el me ha\e a Pair of Ked-hot 'ronirs 
qiii(‘kl\ , (]iii(‘kl\, and you shall set* me act St. 
JJunstan^ and lt*ad the Oev il by tlu* Xosi*. 

Ilnckr. 0 Lord, ivt me he tjone : I'll not \enture 
my self witli a Madman. 


SCENK X. 

Sir S\Mi’.s()N, Valf.nti.vi:, StVNDvr., 
.Ij:ih:my. 

\’al. Ha, ha, ha: >ou need not run so fast, 

Honesty will not overtake you Ha, ha, ha, the 

Uo^ue foil IK I me out to be in Forma Pauperis 
present ly. 

Sir Samp. Oons 1 What a Vexation is here ! 
I know not vNhat to ilo, or say, nor which wav 
to <JO. 7 

X'al. Who's that, that's out of his way? 

I am Truth, and can set him ri^ht llarkee, 

Erieiid, the strait Hoad is the w'orst way you can 
^ro — die that follows his Nose alw’ays, will very 
often he led into a Stink. Prohatum est. But 
v'hat are you for ? Keli«;ion or Politicks ? There's 
a couple of Topieks tor vou, no more like one 
another than Oil and Vineijar ; and yet those 
two beaten together by a State-Cook, make Sauce 
for the whole Nation. 

Sir Samp. Wdiat the Devil had I to do, ever to 
benet Sons ? W’hy ilid 1 ever marry ? la 

Pal. Because thou wert a Monster ; old Boy *? 
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The two greatest MonsU'rs in tiu* World, are a Man 
and a Woman ? >Vhat’s thy Opinion ? 

Sir Samp, Why, iny Opinion is, that those two 
Monsters join'd together, make \et a greater, 
that's a Man and liis Wif<‘. 

Va!. A ha ! Old Trne-penny, say'st thou so : 
thou hast niek'd it— — Hnt it's wonderful strange, 
Jerenuf. 

Jore. What is. Sir ? 

Ta/. That gray Hairs sliou'd f‘o\er a green 
Head — and I make a Fool of my Father. \\ fiat’s 
here' Erra Pater \ or a bearded Svhil? If 
Proiiheey eomes Truth must give i)laee. 


SCEXK XI. 

Sir Sampson, Scvnoal. Foiii.sK.in . 

Mrs. Fouf:.sic;iir, Mr^. h’liAir.. 

Fore. What sa\s he ? What, did he pro|>h(‘sie ? 
Ha, Sir Sampson^ bless us ! How are we ? 

Sir Samp. Are we ? A Pox o‘vour Prognostiea- 
tion- -Why, we are Fools as we use to lx* - Oons, 
that you eou'd not foresee, that tlie Moon wou'd 
predominate, and my Son be mafl— \N heri' s your 
Oppositions, your 'rrmes, an<l your Quadral(‘s ? 

What di(i \our Cardan and your Plolomc tell 

you ? Your Messahalah and your Lonf^omontanus, 
your Harmony of (hiromaney with Astroloj,^y. 
Ah I pox on't, that I that know' the World, anil Mcn 
and Manners, that don’t belie\e a Syllalile in the 
Sky and Stars, ,ind Sun and Almanaeks, and trash, 
shouhl be direeted by a Ureamer, an Omen-hunter, 
and defer Ihisiness in Expectation of a lucky 
Hour, When, IJody o'me, there never was a lucky 
Hour after the first Opportuml>. 
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SCENE XII. 

Scandal, Fouksigiit, Mrs, Foresight. 

Mrs. Frail. 

Fore. Ah, Sir Sampson, Ileav’n help your Head 

This is none of your lucky Hour ; Xerno 

omnibus horis sapit. What, is he j^onc, and in 
contempt of Science ! Ill Stars, and unconvertible 
Ignorance attend him. 

Scan. You must excuse his Passion, Mr. Fore- 
sight ; for h<' lias been heartily vex'd — His Son 
is* Non compos mentis, ancl thereby incapable of 
making any Conveyance in Faw ; so that all his 
Measures are disappointed. m 

Fore. Ha ! say you so ? 

Mrs. What, has my Se<‘i-Fover lost his 

.Anchor of Hope then ? 

[.d,siV/e to Mrs. Foresight. 

Mrs. Fore. Oh Sister, what will you do with 
him ? 

Mrs. Frail. Do with him, send him to Sea again 
in the next foul Weather He's us'd to an 
inconstant Element, and won't be surpri/.'d to see 
the Tide turn'd. 10 

Fore, Wherein was I mistaken, not to fon sec 
this ? [Considers. 

Scan. Madam, you .and I can tell him something 
else, that he did not foresee, and more particularly 
relating to his own Fortune. 

[ylsiJe to Mrs. Foresight. 

Mrs. Fore. What ch) you mean ? I don't under- 
stand you. 

Scan. Hush, softly t lie Pleasures of last Night, 
my Dear, too considerable to be forgot so soon. 

Mrs. Fore. I.,ast Night ! and what wou'd your 
Impudence infer from last Night ? last Night was 
like the Night before, 1 think. ' o 

Scan. 'S'death, do you make no difference 
betw'een me and your Ilusband '? 
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Mrs. Fore. Not much, he’s superstitious ; 

and you are mad in my Opinion. 

Scan. You make me ma<l— — You are not 
serious — Pray recollect your self. 

Mrs. Fore. O yes, now I renieinbt‘r, you were 
very impertinent and impudent, —and would have 
come to Ued to me. 4J 

Scan. And did not ? 

Mrs. Fore. Did not ! With what Face can you 
ask the Question ? 

Scan. This I have heard of before, but never 
believ’d. I have been tohl, she had that admirable 
Quality of for^ettin^^ to a Man's Face in the 
Morning, that she had lain with him all Xi^ht, and 
<lenyin^ that .she had done Favours with more 
Impudence, than she eou'<l j^rant 'em — Madam, 
I'm your humble Servant, and honour you. — 
You look |)retty w'cll, Mr. Foresiuht. — IIoV did 
you rest last Ni^ht ? 

Fore. Truly Mr. Scandai. I was so taken up 
with broken Dreams ami distracted Visions, that 
I remember little. 

Scan. ’Twas a very for^ettin^ Ni^^ht. — Hut w'ould 
you not talk with ^'a^eHtlne. perhaps you may 
understand him ; I'm apt to believe, there is 
something mysterious in his Discourses, and 
sometimes ratlier think him inspir'*! than mad. 60 

Fore. You speak with singular good Judgment, 
Mr. Scandal, truly, - I am inclining to your 
Turkish Opinion in this Matter, lind do reverence 
a Man w'horn the vulgar think mad. I.et us go to 
him. 

Mrs. Frail. Sister, do you stay with them : I'll 
find out iny Lover, and give him his Di.s(*hargc, 
and come to you. O'my Conscience here he comes. 

SCFXK XIII. 

Mrs. I'liAir, Hi:n'. 

Ben. All mad, I think — Flesh, I Ixdievc all the 
I. 3 
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("altniurcs of the Sea are come ashore, for my 
part . 

Mrs. Frail. Mr. Benjamin in C'holer ! 

Ben. Xo, I'm incased well enough, now' I lia\e 
foiinri you, I have had such a Hurricane 

upon your Account yonder. — 

Mrs. Frail. My Account, pray what's the 
Matter V <» 

Ben. V\ hy, Fatlier came and found me scpiabliii^ 
W'itli yon i hitt\ -lac'd tiling, as he would have me 
marry,— so he ask'd what was the Matter. — lie 
ask'<l m a surly s<»rt of a wa\ -(It seems IJrolher 
I Vi/, is jroiK* ma<l, and so that put'n into a I’assioii ; 
but what did 1 know that, what's that to pie ?) 

-So he ask'd in a surly sort of manner, and Gad 
I answer'd 't n as surlily, What tho'f he be my 
Father, I an t bound l^rentic*e to 'cn : so faith 
1 toM'n in plain 'J'erins, if 1 were minded t<» marry, 
I'd marry tti please my self, not him : And for the 
youn^ NNoinan that he provided for me, I thought 
it more littm<; for her to learn her Sampler, and 
make l)irt-l*ies, than to look after a Husband ; 
for my part 1 was none of Iut Man. -1 had 
another \ oya;^^c to make, let him take it as lie 
will. 

Mrs. Fiail. So tluii, you intend to go to ^>ea 
again ? 

Ben. Nay, nav , my Mind run upon vou,- but 
I w’ou'd not tell bun so mueli - .So he said he'd 
make my Heart ake : and it so be that he cou'd 
get a Woman to his Mind, he’d marry liimsell. 
(hui, sav s 1, an vou play the Fool ami marry at 
these Years, thi-re's more Danger of your Head s 
aking than my Heart.- He was woundy angry 
when 1 gav'n that wipe.— He hadn't a Word to 
say, and so 1 left'll, aii<l the green (iirl together ; 
may-hap the Hee may bite, and he'll marry her 
himself, with all my Heart. ^ j 

r C .ilrntiiir a a- r-iimnoii .it '*,1 la ri- t 

laiitudc'* 
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Mrs. Frail. And were vnii tliis undnlifiil nnd 
m’;wt*less NVrtdeli to yi»iir Father ? 

lien. Then ^\lly was he i^rafcUss first, If 

I am undutifiil and irra<*eh-ss, wh\ <ii<l hi* he^iet 
me so ? I ilid not j^et iny st*lf‘. 

Mrs, Frail. Impiety I Ilow h:i\e I l»een 
mistaken! \\ hat an inhuman inereiless (leatine 
lia\e J si*t my Heart upon () 1 am lia|)py to 
have diseover'd th<* Slieixes and (juieksands that 
lurk beneath that faithless smilm;^ Faee. ^ j 

lien. ll(*y toss! What's the Matter now i 
Why you ben t an^ry, be \ou ? 

Mrs. Frail. () see me no inori*. for thou 
wert born ainon<;st Hoeks. siiekl cl by Whale**, 
eradleti in a 'Fempest, and whistled to b\ Winds ; 
and thou art etane forth with Fins and S(*ales, and 
three Itows ol Te<*th, a most outraj^ioiis h'ish ul 
l*rey. 

Hen. () Jiord, () ]a>rd, shi*‘s mad. poor youn^ 
Woman, Jxive has tinn'd her Senses, her Hrain 
IS (juite overset. V\\‘ll-a-day, how shall I do Lo 
set her to rij^hts. 6i 

Mrs. Frail. No, no, 1 urn not mail. Monster, 
I iim wise enough to find you out. -Hadst thou 
the Imfunlenee to aspire at beiiiLi a Husband with 
that stiil»born and disobedient 'I'emper ! \'ou 
that know not how to submit to a l•'atfler, presume 
to have siillieieiit Stock of Duty to under;i(» a 
Wife? I should ha\<* been finely fol)b‘d indeed, 
\ery finely Ibbb’il, 

Hen. Harkee Forsooth : if so be tliat >ou are 
in your right Senses, d'y<* see : for ought as 

1 |X"rccive I'm like to be finely fobl/d, if 

1 have got Anger here upon your Aeeouiit, and 

you are tack'd about already. ^What rr\e 

mean, after all your fair Sp€*eehe**, and stroaking 
my Cliecks, and kissing ami hugging, what won'il 
you sheer off so i \Vou'd you, and leave me 
aground ? 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'll leave you a-drift, and go 
which way \ou will. 
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Brn. Wliat, aro you false-hearted then ? 

Mrs. Frail. Only the Wind's ehang'd. 
lien. More shame for yon, — —the \Vind > 
chanjj'd ? — -It’s an ill Wind blows no Hody j^ood, — 
may-hap I have a ^rood riddance on yon, if these 
be yonr 'J’ricks, -what did you mean all this 
while, to make a Fool of me ? 

Mrs. Frail. Any Fonl, but a lliisbaiul. 8^ 

Ben. llnsbanrl ! (iarl I won'd not be your 
Hnsl)and, if yon w'ou'd have me : now' I know 
\onr Mmd, tlm'f \on ha<l \onr Weifrbt in (iold 
and .lew’els, and tlu>’f I lov'd yon never so well. 
Mrs. Frail. Why, ean'st thon love, Pnrpiisse ? 
Be)i. No matter what I can do : don't call 

Names, 1 don't love yon so well as to bear 

that, whatever I did, — - I'm jjiad yon shew yonr 
self. Mistress : -Let them marry yon, as don’t 
know >011 : (iad I know' yon too well, by sad 
Experience ; I believe he that marries yon will 
fro to Sea m a Hen-peck'd Frijjat — I believe that, 
Nonn^ Woman and may-hap may come to 
an Anchor at ('nckolds-Point : so there's a Dash 
for yon, take it as you will, may-hap you may 
holla after me when I w'on't come too. 104 

Mrs. Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt ow't.—Mif 
true Love is ^one to Sea [Sings. 


S C K N i: XIV. 

Mrs. Frml, Mis. FouKsioirr, 

Mrs. Frail. O Sister, ha<l yon come a Minute 
sooner, you w'ould have seen the Hesolution of 

a Lover, Honest Tarr and I are parted ; 

and with the same Indifference that w'e met : 

O' my Life I am half vex'd at the insensibility of 
a Hrute that I despis'd. 

Mrs. Fore. What then, he bore it most heroic- 
ally ? 8 

Mrs. Frail. Most Tyrannically, for you see 
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he has got the start of rnc ; and I the i) 0 (>r forsake n 
Maid am left conijdaming on the Slioar. Jhit 1*11 
tell you a Hint that he has given me ; Sir Su/upson 
IS enrage<l, and talks desperately of eommittmg 

Matrimony himself. If he has a Mind to thron* 

himself away, he ean't do it more effeeliially than 
upon me, if \vc could bring it about. 

Mrs. Fftrc. Oh hang him old Fox, he's tot) 
cunning, besides he hates both you and me. - — 
Hut I have a I'roject in my Head for you, and 
1 have gone a good uay towartls it. I have almost 
made a Hargain \vith ./erew/y, I'uivuthic's Man, to 
sell his Master to us. :2 

Mrs. Frail. Sell him, how ? 

Mrs. Fore. I’alottine raves upon Atip,vlica. and 
took me for her, and Jeremif says will take anv 
body for her that he imposes on him. Now 
I have promised lum Mountains ; if m oiu* (»i Ins 
mad tits he will bring you to him m her stead, and 
get you marry'd together, and put to Hetl to- 
gether ; and after Consummation, (drl, ther(‘‘s no 
revoking. And if he* should recover his Senses, 
he'll be glad at least to make you a good Settle- 
ment — Here thev come, stand aside a little, and 
tell me how you like the Design. 

S C K N K XV. 

Mrs. Foresight, Mrs. Frail, V.M.ENriNi:, 
Sc.AND.\L, Foresight, and Jeremy. 

Scan. .\nd have you given your Master a hint 
of their Plot upon him ? [7Vi Jere. 

Jere. Yes, Sir ; he says he'll favour it, and 
mistake her for Angelica. 

Scan. It may make us sport. 

Fore. Merey on us ! 6 

Val. Husht Interrupt me not I’ll whisper 

Prediction to thee, and thou shalt Prophesie ; 

I am Truth, and can teach thy' Tongue a new 
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Trick. 1 hiivc told thee hut's past, Now 

I’ll tell you \\ hat’s to c‘oine : Dost thou know 

what will happen to Mcirrow ? — Answer me not 

lor I will tell thee. To Morrow, Knaves will 

thrive thro' Craft, and h'ools thro' Fortune ; and 
Honesty will ^o as it did. Frost -nii)t in a Summer 
Suit. Ask mt‘ Questions eoneernm*; to Morrow' '! 

Scan. -Vsk him, Mr. Fifivstaht. 

Fore, Pray what will he done at Court V 

I'al. Setwdfil will tt*ll \«mi: 1 am 'I’nith, 

1 never eorne t here. -o 

Fore. In the < it\ ? 

I'al. Oh, l*ra\ers will hi ^aid in c inptv ( hiirehes, 
at th<“ usual Ihnir". \ on will see siieh zealous 

Fac*es hc hmd Cnimtc'rs, as d Iteliirion were to he 
sold ine\erv Shop. ( )h t luniks w il) i^o niethodieally 
111 th<‘ Cil\, the Clocks will stiikc* twelve at .\oon, 
and the horn'd Herd liuv m the* lOxehan^e at 
Two. Wives and liiishands will drive distinct 
Trade s, and Care and Pleasure -separately oeeupy 
the Family. ('offc'<*-Houses will he* full of .Smoak 
and .Strata^'em. .\nd the c*ropt Prentice, that 
sweeps his Master's Shop m the Mornine, may ten 
to one dirtv his Slu'ets hefon* Ni^ht. Hut there 
are two things that vou will see very stranije ; 
which are wanton Wiv<*s, v\ith thcar l.eixs at 
laherty, and lame Cuckolds, with Chains about 
their Necks. Hut hold, 1 must examine vou before 
1 iio furthei ; vou look suspieioiislv . Are you 
a Husband ? 

Fore. I am married. u 

I'al. Poor C'rcature ! voiir \Vife of Covent- 
Garden Parish I 

Fore. No ; St. Maritas in the Fields. 

I'al. .Mas : poor Man : his Kyes are sunk, and 
his Hands shri veil'd ; his Loi;s dwindl'd, and his 

Hack bow'd, pray, priiy, for a Metamorphosis 

Chanije thy Shape, and shake off Age : get thee 
Medea's Kettle, and be boil'd a-iiew : come forth 
with lab’ring Callous Hands, a Chine of Steel, and 
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Atlas Slioulders. I^ct Taliacoims trim tlir (’jilvos 
of twenty ('hairinen» and make tliee Pedestals to 
stand erect upon, and look Matrimony in the 
Face. Ha, ha, ha ! That a Man shon'd ha\<* a 
Stomach to a Wedding Siif)per, when the Pid;i<*ons 
ouijht rather to he laid to his Feet, ha, ha. ha. 

Fore. His frenzy is very hi|.^h n(»w, Mr. Scandal, 

Scan. I believe it is a Sprm;; 'Fide. 

Fore. A’ery likely truly : you undc'rsiand thes<‘ 

Matters Mr. Scandal^ I shall he \(‘r\ ^dad tt> 

confer with you about these thin^^s which he has 
utter'd.- -His Sayings arc vt‘ry Mysterious and 
Hier(»^lyphical. 

Fal. Oh, why would Aniiehca be absiait from 
my Kyes so lon^ ? 

Jere. Shc\s here. Sir. 

Mrs. Fore. Now, Sister. 

Mrs. Frail. () l>ord, what must I sa\ ? 

Scan, Humour him. Madam, by all means. 

J al. Where is she ? Oh I see her she conu's, 
like Hiches, Health and Liberty at once, .to a 
despairing, star\ in^, ami abandon'd Wretch. ri 
Oh welcome, welcome. 

Mrs. Frail, How d'ye \ou. Sir? (an I ser\e 
you ? 

I’al, Harkee : 1 have a .Secret to ti ll \ou - 

Fndyniion an<l the Moon shall meet us upon 
Mount Lntnios, and we'll be marrv'd in the rl<*ad of 
Ni^ht.- —Hut say not a Wor<l. Hymen slwill put 
his Torch into a dark Lanthorn. that it may be 
secret ; an<i Jana shall <;ive her Prartirk Poppy- 
W'ater, that he may ftdd his o^^liii;' '^I'ail, and 
Ariins\ hundred Kyes be shut, ha ? No bocly shall 
know, but Jeremy. 

Mrs. Frail. No, no, we'll keep it seend, it shall 
be done presently. 

J'al. The sooner the belter .Jeremy^ come 

hither closer — - that none may o\er-hcar us ; 

Jeremy^ I can tell you News ; Angelica i.s 

turn'd Nun ; and I am turning Fryar, and yet 
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we'll marry one another iii spite of the Pope 

Get me a ( oul and Heads, that I may play my 

part, For she'll meet me two Hours hence in 

black and while, and a long Veil to cover the 
Project, and we won't sec one anothers Faces, 
'till we have done something to be asham'd of ; 
and then we'll bliisli onee for all. 


S( KNE XVI. 

\To Tattik atn! Anoki.k \. 

Jvrv. I'll lake care, and 

Vnl. Whisjier. 

- 1 /tg. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make Eo\e to me, 
you spoil my Design, for I intend to make \ ou my 
('onlident. 

Tatt, Hut, Madam, to throw' away your Person, 
such a Person I and such a Fortune on a Mad- 
man ! 

vlwg. I ne\er lov'il him 'till he was mad : but 
don't tell any Itody so. 10 

Scan. How's this ! Tattle making l^ow t») 
Angelica ! 

Tatt. Tell, Ma<lam ! alas you ilon't know me 

I have much ado to tell \our Lady.ship, how long 
I ha\e been iii I.o\e witb >ou but encourag'd by 
the Impossibility of Valentine's making any more 
Acldres.ses to \ou, I ha\e \entur'd to declare the 
very inmost Passion of my Heart. Oh, Madam, 
look upon Us both. There you see the Hums of 

a poor decay'd Creature Here, a compleat ami 

lively Figure, with Youth and Health, ami all his 
five Senses in perfection. Madam, and to all this, 
the most passionate Lover 

Anfi. () lie for shame, hold your Tongue, .A 
passionate I.o\er, ami fi\e Scn.ses in perfection I 
when you are as mad as Valentine, I'll belle^e nou 
love me, and the maddest shall take me. 

Val. It is enough. Ha ! M’ho's here 'i 
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Frail. O Lord, her «H)nnng will spoil all. 

|7\i Jeremy. 

.Jcre. No, no. Madam, he won't know her ; if 
he shon’d, I can perswade him. ,i 

JV//. Scandal^ who are these ? Korcij^ners ? If 

they are, I'll tell >oii what 1 think ^et away 

all the Comjiany but Angehca. that 1 ma> disc-o\< r 
my I_)esi»jrn to her. 1 W hisper. 

Scan. I will I ha\(‘ diseovi‘r‘il sona'llnn^ of 
Tattle., that is of a jiieee with Mrs. Frail. He courts 
Angelica ; if we coird e(Uitri\e to coiipl(> ■«‘m 
together Hark'ee | W hisper. 

Mrs. Fare. He won't know’ you, C’ousin, he 
knows no body. .i 

Fare. Hut he knows more than any Ixuly,- - 
Oh Neiee, he kiu»ws things past ami to come, and 
all the profound Secrets nl 'J'lme. 

Tatt. Hook \ou, Mr, Foresight, it is not m\ way 
to make many \V(>rds of .Matters, ami so I slum t 
say much, Hut in short, d'ye see, 1 will hold >ou 
a hundr<‘d Pound now, that I know more Secrets 
than he. .) 

Fore. How I I <‘annot r(*ad that Knowlctl^e in 
your Face, Mr. Tattle - Pray, what d<i Nf»u 
know 'i 

Tatt. Why, d'se think I'll tell you, Sir! Head 
It in my Face No. Sir, ‘tis writt<*n in my Heart : 
and safer there. .Sir. than Ix’ttcr.s writ m Juic*«* ol 
Hemoii, for no Fire can h-tch it out. I am no 
Hlab, Sir. '? 

Val. Aecjuaint Jercniif with it, he may easily 

brin^ it about. 'Fhey are welcome, and 1 11 tcil 

'em so my self. [To S<*amlal.] What, <lo you lor>k 
stranj^e upon me i Then 1 must be plain. \('(nning 
up to them.] I am Truth, and hate an ohl .Acquaint- 
ance with a new Face. 

[Scandal goes aside ivith Jer«‘iny. 

Tatt. Do \ou know me, Falentme't 

I’al. You / Who are you ? No, 1 hope not. 

Tatt. I am Jack Tattle, >our Friend. o 
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Val. My Friend, what to do ? I am no married 
Man, and thou canst not lye with iny Wife : I am 
very poor, and thou canst not borrow Mony of 
me : Then what Employment have I for a Friend ? 

Tatt. Ilah ! A good open Speaker, and not to 
be trusted with a Secret. 

Do you know me, I’alcutine i 

l^al. Oh very well. 

Ang. ^Vho am I ? 

l al. You’re a Woman,- One to whom Heav'n 
cave Beauty, when it grafted Hoses on a Briar. 
You are the Hellection of lleav n in a Pond, and 
he that leaps at you is sunk. You are all white, 
a Sheet of lovely spotless Paper, when you first 
are born ; but you are to be serawi cl and blotted 
by every (ioose's Quill. I know' you ; for 1 lov’d 
a Woman, and h>v'd her so long, that I found out 
a strange thing ; I found out wliat a Woman was 
good for. 

Tfiit. Ay, prithee, what’s that ? 

I’uf, Wiiv, to keep a Secret. 

Tatt. 0 Lord ! 

Tat. 0 exc!eeding good to keep a Secret : For 
thi)’ she should tell, yet she is not to be believ'd. 

Tatt. Hah ! good again, faith. qi 

Wit. I would have Musiek Sing me the 

Song that I like — — 


s o X (;. 


Set by Mr. Finger. 

I. 

/ tell thee, Charniion, couhi / Time retrieve, 
.ind could again begin to Love and Live, 

To you I should my earlie.st Off'ring give ; 

1 knoiv, my Eyes would lead my Heart to you. 
And 1 should all my I’ows and Oaths renezv. 
But to be plain, I never would be true. 
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II. 

For by our weak and weary Truths I Jind^ 100 

Love hates to venter in a Point ossifin''d ; 

Put runs ictth Joy the Circle of the Mind, 

Then never let us chain ivhat shoiCd be frcc^ 

Put for Pc lief of either Sex agree : 

Since Women love to change ^ and so do ive, 

Xo ni(3ro, for I uin molanchnlly. [Walks musing. 
Jere. I'll do’t, Sir. [To Scandal. 

Scan. Mr. Foresight, \vc had host leave him. 
He may /'row outra/'ious, and do Mischief. 

Fore. 1 will bo directed by yon. xro 

Jere. to 3Irs. Frail.] You'll meet. Madam : — - 
I'll take care every thin/if shall be ready. 

Mrs. Frail. TJioii shalt <Io what thou will, in 
short. I will deny thee nothin/?. 

Tati. Madam, shall I W’ait upon you? 

[To Angelicii. 

A tig. Xo, I'll stay W'ith him— Mr. Scandal will 
protect me. Aunt, Mr. Tattle desires you w’ould 
give him leave to wait on you. 

Tati. Pox on't, there's no coming off, now she 

has said that Madam, will you do me the 

Honour ? x.’i 

Mrs. Fore, Mr. Tattle might have us'<l less 
Ceremony. 

SCKXE XVII. 

.\nGKLIC.\, VaLENTINF, ScAN'IIAT. 

Sean. Jeremy, follow Tattle. 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, I only stay till my Maid 
comes, and because I had a mind to be riel of Mr. 
Tattle. 

Scan. Madam, I am ver>’ glad that I over-heard 
a better Reason, which you gave to Mr. Tattle ; 
for his Impertinence forc’d you to acknowledge 
a Kindness for Valentine, which you deny’d to all 
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his Suffering's and iny Sollieitations. So I'Jl Ieav<‘ 
him to niak(^ use of the Discovery ; and your 
Ladyship to tlie free Confession of your Inclina- 
tions. 12 

Anf^, Oh Ileav'ns ! You won't leave me alone 
with a Madman ? 

Scan. No, Madam ; I f>nly leave a Madman to 
his Hemed3\ 


S C K X K XVIII. 

A N I . E L I C A , V A LENT I N* E . 

IVi/. Madam, y<Hi need not be very much afr.iul, 
for I fancy I be^in to come to my self. 

Anf*. Av, but if I don't fit >ou, I'll be Jian^^'d. 

[.l.sn/e. 

I Vi/, You sei* \Nbat Disguises Love makes us put 
on ; (iods ha\e been in counterfeited Shapes f(»r 
the same Heason : and the divine Tart of me, my 
Min<l, has worn this .Masque of Madness, and this 
iiiotly Livery, only as the Slave of Love, and 
menial Creature of \oiir Ileauty. w 

Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks! poor 

I 'alvntine. 

I'nl. Nay Faith, now let us understand one 

another, Hypoensie apart The Comedy drav^s 

toward an end, ami let us think of leaving acting, 
and be our selves ; and since ytni have lov'd me, 
you must own, I Inive at length descr\ d you sliou'd 
confess it. :? 

Ang. Sigfts.] I >\ould I had lov'd you -- -for 
Heav’n knows 1 pity 3 0U ; and could I ha\c 
foreseen the bad Kffeets, I wou'd have striven ; 
but that’h too late. [Sighs. 

l^nl. What Slid Kffeets ? What's too late ? 

my seeming Madness has deceiv’d my Father, ami 
procur'<l me time to think of Means to reconcile 
me to him : and preserve the right of my Inherit- 
ance to his Kstatc ; which otherwise by .\rticles, 
1 must this Morning have resign’d : And this 
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I had inform'd you of to Day, but \ou wore j^onc, 
before I knew you had been here. . > 

, How ! I thought your Love tif me had eaus'd 
tills Transport in your Soul : wliieh. it seems, you 
only eounterfeited ; for mercenary lOnds. and sordid 
Intere.st. 

r«/. Xay, now you do me Wron^^ : for if an\ 
Interest was consider'd it was yours ; siikt 
I thought I wanted more than Love, to make me 
utirtliy of you. 

.la^. Then you thouf^ht me meret^nary — Hut 
h«)w am I deluded by this interval of Sense, to 
reason with a Madman ? 40 

IV//. Oh, tis barbarous to niisiin<lerstand me 
loneei , 

SCLXK XIX. 

[To them] .h.iii m\ . 

Anff. Oh here’s a reasonable ( reaturc sure 

he will not ha\e the Impudeiiee to perseven* 

Come Jeremy, aeknowledjje your Trick, and 
confess \()iir blaster's Madness eounterfeat. 

Jere. Counterfeit, Madam ! I'll maintain him 
to be as absolutely and substantiallv mad, as any 
Freeholder in Bethlehem ; Xay, he's as mad as aii> 
Projector, Fanatiek, Chemist. Lo\er. or Poet in 
Europe. 

IV//. Sirrah, you lie : I am not mad. i> 

Anfi. 11 a, ha, ha, \ou s<‘e he dimes it. 

Jere. () Lord, Madam, did \ou ever know any 
Madman mad enough to own it 

Vnl. Sot, can't you apprehend ." 

Anff. Why he talk'd very sensibly just now. 

Jere. Yes, Madam ; he has Inter\als : Hut \ou 
see he begins to look wild again now'. 

Vat. Why you thiek-.skuH’d Rascal, I tell >011 
the F'arce is done, and I will be mad no longer. 

[Beats him. 

; Bethlehem] Hedlani, the lunatic asylum. 
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Anff. Ilii, ha, ha. is he mad, or no, Jeremy ? rc 

Jerv. Partly J think - for he does not know his 
own mind two Hours — I'm sure 1 left him jiist 
now, ill the Humour to be mad : Aiul 1 think 
1 have not found liirn very qiiitt at this present. 
Who's there ? ‘ \()tie knocL^. 

IV//. (jIo se(‘, N on Sot. I'm \ery th.it 

I ean move your .Mirth, I ho' not your C^ompa^sioii. 

Aiif*. I did not think you had Apprehension 
enough to he exeeptious : Hut Madmen shew 
themselves most. In over-pretending to a sound 
tJnderstandm|f ; as drunken Men do by o\er- 
aetiii;' Sobriety ; I was half inc‘lininf( to believe 
you, ’till I aceidently toiieh'd upon your teiuler 
Part : Hut now voii have n stor'd me to my 
former Opinion and < ompassion. 

Jere, Sir, \our Father has sent to know if \ou 
are any better ^et —Will you please to be mad, 
Sir, or how ? " 

^ IV//. Stupidity ! Yon know the Penalt\ of all 
Pm worth must pay for the Confession of my 
Senses ; I’m mad, and nill be mad to every Ih)dy 
but this laidy. 

Jerc. So -- Just the wry backside of Truth--, 
Hut lyin;^ is a Figure m .Speech, that interlards 
the greatest part of my C <»nversation -Madam, 
your J.adyship's Woman. 


S ( K N K XX. 

Vaiintim:, Axoi.iiev, JrxNV. 

An^. Well, have you been there ? Cuine 

liither. 

Jenny. Yes, Madam. Sir Sftmpsnn will wait 
upon you presently. j.l.vo/r to An«Tehca. 

I Vi/. You are not leaMn^ me m this Uncer- 
tainty ? 

Ang. Wou'd any thin^f, but a Madman, com- 
plain of Uncertainty ? I'neertainty and Expee- 
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tation arc the Joys of Life. Security is an 
insipid thin;^, and the overtaking an<l pcissessin^' 
of a Wish, discovers tiie Folly of the I’hase. Never 
Jet us know one another better ; for the FJeasiire 
of a Mascpierade is done, wlien we eoine to shew 
our Faces ; hut Fll tell you two thin/rs before 
I leave > ou : 1 am not the Fool you take me for : 
and you are mad, and don't know it. 

SLKNK XXI. 

\ A LK NTI \ i:, J I.ll I ,M V . 

Ff//. I-'rom a Hiddle, you can expect luithm;^ 
but a Fiddle. Tliere's my Instructiiin, and the 
Moral of m\ Ja sson. 

./ere. WJiat, is tlie Iaid\ f^onc* a;;ain, Sir 
I hope jou undcr.sto(»d one another before she 
went V 

\ aL Understood I .Slie is hardiT to be under- 
stood than a Piece of .Kfiifptian .\nti(piit>, or an 
lr}s)i Manuscript ; >ou may pt>re 'till >011 spoil 
your lOyes, an<l not impro\e your Knowled^t*. i<> 

Jcrc. 1 have lieard 'em say, Sir, they read hard 
Uebrciv Looks backwards ; may lie you begin to 
read at the wrong end. 

Fa/. 'Phc'V say s<i of a Witches Prayer, and 
l/reanis and Dutcit Almanacks are to be under- 
stood by contraries. Itiit tluTc’s Hcgularity and 
Methcid in that ; she is a Medal withmil a Feverse 
or Inscription, for Indifference has both sides alike. 
^ et while sJic do<‘s not s<*em to liate me, 1 will 
juirsue her, an<l know lier if it be possible, in 
spight of the Opinion of my Satirical Friend, 
Scandal, who says, 

That II omen arc lihc Tricks //?y shffht of Hand, 
Which, to ailmirc. ae should not understand. 

End of the Fourth Act. 
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ACT V. S C E N E L 

A Room in Foresii;ht s House. 
Angklica, anti Jf.nnv. 

ANGFr.IC 

WluTO is Sir Sampson V Dul y<Mi not tell tne, ho 
would he here Ijcf'ore me ? 

Jetinif. He's at the jjreal (ilass in the Dining 
Hooin, Madam, setting his C ravat and \Vi^. 

Atiff. How! I’m ^dad on't II* hf* has a mind 
I should like liim, it's a si^^n Jie likes me : and 
tiiat’s more than lialf my I)(‘siirn. 

Jenntf. I lu‘ar liiin. Madam. 

Anf*. Leave me, and <l‘ye hear, if I'alentine 
shou'ei eorne, or s(*nd, I am not to he spoken 
u It li. 

SCKNi: II. 

Anoklicv, Str Svmi*son'. 

Sir Samp. 1 have not heen liommr'd with the 
C ommands of a fair Lady, a great wliile — odil. 
Madam, you have reviv'd me —Not sinee I was five 
and tliirty. 

AVhy, you have no great Ileason to 
eomplain. Sir Sampson^ that is not long ago. 

Sir Samp. Zooks, hut it is. Madam, a very great 
wfiile ; to a Man that admires a line Woman, as 
mueh as 1 do. 

.l//g. You're an ahsohite Courtier, Sir Sampson. 

Sir Samp. Not at all. Madam : Ods-bud you 
wrong me ; I am not so old neither, to be a bare 
C oiirtier, only a Man of Words : Odd, I have 
warm Blood about me yet, and can .serve a I..ivdy 
any way -C’onu;, come, let me tell vou, you 
Women tliink a Man old too soon, faith and 
troth you do — Lome, don't despise fifty ; odd 
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fifty, in a hale Constitution, is no such Contempt- 
ible A^e. 10 

Anf^. Fifty a contemptible A*;e ! Not at all, 

a very fashionable Aprv I think 1 assure you. 

I know very consiilerable Ileaus, that set a ^ood 
Face upon fifty, fifty ! I have seen fifty in a side 
Jlox by Candle-Lifiht, out-blossom fivt' and 
twenty. 

Sir Samp, Outsides, Outsides ; a pize take 'em. 
meer Outsides : llan^ your Si<lt‘-Box Beaus : no, 
I'm none of those, none of your forc'd Trees, that 
])retend to blossom in the Fall ; and Bud wlien 
they should brill" forth Fruit : 1 am of a Ion" liv'd 
Baee, and inherit Vigour, none of my Ancestors 
marry’d 'till fifty ; yet they begf)t Sons and 
Daughters ‘till fourscore : I am of your l^atnarehs. 
I, a Branch of one of your Antidelnvian Famihi'S, 
Follows, that the Fklod could not wash away. 
Well, Madam, what are your ( oinmands ? lla< 
any young Hogue affronted you, and shall 1 cut 
liis Throat 'i or -- s 

No, Sir Sinitpson^ I have no Quarrel upon 
my Hands I have more Occasion for your 
Conduct than >our Courage at this time. 'I'li tell 
you the Truth, I'm weary of living single, an<i 
uant a Husbaiul. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and 'tis jiity you shtiiild — 
Odd, wou'd she woii'd like- me, then I shou'd 
hamper my young Hogues : Odd, wou'd she 
wou'd ; faith and troth she's devilish liandsoine. 

Madam, you deserve a good Husband, anri 
'twere pity you shou'<l l>e thrown away upon any 
of these young idle Hogues about the I'owii. 
Odd, there's ne'er a young Fellow worth hanging, 
^“that is a very young Fellow — Pize on 'em, they 
never think beforehand of any thing ; — .And if they 
commit Matrimony, 'tis as theycommit .Murder ; out 
of a Frolick : And arc ready to hang themselves, or 
to be hang'd by the I.4iw, the next .Morning : — 
Odso, have a care, .Mariam. 
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Ang. Thoreforc I ask your Advice, Sir Sampson : 
I have Ftjrtune enough to make any jMan easie 
that I can like ; If there were such a tiling as 
a yoiinfj agreeable Man, with a reasonable Stock 

of ^00(1 Nature and Sense -For I Avould neither 

have an absolute Wit, nor a Fool. 

Sir Samp. Odd, you are hard to pleasi*. Madam ; 
to find a youn^ Fellow that is neither a W'lt in his 
own Kye, nor a Fool in the Fye of the ^Vo^ld, is 
a very hard Task. Ibit, faith and troth, you speak 
very discreetly ; for I hate both a W'^it and a Fool. 

An^i. She that marries a Fofil, Sir Sampson. 
forfeits the Iti'putation of her Honesty or Under- 
standing : And she that marries a very witty Man 
is a Slave to the Severity an<i insolent Conduet ot 
her Husband. 1 shouhl like a Man of ^Vit for 
a Lover, because I would havt* such an one in my 
Power ; but I would no more be his W’lft*, than his 
Kneiiiy. For his Malice is not a more terrible 
Fonsecpicnee of his Av’crsion, than his .lealousie is 
of his liove. 7'' 

Sir Samp. None of ohl Foresight's Stfbils ever 
utter'd such a Truth. Odsbud, you have won my 
Heart : I hate a Wit ; I had a Son that was 
spoil'd amon^ 'em ; a good hopeful I-.ad, ’till he 
learn'd to be a Wit — And mij^ht have risen in 
the State — — Hut, a pox on't, his Wit run him out 
of his Moiiy, and now his Poverty has run him out 
of his Wits. 

Sir Sampson^ as your Friend, I must tell 
you. you are very niueh abus'd in that matter ; 
he's no more mad than you are. 8*1 

Sir Samp. How, Madam ! W'ou'd I cou'd 
prove it. 

Afifi. I ean tell you how that may be done 

But it is a thing that wou'il make me appear to 
be too miieh concern'd in your Affairs. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud. I believe she likes me — 

[-l.<uV/e.] Ah, Madam, all my Affairs are scarce 

worthy to be laid at your Feet ; and I wish, 
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Madam, they were in a better l^)slll^o, that 
1 mi^ht make a more beeomin^ OlTer to a Lady of 
your ineomparablc* Heaiity and Merit.— If I had 
Prru in one tiand, an*i Mr.riro m t'other, and the 
EdStem Kmpire under my Feet ; it would make 
me only a more glorious \ letiin to be offer'd at the 
slinne of your Jteaiity. I'u 

liicss me. Sir Sampsim, what's tlie Matt<'r ? 
Sir Samp. Odd, Afadam, I love* you And if 
\ou w’ou'd take my Advice in a Husband - - 
Anf*. Hold, hold. Sir Sampson. I ask'd your 
Advice for a 'Husband, and you are Lfi\ in;' na* y<»ur 
Consent -I w’as indeed thinkinir to propose some- 
thmi' like it in Jest, to satisfie you about Walrnthir : 
For if a Match were seemin^dy <‘arri<*d on. between 
\ou and me, it would obli^fe him to throw’ off lus 
Hisnruisc of Maducss, in .Vpprehension of losing' 
me : For you know' he lias Ion;; pretended a 
Passion for im*. je» 

Sir Samp. (ia<I/ooks, a most m;femous ('on- 
frivaiu’c -If we were to ^'o throu;'h with. it. 
Hut why must the Match only be se<‘inm;xly 
carry 'd on ? — (Jdd, I<‘t it be a real ( ontracd. 

Ant*. () lie, Sir Sampson, what would the World 
say ? 132 

Sir Samp. .Say, they w’ould sa\ , you w'ctc a wise 
Woman, ami 1 a liappy Man. Odd, Madam, I'll 
love y«ui as Ion;' as 1 live ; and leave you a ^^ood 
Jointure wlnui 1 die. 

Anf*. Ay : but that is not in your l*ower, Sir 
Sampson ; for wdien Vaientme confesses himself in 
his Senses, he must make o\er his Inheritance to 
his youn^'cr Hrother. m 

Sir Samp. Odd, you're cunnin;', a w ary Ha;';'a;'el 
Faith and Troth I like you the better -Hut, 
I warrant you, I have a Proviso in the Obli^^ation 

in favour of iny self Bf>dy o'rne, I have a Trick 

to turn the Settlement upon the Issue Male of 
our two Bodies begotten. Odsbmi, let us find 
Children, and I'll find an tistate I 
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Ang, Will you ? W'cll, do you find the Estate 
and leave tlie t'other to me — iv 

Sir Samp, () Itofrue 1 Hut I'll trust you. And 
will you consent ? Is it a Match then 't 

Auff, Let me consult my Lawyer concerninii 
this Obligation ; and if I find what you proposr 
practicable ; I’ll f^ivc yt)u my Answer. 

Sir Sump. With all my Heart ; — Lome in w'ith 

me, and I’ll lend you the Hond -You sliall 

consult your l^awyer, an<l I'll consult a l^irson : 
Od/ooks I’m a yonn^f Man ; Odzooks I’m a youn^ 
Man, an<l I’ll make it appear — (kid, you're devilisli 
handsome : Kaith an<l Troth, you're very hand- 
some, and I’m very younp, and very lusty 

Odsbud, Hussy, you know hr>w to chuse, and so 
df> I ; '—Odd, 1 think w'c arc very well met ; — 
(iive me your Harnl, o<ld, let me kiss it ; 'lis as 
w'arm and as soft- as what - Odd, as t'other 
Hand me t'other Hand, and I'll mumble 

'em, and kiss ’em 'till they melt in my Mouth. 

Hold, Sir Sampson 'S'liu're profuse of 

your Vigour b<*fore \our time : ^'ou'll spend your 
Instate l>efore you come t<» it. if.d 

Sir Samp. .\o, no, only ^jive you a Hent-Holl of 
my Possessions Ah ! Ha^^ajjje— I warrant you 
for little Sampson : Odd, Samps(ni\ a vtTy ^ood 
Name for an able Fellow’ : Vi)ur Sampsons were 
.strong' Ho^s from the He^mnnifr. 

.infl. Ha\e a care, ami ilon't over-act your 
Part- If you remember, Sampson, the strongest 
of the Name, jiull'd an old House over his Head at 
last. 

Sir Samp. Say vou so Hussy ? — Lome. let's fru 

then ; odd, I Ion;;; to be pulling too, come away 

Odso, here's some body comm;4. 

SCENE HI. 

T-\TrLE, Jeremy. 

7 Vd/. Is not that she, gone out just now ? 
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Jere. Ay. Sir, she's just to tlie Plae(‘ of 

Apj)ointnient. Ah Sir. if you are not very faithful 
and elose in this Jhisiness, you'll eerlainly he the 
n<‘ath of a IVrsoii that has a most extraordinary 
J*assion for your Honour's Serviet*. 

Tatt. Ay, who\s that ? 7 

Jere. l‘iV<‘n my unworthy self. Sir - Sir, I have 
liad an Ap|)etite to be fe<l with your t'ommands 

a ^n at >\hilo : And now. Sir, my banner 

Master, havin^^ miieh troubled the Fountain of his 
I 'nder.standin^ ; it is a very })lausibie Oeeasion 
for me to queneh my Thirst at the Sprm;^ of your 
Hounty 1 thou;;ht I eonid not rtcommend my 
self better to you. Sir. than b\- th(* Delivery of 
a preat Heauty anti Fortune into your Arms, 
whom I have h<*ard you sii/h f<>r. 

Taft. Fll make tliv Fortune : sa\ no more 
Thou art a [»r<*tty Fellow, and eanst earry a 
Message to a Lady, in a pretty soft kind of Phrase, 
and with a ^u)od perswa<lmLr Aeeent. :i 

Jcrc. Sir, [ hav<‘ the See<ls of Hludonek and 
Oratory in m\ Hea<l — I ha\e bj i ii at ('amhrid^t . 

Tatt. Ay : 'tis well enou<;h for a Ser\’ant to be 
br<*d at an Lm\ersity: Hut the Kdiieation is a 
little too pedantiek for a (ientlem.an. I hope you 
are seen*t m >our Nature, pri\ate. c*Iose. ha ? 

Jrrr. () Sir, for that .Sir, 'tis my ehief 'J’alent ; 
I'm as secret as the Head of \i!as. 

Tatt. Ay ? M ho's he, tho' ? A Privy Coun- 
sellor ? e 

Jrrr. O I^moratiee ! [.I.v/de.] A eunnin^ 

^Kf^jfpiian. .Sir, that with his Arms wouhl over- 
run the Country, yet no Hody could ever find out 
his Head-Quarters. 

Tatt. Ck)se Do^ I A ^^ood horemastiT. I 
warrant turn-- the time <lraws ni^jh, Jeremy. 
Angelica will be veil'd like a Nun : and I must be 
hooded like a Friar : ha, Jeremy ? v> 

Jere. Ay, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to seize at 
first Sight upon the Quarry. It is tlie Whim ot 
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my Master’s Madness to be so dress’d ; and she 
is so in J.ovc with him, she’ll comply with any 
thing to please liim. Poor Pady, I’m sure she’ll 
have reason to pray for me, when she finds what 
a Happy Exchange she has made, between a 
Madman and so accomplish’d a (i(*ntlcman. 

Tutt. Ay Eaith, so she will, Jeremy : You’re 

a good Friend to her, poor ('rcature 1 swear 

I do it hardly so much in consi(h‘ration of my self, 
as compassion to her. .1 

./ere. ’'I’is an Act of C’harity, Sir, to save a fine 
Woman with thirty thousand l*oiind, from 
throwing her self a\%ay, 

Tait. So ’tis, faith — I miLjht have sav'd 
several others in my time ; but 1 (hid I could 
never find in my Heart to marry any body before. 

Jere, Well, Sir, I'll go and t(*II her my Master’^ 
eomiiig ; and mei't you in lialf a (Quarter of an 
Hour, with your Disguise, at >oiir own Kodgings. 
You must talk a little madly, she won't distinguish 
the Tone of your N’oice. <- 

Tati. No, no, let me alone for a Counterfeit ; 
I’ll be rea<iy for you. 


SCENE IV. 

TaTTLI', ^IlSS PllL’K. 

Miss. O Mr. I'aitie, arc you here ! I'm glad 
I have found you ; I have been looking up and 
down for you like any thing, ’till I’m as tired as 
any thing 111 the World. 

Tatt. O Pox how shall I get iid of this foolish 
(Hr! ? [-Iside. 

Miss, t) I have pure Nei\s, I can tell you pure 

News 1 must not marry the Seaman now — my 

Father sii> s so. Why won't you be my Husband t 
You say you love me, and you won't be my 
Husband. And I know you may be my Husbaiul 
now if you please. 
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Tati, O fie, Miss : Who told you so, Cliild ? 

Miss, Why, niy Fiithcr — 1 told liiin tliat yf)U 
lov'd me. 

(J fie, Miss, why did you <lo so ? And who 
told vou so. Child ? 

Mi ss. Who ? Why >011 <lid ; did not you ? 

Taft. () Pox, thfit was yesterda\ . Miss, that was 
a ^'reat whih* a^^i. Child. I ha\'(‘ heen asha'p sinei* : 
slept a whole Ni^ht,aiid did not so niueh as dream 
of the Matter. 

i\Iiss. Pshaw, O but I dream't that it was s<» 
tho’. 

Taft, Ay, but your Fattier will ti^ll you that 
Dreams eome b\' ('ontraries, C*hild - D tie; 
what, we must not love one anotluT now — 

P>haw , that would be a foolish thiiiLj iiit[<‘ed 

Fie. lie, yoiTn* a Woman now, and must think of 
a new Mail i‘\ erv MorniiiLr, and forbid him I'very 

Niiflit No, no, to marr\ is to b<‘ a Child a^^ain, 

and play with tlie same Hattie always : () tie. 

marrvmii is a paw thin”;. 

Mi v.v. \N’ell, but don't \ou Io\l me as well as 
\ou difl last Xii;ht then V 

Taft, No, no, ( hild, you would not have me. 

Miss, No ? Yes but I woultl tho’. 

Tatt, Pshaw, but I tell you, you would not 

You forget you're a Woman, and clon't know' your 
own Mind. " 

Miss, Hut here's my Father, aiul he knows my 
Mind. 


S C K N K V. 

[To them] Forksioiit. 

Fore, O, Mr. Tattle^ your Serxaiil, \ou arc a 
cdosc Man ; but methinks >our I..o\e to my 
Daughter was a Secret I might Iia\e been trusted 

Hith, Or had you a Mind to try if I could 

discover it by my Art hum, ha I I think there 
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Is somethinp^ in your Physiognomy, that has a 
Resemblance of her ; and the Ciirl is like me. 

Tatt, And so you wou’d infer, that you and 

I are alike what does the old Prig mean ? 

ril banter him, and laugh at him, and leave him. 
[.l,s/V/e.l I fancy you have a wrong Notion of Faces. 

Fare. How ? What ? a wrong Notion ! How 
so Y I ? 

Tatt. In the way of Art : I have some taking 
Features, not obvious to vulgar Iwes ; that are 
Indications of a sudden turn of good Fortune, 
in the Lottery of Wives : and promise a great 
Beauty and great Fortune reserved alone for me, 
by a private Intriegue <^f Destiny, kept secret 
from the piercing Kye of Perspic^nity ; from all 
Astrologers, and the Stars themselves. 21 

Fore. How ! I wdl make it appear, that what 
\ou say is impossible. 

Tatt, Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm in haste 

Fore. For what ? 

Tatt. To be marry'd, Sir, inarry’d. 

Fore. Ay, but pray take me along with you. 
Sir 

'fatt. No, Sir ; 'tis to be done privately 

I never make Conlldents. 

Fore. Well : but my Consent I incjin — You 
W'on't marry my Daughter without mj' Consent ? 

Tatt. Who I, Sir ? I'm an absolute Stranger to 
you and your Daughter, Sir. 

Fore. Hey day ! What time of the Moon is 
tins ? 

Tatt. Very true. Sir, and desire to continue so. 
1 have no more Love for \our Daughter, than 
I have Likeness of you ; and I have a Secret in 
my Heart, which you wouM be glad to know% and 
shan't know ; and yet you shall kne^w it too, and 
be sorry for't afterwards. I'd have you to know. 
Sir, that I am as knowing as the Stars, and as 
secret as the Night. And I'm going to be married 

27 take me al-Mig' i e ineiitallv Please inform mo 
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just now, yet (ti<l not know of it half an Hour 
a;(o ; and the Lady stays for me, and does not 
know of it yet 'Hiere’s a Mystery for \oii, - 
1 know you love to untie Diflic'iilties -Or if yun 
<*an*t solve this ; sta> here a Quarter of an Hour, 
and I'll come and explain it to \ou. 5 ‘> 

SC LNK VI. 

1m)hi:s|{,ut, Miss 1‘hi i:. 

Miss. <) father, why xmII >011 let him ^o ? 
Won't you maki‘ him to In* mv Husband ? 

Fore. Mercy on iis, what do these Liinaeies 
portend 't Alas ! he's mad. Child, stark wild. 

.Miss. What, and must lud 1 have e'er a Hus- 
band then 'i What, must I ^o to lh‘d to Nurse 
a^am, and lx* a ( hild as lon^ as she's an old 
NVonian ? Indecxl but I won't. Koi now m\ mind 
is set upon a Man, 1 will ha\e a Man soim* 
way or oth<‘r. Oh ! methinks I'm siek when 1 
think of a .Man : and if 1 can't ha\e om*, 1 wou'd 
;io to s|<‘ep all m\ Life : For whe n I'm awake it 
in.ikes me wish and lon^, and I don't know for 
what .\nd !'<! rather be alwaNs asleep, than 
siek with thinking. 

Fore. () fearful ! I think th«‘ (orl's inlliiene'd 
too, 'Hussy, \ou shall have a HcmI. 17 

.Miss. A Fiddle of a Rod, Fll ha\<* a Husbaiwl ; 
ami if you won't j^et me one. I'll ^;et one for my 
M*lf ; I'll marry our Uohiu the Huth-r, he sa\ s he 
loves me, and he's a handsome Man. and shall be 
my Husband : I warrant h<-'ll be my HnshamI, and 
thank me too, for he told me so. 


St KNK VII. 

[T'o t/icffi] .ScAxn\L, Mrs. Foiii:si(;ii r, 
and N'i'hsk. 

Fore. Did he so I'll dispatch him for’t 
presently ; Rogue ! Oh, Nurse, come hither. 
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Nurse. What is your Worship’s Pleasure ? 

Fore. Here take your yotin^ Mistress, and look 
l\er up presently, 'till farther Orders from me—-' 

not a word, ihissy Do what I bid you, no 

Reply, away. And bid Hol/iu make ready to gi\’c 
an Aeeount of his Plate and Linnen, d'ye hear, be 
jione when I bid you. 

M rs. Fore. What's the matter, Itusband ? 10 

Fore. ’'I'is not eonvenient to tell you now' 

Mr. Scandal. Heav'n keep us all in our Senses 

I fear there is a eontauicms Frenzy abroad. How 
does I’alentine ? 

Scan. 01 hope he will <lo well a^ain I have 
a Message from him to your Xeiee .tngclica. 

Fore. I think she has not return'd, since, she 
went abroad with Sir Sarupson. Nurse, why an* 
you not ;rone *.'• 


SCENK VIII. 

Forhsioh r, ScANOAi., Mrs. Forks 10 irr, Hkn. 

Mrs. F(trc. Here's Mr. IJcnjamin. he ean tell 
us if his Father be eonie home. 

lien. Who, Father ? ay, he's eome home with 
a N'en^eanee. 

Mrs. Fore. Why, what's the matter ? 

lien. Matter ! Why he's mad. 

F(tre. Mercy on us, 1 was afraiil of this. 

lien. And there's the handsome youn^ Woman, 
she, as th<*\ say, Hrother Val. went mad for, she's 
mad too, 1 think. 10 

Fore. O m\ p<«)r Xeiee, my |)<H>r Xeiee, is she 
gone too ? Well, 1 shall run mad next. 

Mrs. Fore. \>en, but how mad ? how d'>e 
mean ? 

lien. Xay, I’ll ^ixe \oii leax e to guess — —I’ll 

luidertake to make a Voyage to ^integua Xo, 

hold, I mayn't say so neither Rut I'll sail as 

far as Leghorn, and back again, before you shall 
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puess at the iiiatter, and do iiothiiip else : Mess. 
Noii may take in all the Points i>tth«‘ Compass, and 
not lilt ripht. .1 

Mrs. Fore. Your Kxperiment \^ill take 141 a little 
too much time. 

lien. Why then 1 11 tell you ; there's a new 
Wedding upon the Stoeks. and they two are a goinsr 
to he married to rights. 

Stan. Who ? 

Hen. Why Father, and the \iMing >\oman. 
1 ean't hit of her Name. 

Stan, .in^chca ^ 

Urn. Ay, the same*. 

Mrs. Fore. Sir Samfison and Angrlira. im- 
po»d>le ! 

Hen. That ma\ he hut Fm sure it is as I t<*il 

\ ON. 

Stttn. 'Sdeath, it's a Jest. I can t helie\e it. 
Hen. Look \ou, l*’rn’nd, it‘s nothing to me*, 
uhetluT \ou helieNc it or im. What 1 sa\ is true : 
(r>e see, they are marru‘d, or just gemig to he 
married, I know' not whieh. 

Fore. Well, hut the\ are not mad. that is. not 
Liinatiek ? 

Hen. I don't know what \ t>u call Madness 
Hut .she's mad for a Iliishaiid, and he's horn mad. 

I think, or they'd ne'er make a Match together 

II ere they eonie. 


s c i: N 1: IX. 

[7’o thrin\ Sir Sami’son, .\m,i,iic\. Bi ckh^m. 

Sir Samp. Where is this oM Soothsayer ? this 
Fncle of mine elect ? .V ha. old Foresif*ht^ Fnele 
Fttresiehty wish me Ji»\ . I'nch; Furesif’ht . douhle 
J<*>, hoth as I'nele and .Astrologer: her(‘'s a 
Conjunction that was not foretold in ail ,\our 

Fphemeris The brightest .Star in the blue 

Finiianicnt is shot from above ^ in a Jetty of 
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Z#otr, and so forth ; an<l I'm I^ord of the Asccn- 
liant. Odd, you're an old Fellow, Forest ffht ; 
C’nclc I mean, a very old Fellow, I’ncle Foresight ; 
and yet you shall live to dance at my Weddinj' ; 
faith and troth you shall. Odd, we'll have the 
Musiek of the Spheres for thee, old Lilly ^ that we 
will, and thou shalt lead up a Dance in I’in 
Lartea, 

Fore. I'm Thunder-struck ! You are not 
married to my Neice ? 17 

Sir Samp. Not absolutely marry'd, ITncle ; but 
very near it, within a Kiss of the Matter, as \oii 
see. I Angelica. 

Anji. 'Tis very true indeed, I'ncle ; I hope you'll 
be my Father, and ^jfive me. 

Snmp. 'riiat he shall, or I'll burn his Cdobe> 
Ho<ly n'm<‘, he shall be thy Father, I'll make 
him thy Father, and thou shalt make me a Father, 
and ril make thee a Mother, and we'll be^^et Sons 
and Daughters enou<rh to put the weekly Hills out 
of (’ountenaiice. 

Sean, Death and Hell! Where's i^alenlitie 'i 
s( i:nk X. 

Sir SxMi’soN, Axor.iK’v, Foin-.sum r, Mrs. 

Forksioiit, Hkn, Hi'ckham. 

^Irs. Fore. 'Phis is so surpri/.in^ — 

Sir Samp. Ihnv ! \Vhat <loes my Aunt say ? 
Surprizing, Aunt ? Not at all, for a youn^ I’cMiple 
to make a Mateh m Winter? Not at all - It's a 
Plot to imdermme cohl >Veather : and destroy 
that I'surper of a Hed call'd a Warming-Pan. 

Mrs. Fore. I'm ijiad to hear you have so much 
Fire m you. Sir Samp.son. 

Hen. Mess, I fear his Fire's little better than 
Tinder; may-hap it will only serve to lij^ht up 
a Mateh for some Ho<ly else, Phe youn^ Woman's 
a handsome younw Woman, I can't deny it : But 
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Fatfier, if I ho your Pilot in this ( aso, >011 

should not marry her. It*s just the same thmjz, 
as if so be you should sail so far as the Straights 
without Provision. 

Sir Sfimp. Who jiave you Authority to speak. 
Sirrah ? 'Fo your Klenient, Fish, he mute. 
Fish, and to Sea. rule yiair Helm, Sirrah, don’t 
direet me. - ' 

Heft. Well, well, take you <*are of \oiir «omi 
Helm, or you mayn’t keep \oiir new' X’essel stedd> . 

Sir Stirtip. Wtiy. you impudent 'rarpaulin ! 
Sirrali, do you hrinj; your Fore<‘astle Jests upon 
your Father? Put I shall he e\en with you. 
I won't ffive you a (»roat. .Mr. liitcknnn, is the 
Conveyaiiee so worded, that nothing c*an possibly 
deseeiul to this Seoundrel ? 1 would not so miieh 

as ha^•e him have the Prosp<*et of an Kstate : tho’ 
there wer<‘ no way to <*ome to it, hut by the \tirth- 
Hast Passajje. 

liackr. Sir, it is drawn aeecirdin^ to \oiir Din^e- 
tions : there is not the least Cranny of the Law 
iinstopt. 

Hett. Lawyer, I believe there's many a ( rann\ 
and I.eak unsti^pt in ycair Conseienee If so be 
that one ha<l a l*ump to your Hosom. 1 believe w<* 
shou’d discover a foul Hold. I’hey say a Witeh 

will sail in a Sieve Itut I belie\e the l)e\il 

woii'd not venture aboard o'your Conseienee. 
And that’s for you. 

S\t Samp. Hohl your Tongue, .Sirrah. How now, 
who's here ? 

S( KNK XL 

{To them\ Tvrn.i. attd Mrs. Fiiml. 

Mrs. Frail. (), Sister, the mi>st unliick> 
dent. 

Mrs. Fore, What's the Matter ? 

Tatt. (), the tw'o most iinfortimato pof»r Crea- 
tures in the W’orld we are. 
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Fore. RIo'sS us ! How so ? 

Mrs. Frail. Ah Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle 
ancl I art* 1 <‘an*t speak it out. 

Tatt. Nor I - poor Mrs. Frail and I arc — 

Mrs. Frail. Marrie<l. 

Airs. Fore. Marric<] ! How ? 

Tatt. Suddenly — ^ — before wc knew where ^\e 
were- tliat Villain Jeremt/. by the helj) t)f 
Iriekt us into one another. 

Fore. ^Vhy, you told me just nf)w, you went 
lienee in liaste to be married. 

Atifi. Hut I believe ^Ir. Tattle meant the Favour 
to me, 1 thank him. 

Tatt. 1 did, as 1 iH>pe to be sav'd. Madam, my 
Intentions were ^ood- Hut this is the pionI 
eriiel thin<;, to marry (Uie does not know liow, nor 
why, nor wherefore 'fhe Devil take* me if ever 
J was so nmeh eoneern'd at anv thiii^ in my I.ite. 

.i/fi*. 'ris very unhappy, if vou don't eare for 
one another. 

Tatt. The least in the World That is for my 
Part, I speak for mv >elf. (iad. 1 mver )iad the 
least 'rhouiyht of serious Kindness - 1 never Iik'<l 
any Hody Jess in my Jafe. Poor Woman I C.'ad 
I'm sorry for her too ; for I have no reason to 
hate her iieitheV ; but I Iwlieve I shall lead her 
a damn'd sort of a Life. 

M rs. Foie. He's lietter tli.in no Husband at 
all tlm' he's a Co\c*<»mb. [To J^'raiJ. 

Mrs. Frail to her. Ay. ay, it's well it’s no wor^e 
Nay, for my part I always despised Mr. Tattle 
of all thin<js ; nothin;^ but his beiii^ my Husband 
eoiild have made me like him less. 

Tatt. Look y«)u there, 1 thought as inueli 

Pox on’t, I wish we eould keep it secret, why 
I don't btdieve any of this Fompany woii’d speak 
of it. 4- 

Mrs. Frail. Hut, my Dear, that's impossible ; 
the Parson and that Ho^iie Jeremy will publish it. 

Tatt. .\y, my Dear, so they will, as you say. 
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Atifl. O yoiril aprre very well in a little time ; 
Custom will make it easie to you. 

Tdtt, Kasie ! Pox on't, I ilon't l)(‘lie\e I shall 
sleep to Xi^ht. 

Sir S(imp. Sleoj), Quotha ! No. why >011 would 
not sh‘ep o' your \V<‘d<lm^-Xi<»ht ? J'in an ohh r 
Krilow than you, and don't mean to sleej). 

lien, \V)i\ tluTe’s aiKitluT .Matidi now, as thnf’ 
a eouple of Pri\atc‘ers were looking for a l*ri/e, 
and should fall foul of one anotluT. J’m sorry for 
the youn^ Man with all ni\ Heart. I.,ook ynii. 
Friend, if I may «advise y<»u, when she's ^om^, idr 
that y(»u must <*\peet, 1 have* KxpcTicaiee of her, 
when she's pJoln^^ let her ^o. J^'or no Matrimony is 
tou^h eiioii^rh to hold her, and if she ean't <lra^ 
her Anelmr alon;r with her, sht^'ll break her Cable, 
I < an tell you that. Who's here i the Madman ? 

.S C K X K, The Last, 

V\rr\riNi:, S<’v\i>\i., Su Svmpson, .Avi.emc’ 

Foiti.SKurr, Mrs. Foki.'nHui r, TAriu:, Mrs, 

Fu\ii, Hi.n, ,Ij:iu:my, Hickiivm. 

IV//. Xo ; here's tli<* F«m»I ; ami if oeea'-.on be, 
ril L'lve it under iiin Hand. 

.Sir ,Samp. I low’ now ." 

IV//. Sir, I'm e(mie to aekm)W'ledj;c* my Rrrors, 
and ask your Pardon. 

Nir Samp, What, have \ou huiiul your .Sens<‘s 
at last then In good time. Sir. 

IV//. You were abus'd, .Sir, I n<‘\’er was /lis- 
iraeted. 

Pore, How ! Xot Mad ! Mr. ScandaL jo 

Scan, Xo really. Sir ; I'm his Witness, it was all 
Counterfeit. 

Po/. I thought 1 had Reasons —Rut it was 
a poor Contrivance, the Fffeet has shewn it such. 

Sir Samp. Contrivance, what to cheat me ? to 
cheat your Father ! .Sirrah, could you hope to 
prosper ? 
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VaL Indocfl, I tlioiijxlit. Sir. when tlie Father 
endeiivonreti to iiiitlo tlie Son, it was a reasonable 
return of Nature. 

wSir Samp. \’rr\ «;ooil. Sir Mr. liachram^ arc 
yon ready V - - Come. Sir. will you si»rn and seal ? 

I 'al. If you pleas<‘. Sir : but lirst I would ask 
this I.,a<ly one Qufstion. 

Sir Samp. Sir. \ou must ask me lea\e first : 
that Lady ? No. Sir : you shall ask that Lady no 
Questions, 'till you have ask'd her Hlessino, Sir : 
that Lady is to be m\ Wife. 

JVi/. I have heard as inueh. Sir : but I wou'd 
ha\e it from h(‘r own Mouth. 

Sir Samp. 'I'liat's as muc*h as to say, I lie. Sir. and 
you don't belie\e what i sji\ . 

Fanlon me. Sir. Hut I reljeet that I ver\ 
lately <*ouriterfeit<‘<l Madness ; I fbui't know but 
the Froliek ma\ yo round. 

S'w Sitmp. Come, ( hiiek. satisfie him, answer 
him ; —Come, come. Mr. liackratn^ the Pen and 
Ink. 

liarkr. Here it is, .Sir. with tlu* Deed, all is 
ready. |^■al. goes to An;:. 

Ang. ”^l’is true , you ha\e a ^^reat while pretendetl 
Love to me; nay. what if \ 011 were sineere V 
still you must panlon me. if I think rny own 
Inclinations have a better Hi;;ht t<» dispose of m\ 
Person, than >ours. 

Sir Samp. Are \<»u answer'd now. Sir ? 

J’aL Yes, Sir. 

Sir Samp. >Vhere's \our Plot, Sir? and y<nir 
Contrivaiiee now, .Sir ? >Vill you sign. Sir ? Come, 
w ill you sign and seal ? 5" 

I’al. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Scan. '.Siieath. you are not mail indeed, to ruin 
your self ? 

f’fl/. I have l>een disiippointed of iny only 
Hope ; and he that loses Hope may part with any 
thing. I never valu'd Fortune, but as it was 
subservient to my Pleasure ; and rny only Pleasure 
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wiis t«> please this Kady : 1 have ina<le many xaiii 
Attempts, and lind at last that nothin;; hut mv 
Huin c-an effect it : \Vhi<*h, tor that Heason. 1 ^\l|| 
siu;n to ” (iive me the* Pajier. si 

Att^. (■eniTons I V//e//////r I |.l.s7#/e. 

Hurler. Here is the Deed. Sir. 

\’al. Hut wliere is tile iiond, hy whieh 1 am 
ohli;;M to si;;n this ? 

Hurkr. .Sir Satu/ismt, you ha\e it. 

Anil. N’o, I ha\(‘ it : and 1 11 use it. as I wou'd 
cNri’N thin;; tfiat is an Knem\ to \'filf*itinr. 

I '/'rtf IS thr Htifn r. 

.Sir Snmp. n<»i\ now ! 

I'///. Ha! r> 

Ann. Ihul 1 the W’orld to ;;i\t‘ \ou, it eou'd md 
make iiie^ uorth\ of so ofait ioiis an<l faithful a 
PasMon : Mere’s m\ Hand. m> ll(‘art was al\^ays 
Noiirs. an<l struojtfl’d \er\ hani to make this utmost 
riial of your N’ertue. \To \’al, 

IV//. HetN%een Pleasiiie ami Ama/.ernent, 1 am 
lost Hut on m\ Knc‘es 1 take th<‘ Hlessin;;. 

Sir Snntfi. (Ions, hat is the .Meamn;; of this f 
Urn. .Mess Iu-re‘s the Wind ehan;i['/l a;>am. 
Father, >'ou and I ma\ make a \’o\'a;;e to;;etIier 
now. "I 

Anfi’ Well, !sir Sampsnn . 'siih’i* I ha\c‘ plaid > on 
.1 Tric-k, I'll adN ise nou, ln>w >011 ma\ a\oid sm-h 
another. J.earii to he a ;;oo»l Father, or \ou'll 
ne\er ;;et a se<*ond Wife. I alwaNs lo\ 'd your Son, 
and hated >our unfor;;i\ in;; Nature. 1 >vas resolv’d 
to try him to the utmost : I have tiy’d you too, 
ami know you both. ^Vnl have not more* Faults 
than he has Virtues ; and ’tis hardly more Pleasure 
to me, that I can make him ami my self happy, 
than that I can punish vou. a 

IV//. If my Happiness eou'd receive Ad/Iition, 
this kind .Surprize v^ou'd make* it double. 

Sir Samp. Oons you're a ('rorodite. 

Fare. Really, .Sir Sampson^ this is a smhleii 
Kehpse. 
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Sir Samp. You're an illiterate old Fool, and I'm 
another. 

Tntt. If the (lentlenian is in Disorder for want 
of a Wife, I can spare him mine. Oh are you tliere. 
Sir? I'm indebted to voii for niv Happiness, r >: 

[To Jvrc. 

Jere. Sir, I ask you ten thousand Pardons, 'twas 
an errant Mistake ^'ou see. Sir. my Master was 

nev<‘r mad, nor any thin" like it 'riien ho\^ 

con’d it ho otherwise ? 

I'f//. Tattle. I thank you, yon would have inter- 
posed hetween m<“ ami H<‘a\'n : hut l^rovidenee 
laid Purgatory in \oiir \\a\ \'ou hav'e hut 
Justice. lo-/ 

Sean. I hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampson 
provided for his own Weddiii" : methmks 'tis pity 
they shou’d not he c niploN cI uhen the Match is 
inueh mended. I'atentiney tfio' it l>e Morninj;, \\e 
may have a Dance. 

I'al. .\ny thinir, rny Friend, every thin" that 
looks like Joy and Transport. 

Sean, ('all 'em, Jerentp. 

Ano, I have done dissemhliri" nou . I'afottine . 
arul if that Cohlness which I ha\e always worn 
hefore you, should turn to an cxtream Fondness. 
\ou must not suspect it. wc 

Fo/. I'll prevent that Suspicion For I 
intend to doat to that immoderate <le"re(‘, that 
your Fondm*ss shall never <listinf;uish it sell 
enou|;h to he taken notice of. If c\cr \ou seem 
to love too much, it must he only when 1 can’t lo\e 
enoujrh. 

An^. Have a Fare of Promises : you know you 
are apt to run more in Debt than \ou are able to 
pay. 

I’at. Therefore I \ ield my Hexly as your Prisoner, 
and make your best on't. 

Scan. The Musick stays for you. [Dance. 

Scan. Well, Madam, you have <lone K\cmplar\ 
Justice, in puiiishin" an inhuman Father, and 
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rcwardinji ii faithful Luver : Hut there is a tliircl 
iiuod Work, which I, iu particular, must thank 
\4)u for ; I was an Infidel to your Sev, and \ou 
h.i\ c converted me -For now 1 am convinc'd 
that all Women are not like Fortune, blind in 
bestowing Favours, either on those who do not 
merit, or who do not want cm. 14 : 

‘Tis an unreasonable Accusation, that 
Viiu lay upon our Se\ : You tax us with Injustice, 
only to cover your own want of Merit. You would 
all have the Kewarrl of Fove ; but few' have the 
( nristaiicy to stay ‘till it bec'omes your due. Men 
are Ljerierally Hypocrites an<l Infidels, they pretend 
to >\orship, but ha\e neither /cal nor Faitli : 
Ilow few, like I'oieniitic, would perse\erc even to 
.Martyrdom, and .sacrifice their Interest to their 
( oiihtaney I In admiriiii* me, >ou misplace the 
NoNclty. 

The Mirdcle ia Ihitf is. that rte find 
A Lover true . Sot that a Woman s Kind. 
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spoken at the Openinir of the New Hou.se. 

Hy Mrs. Hiace^lirdtc, 

Sare Providence at firnt design'd this' Plate 
To he the Player's iiefafie in Distress : 

Por still tn every Storm, they all run hither. 

.is to a Shed, that shields 'em from the Weather. 

Put thinking of this Change zvhich last befell us. 

It's like what / have heard our Poets tell us 
Por xvhen behind our Scenes their Suits are pleading. 
To help thei r Love, sometimes they .show thei r Heading: 
And wanting ready cash to pay for Hearts, 

They top their Learning on us, and their Parts. o 
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Oiice of Philosophers the if told us Stories, 

Whom, us / think\ thep rutV d Py Pythaporirs, 
Pm sure 'tis some such Katin \ame they fiive 'em. 
And ive, ivho know no better, must believe ''em. 

\ow to these Men (say they) such Souls iverc fliv'n. 
That after Death, ne'er went to Hell, nor Ileav'u. 
Hut liv'd, / kuoiV not how, in Heasts ; and then 
When many Years 7vere past, in Aten afiain. 
Alethink'S, ice Players resemble such a Soul, 

That, does from liodies, tee from Houses strolc. o 
Thus Aristotle'.v Soul, of old that 7vas, 

At ay no7V be damn'd to animate an Ass ; 

Or in this very ttouse. for oufiht we kno7V, 

Js doing painful Penance in some Heini : 

And thus, our Audience, which did once resort 
To shining Theatres to see our Sport, 

So7v find us toss' d into a Tennis-Court . 

These Walls but Cother t)ay were JitVd with \oise 
Of Hoaring (iamesteis, and your l)ainni(‘ Jloys : 
Then bounding Halls and tiaekets they eneo7npast. 
And now they're Jill' d with Jests, and Plights, and 
tfombast ' 

I vow, t flout much like this Transmigration, 

St ruling from PUtee to J^laee, by ('ireulation , 

Orant tteav'n, ar don't retuni to our first Station. 

1 know not ivhat these think, but for my Part, 

/ can't reflect without an aking Heart, 

How we shou'd end in our Original, a Cart. 

Hut iir can't fear, since you' re so good to save us. 
That you have only set us up, to leave us. 

Thus from the past, ue hope for future Oracr. »o 
7 beg it 

And .some here know / have a begging Face. 

Then pray continue this your kind Hehaviour, 

For a clear Stage ivon't do, without your Favour. 

27 I'miits Court] within tho wa!N of which the n«“W 
thcatie Was. built 

\7 Cart] a rcfeiciice to tho actors of the fourteenth aiu! 
fificerith-centui y c>cle and othci play'-, who often perforrntd 
from carts. 




T H F. 


Way of the World 


A 

COMEDY. 


ylt4<iire cjt Oper it prettu?/*^ pfoitdere rccfe 

nitcchts Jto/i ^jithis Hot. Sal. i. J. i. 

■ Alctuat doit dfpreKfd. — Il)ui. 



Printed in the Y k 


AR 1710. 



T <) 


Mr. c o A a li K r 

OcrasionM by liK 

C O M K 1) Y 

V A I. I- ■ I) 

'r/ic \V A Y of the \V O H L IJ. 

\Vhvti l^lrasurc's fitUiu}* in the tow Delight, 

Jn the vani Joys oj the uneertain Sight, 

\o sense of Wit 7t'hen rude Speetators knoiv. 

Hut in distorted (iestnre, Harce and Shoiv : 

Jioie ronfd^ Great .tnthitr, yottr Aspiring ^lind 
Dare to If nte only to t/ie HeJitCd ! 

Yet tlui that nice .imlntion yon pursue, 

'Tis not in C’oii;>:rfvt*\v Hoieer to please hat feic. 
Jwplieitly devoted to his h*atne, 

Well~dress'd Harbarittns knozv his aitful Xame ; 
Tho' senseless they're of At irth, hut xvhen they laugh. 
As they feel Wine, but nhen, ''till drunh, they fjuaff. 

i)n you, front JFate, a lavish Hortion fell 
Jn ev' ry zcay of Writing to e.rrell. 

Your Atuse Applause to .\nibrlla brings. 

In \otes as sxceet as Ambelhi <Sings. 

When e'er you drazv an un€lissenibled I Tor. 

With szveet Distress your liural Ai umbers Jioiv, 
I*astor»'s the ('omplaint of ei'' ry Szvain, 

I’astora still the Deeho of the J*lain I 2 - 

Or if your Atuse desenbe, zeith ivarming Force, 

The ivounded Frrnflinian falling from his Horse ; 
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To Mr. Congreve. 

And iicr oxvn William sifonott^ in the Strife^ 
Jiestoiutnfl on the prostude Foe hts I.ife 
Yon the **re€it .let os *ien' roust p rehearse^ 

. Ind nil the Kn^lish Fort/s tn tfoor I ’erse. 

Jiff tfonr selected Scenes, amt hon/tsooie ( fume. 
F.nnoblcd ('ontedtf c.ro/ts her l'*mc ; 

^'(lO cfiech' ftn/nst Fsteent (nid fond Desire, 

And teoch to Settrn, xchot c/\c xcc stunt Id .Idmuc ; • 

't'/ic jftst Jtnpresston taught hp tfott xcc ticoi . 

I'he l*lf lifer nets the (i oriit, titc M arid the Idoifcr, 
n fioin .\tifl tfiot M orhl nnjn stiff dtscstccins. 

'riio' ftc, o/one, jtrof esses lefiat tie seems 

Hot \ehen tfottr ^Mnse ossntnes ht r '/'rtiifie/, l^oit. 

She eontjners and she ret ft ns in ex' i if Heart . 

To mourn xeith her .Men cheat the/ r jinx ate II or’. 
And ffen' rons t*itff's all the HneJ theif kno\e ; 

'The irrr/r>:r. xefio impatient of Delaif, 

From the I'oxen- joifs must mash it /o the Fhnf, 
doifiis xcitli your Mouniinff-ilt ide' s resistless Mottiiy 
. tufl XLeeps a I^oss she si i flitted, \ehen her tnt. n ; 

Volt f*ii'e us Torment . anti yoit rfix e its Fuse, 

- inti I'artf our t ytif tttins as ytiu filease ; 

/s ntd a Heart stt /.intl tts yours tn Ftnn, 

To loful your Friends xetth ('ares ifou onlif fetffn ; 
y’our Friends in (irief, compos' tl iftntr self, to leave * 
Hut 'tis the only a o// you'll e'er tieeeix e. 

Then still, ffreat Sir, your niox iriff ibnv'r emphiy. 

To lull our Sorroxc. and eon eel our Joy. 

}{. s'j kklj:. 



To tiu* 

R A L P II, 

Karl of M(A WTAGl i:. &v. 

Mu LOUD, 

Whether the ^Vorld will arrali:ii me Vanity, 
or not, that I ha\e pivsiimM to Dedicate this 
Comedy to Voiir liorclship, 1 am yet in Doubt : 
Tho’ it may he it is some decree of \ anity even to 
doubt of it. One who has at any time had the 
Honour of Your Lordship's t onversation, (‘annot 
he suppos'd to think ver\ meanly of that which 
he wou'd prefer to ^'our Perusal : .Yet it were to 
incur the Imputation of too much Sunicieney. to 
pretend to such a Merit as mij^ht abide the Test 
of Your Lordship's Censure. 

\Vhatever N’alue may he wanting to this Play 
while y<'t it is mine, will he siiftieiently made up 
to it, when it is on(‘e become Your Lordship's ; 
and it is my Security, that I cannot tiave over- 
rated It more by my Dedication, than Your 
Lordship will di;;nilie it by Your Patnina^e. 

That it succeeded on the Sta^n*. was almost 
beyond my Kxpeetatuni : for but little of it was 
prepar'd for tliat general 1aste which seems now 
to be predominant in the Pallats of our Audience. 

Those ('haraeters which are meant to be ridi- 
cul'd in most of our Comedies, are of Fools so 
gross, that in my humble Opinion, they shou'ii 
rather disturb than divert the well-natur'd and 
rcttecting Part of an .Vudience ; they are rather 

I^Cxcation Mv'uut.imic .\fit iwaids first Duke. A suc- 
Ccs>ful patron of the ait> 
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Objects of C harity tliaii C'<»ntempt : an<l insteiul 
of iiiovinjx our Mirth, they oii^ht very often to 
excite our Compassion. 

'J’his Hefleotion mo\M iiu* to (Iesi;;n some 
Characters, which sluni'd appear ridieiilous not so 
much thro' a natural Folly (which is ineorri^^ible, 
and therefore not proper for tfie Staj^e) as thro' 
an affected Wit ; a Wit. whi**h at the same 
time that it is affc*cted. is also false. As there is 
some Oilliculty in the Formation of a Character 
of this Nature, so there is s()me Hazard which 
attends the Pni^ress <»f its Suc<‘ess. upon the 
Sta;re : For many eome to a Pla\ , so o\ er-(*harj;*t| 
uith Criticism, that th<‘\ very often let fly their 
I ensure, when thro' their Itashness tlM*> Jia\e 
mistaken their Aim. 'I'his I had Occasion lately 
to observe : For this Pla> had been acted two or 
thri'c Days, b<*fore some of these hasty Judges 
couM find the leisure to distinguish betuixt the 
( haracter of a Wihvnmi and a Tntm'it, 

1 must be^ Your Lordship's Fardon for this 
Di'iression from the true C'oursc of this Fpistle ; 
but that it maN not seem altogether impertinent, 
I be^, that 1 may plead the Occasion of it, in 
part of that K\<*use «»f w-hich I stand m need, for 
recommending^ this Comed\ to \'oiir Fnitection. 
It i-N only by the ('<»imtenance of \'oiir Lordship, 
and the Fnv so (pialifv'd, that such who write 
with Care and Pains can hope to be distm^iiish'd : 
For the Prostituted Name of Poet promiscuously 
levels all that bear it. 

Terencfy the most <’orrect Writer in the >\'orld, 
had a Scipio and a l^ehns^ if not to assist him. at 
least to support him m liis Hepiitation : And not- 
withstanding his extraonimary M<*rit, it mav be, 
their Countenance was not more than iH*c*ess{ir\ . 

The purity of his Stile, the Delicacy of his 
'I'urns, and the Justness of his Characters, w'ere 
all of them Beauties, which the greater Part of 
his .Audience W'ere incapable of Ta.sting ; Some 



33^ ^ Way of the World. 

of the cfiursest Strokes of Plautus, so severely 
eensiir’cl by Horace, were more likely to affeet 
the Multitude ; such, who come >vith expectation 
to lau;r}i rtt the last Act of a Play, and are better 
entertaiiTd with two or three unseasonable Jest<, 
than with the artful Solution 4 if the Fahtc. 

\s Terence exeelTd in his l*erforinancc*s, so had 
he ^n‘at Atlvantajres tti <‘neouraj'e his I'nder- 
takin^s ; for hf* built most on the F4>undations 
4if yieuamlcr : Ills l*Iots \\(‘n‘ «^enerally modellM, 
and his Charaeters ready dr.iwn b) his Hand. He 
<*opi4*d Mmauder ; aii<l Menander hacl no less 
Li^ht in the F4>rmation 4»f bis ("haraeders, from 
the Observations of T/icofthrastus, of whom lie 
was a Diseiple ; and Theophrastus it is known was 
not 4)nly the Diseiple, but the immediate Successor 
of Aristotle, the lirst aial greatest Jiiil^a* of Poeti \ . 
'riiese were oreat Mod<*ls to ilesi^m by ; and the 
further A4lNanta;^e which Terence possess'd, to- 
wards ^jiviiiL^ his Plays tlu‘ ilue Ornaments 4d 
J’unty of Stile, and Justness of Manners, w’as not 
less ('onsiderable, fnun the l-'reedom 4)f C’onxersa- 
tifui, which w'as permitted him with Lelius anil 
Set pin, two of the ^reat<*st and most polite Min 
of his A«j:e. Xnil indtMsi, the Privilege of such 
a Conversation, is the only eerU^in Means of 
attaining t4» tlu' Perfection t»f Dialogue. 

If It hiis happi'ii'd in any Part of this Comedy, 
that I have gain'd a Turn of Stile, or Jsxpression 
more Correct, or at least more Corrigible than in 
those which I have formerly written, 1 must, with 
ecpial Pride and Ctratitude, ascribe it to the Honour 
4»1 Your J^ordship's admitting me into Your 
Conversation, and timt of a Society where e\ery 
body else was so well wiirthy of You, in Your 
Ketirenient last Summer Iriun the Tcnvii : For it 
was immediately after, that this Comedy was 
written. If I have fail'd m my Performance, it is 
only to lx‘ regretted, where there were so many, 
6 FabU.] I'lut. 
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not inferior either to a Scijno or a Lchus, that there 
allow'd be one wanting, equal in Capaeitx to a 
Terence, 

If I am not mistaken. Poetry is almost th(‘ only 
\rt, \vhieh has not \et laid ( laim tt» \oiir Lord- 
ship’s 1 ‘atrona^'e. Arehiteeture, and Painting;, to 
the <^reat Honour of our (ouiitrx, lia\e ilounshM 
uiuler Your lntlueiH‘e and Proteetion. In the 
mean time. Poetry, tin* eld<'st Sister of all Arts, 
and Parent of most, seems t<» have resion'd jjer 
Pirth-nght, by huMn^ ne^leeted to pa\ her Duty 
to Your l^ordship : an<l by peimittm;; others ot 
.1 later Kxtraetion, to ))repossess that Plaee m 
^’ou^ Ksteem. to whieh none tan pre tend a better 
'J'ltlt*. Poetry, in its Nature, is saen'd to the (iood 
and (in'at ; the Itelation betwee n the in is reeipro- 
eal, and they are eve r propitienis ti» it. It is tfie 
J*rivi|<‘^e of IVietry to adelre*ss te> them, and it is 
their Prero^rativ e alone* to ;ii\e‘ it Proteetion. 

'I'liis re'ee iv’d Maxim is a ^^e iie ral Ai)oloifv lor 
all \Vrit(‘rs who ( emseerate the ir Labours te> ^re‘at 
-Men : Jhit 1 evaild \%ish, at this tune*, th.il this 
Aeldress we‘re exenipteel frenn the eoiiimon Pretene*e 
<»f all Dedie'atiems ; anel that as 1 eaii elistmj^uisli 
Yeair Lorelship even auieni;' the most Deserving, 
so this Offering ini^ht be*e-ome remarkable* by seiiue 
particular liistaiiee of Jtespe*e*l, v\hie*h shoulel 
assure ^'eiur Jairdship, that I am, with all due 
sense of Yenir e xtreain Worthiness anel lluinunity, 

Mtf LOUD, 

Your Lnuishiji s tnnsl Obedtent 

and most Oblig'd Humble Sen ant, 

Will, Congreve*. 


17 propiliuiis to It \ v]\ fli.: .it Collier. 
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Spoken l)y Mr. lietterfon. 

Of llmefnv f’oo/.v, nho u iH, ill Stars are rHr<>l 
Sine scrihhng Fools, call il Foeis.Jare the Kors't 
tor they re a sort of Foots whiiti Fortune wal,es 
Amt after she has maite 'em Fools, forsakes 
M </A Natiire-.v Oafs lis yaite a ihfj renl Case 
tor Fortune favours all her Miot-Haee 
In her njen SesI the ( iiekow-Fljjsis JimI, 

O'er whirh she broods to hatch the ( liiin}>lin<£-l\in(l. 

Portion for her oivn she has to spare. 

So much she doats on her adopted ( are , 

IWts are Hubbles, by the Tincn drauu ni 
Suffer'd at first some Injliag Stakes to uin 
Hat -chat unei/ual llaiaids do they ran ' '] 

Faeh time they write they venture' all they've non • I 
7 he Squire that's butter'd still, is sure to 'be undone. I 
ij I* heretofore, has found your Favour, 

Hut pleads no Merit from his past 'Hehaviour; 

Jo build on that might prove a vain Fresnmptioii. 
Shoii d (nants to I’oels made, admit Hesnmption . 
Ana m Parnassus he mast lose his Seat, ^ • 

If that hr found a forfeited Estate, 

lie oxi'as, with ToiL he wrought the fottowiiiff 

Scenes, o ^ ^ 

Pat if theifre naught ne'er spare him for his Pams : 

him the more : haie no L'ommiseratioa 
tor Dalaess on mature Deliberation , 
lie swears he'll not reseat one hiss'd -off Scene ^ 
A«r, hke those peevish Wits, his Play maintain, I 

M ho, to assert their Sense, your Taste arraign, \ 

Some Plot we think he has. and some nrw Thought ‘ 
Some Humour too, no Farce : but that's a Fault, 
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Satirt\ hr thi/ihs, t/ou nttfihl tint tn rj'jirct : 

Far sn Hi'fnrtii'd n whn tin res Cnrrrrt / 

Tn intense, this Tiiiie^ has hern his snir J*irtrncr, 
Itc'll iint instruct^ iest if shnu'tl give Offrntr. 

Shnu'fi hr hif rhanre a Kmrrr nr Fnnl t\n»n^i\ 

That hurts untie here, sure here are unur nf thnsr. 

In shnrt, nur FItiif shttlf (icith ffnur leave tn stteiv it) 
dive i/nu ntte Instauee nf ft Fassive Fnet. 

Whn tn your .luf/ffinents yte/tls at! Hesifinatmti ; 

Sn Sai'e nr IJatuu, after ynur nwn Diseretinn . » • 



Dramutis Personae 


M K N. 


Fainall, Tii l.ove with Mr«i MarunoJ 


Mr liettertou 


Mirabell, In Lov'e with Mr> Mtllunuint 
I hulluu Mis MtUamant 


Ml }'frbruiiqeii 
/Ml. rtuu eti 
/Mr B>Ktman. 


Sir Wilfull W itin'ouU, Half Hn^tliri tol 

Witirond, and NVpluu li> Lad^ It'is/c Mt I'tuicrhill 
fort. j 

WaitwcU, dut itj M nah, ll Mi Lirr^^ht. 


\V O M K X. 


I.adv Wi$hfort, ICnomv t<> '\ft>uheU. f.»r/ .. 
having faUlv pri-tnidcd I «)ve t'i ht i • t 

Mrs MiUamant, A fiiir Ladv, N'l irc to | w. 
Lady \V I'^hfort, and lo\o- Mtnihell / ^ 

Mis Maru'ooj, I ricnd to Mr / aiu ill, and ) »» . 
likc'S M irabell \ 


Leii^l 


ripiiceqirdlc’ 
Burp V, 


Mrs. Fainall, Hau^htm t«> I.ad\ W I'^hfof t,\ 

and Wife to Fainall, f«>iiu*Tly I i lentil Mrs B'^.tinun 
t.i Mtrabcll J 

Fi^bW, Woman to Lady \Vi^hf -ft Mr> U’l/w^ 

M Woman to Mr>, ,t/;//awan/. Mrs Prince 


Dancers, rootinen. and .\ttendants 


S C E X E LO N D O X. 


The Ti me equal to that of the Presentation 



T II I 


W A V oj t/ic W o R t, n. 


A ( T r. s c V. X f: i. 

Chocoldtr-Iltmsc. 
and r'viNvi.i [liishifl Jrotn ( 

Ili/riv U’ftt/iNU. 

Mill vin.r.r . 

V'oii arc a IVirt iinat<^ Man, Mr. Fnuiatl. 

Fain. !!a\c >v«' <l<>iic V 

Mtra. \VIiat you please. I'll play on t(» enter- 
tain \<)U. 

Ffiin. No, I'll iri\e you Noiir Keven^e anoth<‘r 
tune, when n on are not so indifteriait : >ou are 
thinking oT sonu*tliiriir fN<* iifiw, and pla\ too 
ne^li«^entl\‘ ; the Coldness of a h>siii;r (»anjester 
lessens the I*Ieasure i»f the ^^'lnn<*^. I'd no more* 
pla\ with a Man that slii»ht<*d his ill Fortune, than 
I'<1 make Co\e to a 'Woman who iinrler\ alii'd the 
Foss other Hc'piitat ion. i-* 

*!///■</. '\'ou ha\ e a 'I'aste €‘\treaml\’ delicate, 
and are for relinins» on \'our l*ieasnres. 

Fain. Prithee, wh\ so rescrv'^l ? .'something' has 
put you out of Humour. 

3//ru. Xot at ail : I happen to he ;/ra\e to 
Day : an<l \ ou are p^ay : that's all. 

Fain, ( oiifess, ^lillaniant and >ou rpiarrell'd 
last Xieht, after I left \«ni ; my fair Cousin has 
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M)nic Hiinioiirs that woiiM tiMiipt the Paticncv of 
a Stoirk. What, scniir (’<>xc*oinl) cainr in, and was 
w’fll rrcrivM hv Iut, wliilc yciii wore by. 

Mini. Wihvinid and Petulant ; ami what was 
worse, Ikt Aunt, your Wife's Motlier, iny evil 
(h'liius ; <»r to sum up all in her own Xarne, iny 
old I-a<ly II’/.s7//or/ eame in. — 

Fain. O there it is then - She has a last ini' 
Passion for you, and witli Iteason. What, then 
inv Wife was there ? i ■ 

M irn. Yes, and Mrs. ^lanvotul and thret‘ or 
four more, whom 1 never saw’ before : seeing me, 
they all put on their ^rave Kaees, whisper'd one 
another ; then eomplain'd aloud of the Vapour'., 
and after fell into a profoiitul Silenee. 

Fain. 'Khey had a mind to be nd of \ou. 

Mira. For which piod Iteason I resolv'd not to 
stir. At last tin* j'ood ohi laidy broke thni' her 
painful Taciturnity, with an In\eetiv(‘ a^raiiist Ion;' 
Visits. I w'ould not have undcTstood her. but 
.Miltamant joining; in the Ar^riiment, I rose and 
with a eoiistraiird Smih* told her, I thoriuht 
nothin;' was so easie as to know when a \’isit bc‘;(an 
to be troublesome ; she reden'd and 1 w’ithflr<*w', 
without expeetm;' her reply. ’,5 

Fain. You were to blame to resent what she 
spoke only in C’omplianee with her Aunt. 

Mira. She is imire Mistress (»f her self, than to 
lie um*er the neeessit\ of such a Hesi^jiuition. ;> 
Fain. What ? tho' lialf her Fortune depemis 
upon her Marryin;' with my Lady's Approbation ? 

Mira. I was then in suc’h a Humour, that 1 
shou'd have been better pleas'd if she had been less 
<lisert*et. 

Fain. Now 1 remember, I wonder not they were 
weary of you ; last Ni^'ht was one of their Fabal- 
Ni^'hts ; they have 'em three tiim-s a Week, and 
meet by turns, at one another's .\partments, where 
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they come to/?etluT like the ( oroiuT*s Iiujiiest, to 
Mt upon the inunterM Hepiitations of the Week. 
^ ou iiiul I are exchuied : and it was onc‘e proposM 
tliat all the Male Sex shoti'd he e\(*epte<l : hut 
some hody mf)v*d that to a\oid Scandal there 
iiinrht he one Man r>f the ('oniiiiunit> : upon which 
M ifzi'outf and Petulant were enroll'd Meinlw^rs. 

Mira. And who nia\ have heen the Foundress 
(d this Sect ? My I-ady I warrant, who 

pidilishes her Detestaition <»f Miinkind ; and full 
t>f the X'i^our of Fifty tivc*. <le<*liires for a Friend 
:m<l Itatajia ; and let Fostenty shift for it self. 
sIk‘'I 1 hre<‘<l no iiairc. rt 

Fain, 'riic* I)isc<i\ery of vour sham \cldrcsses 
to her, to conceal vour Fove to hc*r Neice. has 
provok'd this Separaition : Had >ou dissemhl'd 
better, I'hin^s ini^ht haive c<»ntimr<l m the State 
ol Niiturc. 

Mfra. I did as much as Man c'ou'd, with anv 
reasonahlc (’onscien<*e ; I pnx^eeded to the very 
last Act of Flattery with her, an<l wjis ^miltv of 
a .Son^ in her ('oinnietulation. Nay, I ^ot li Friend 
to put her into a J^ampoon, and compliment her 
witli the Imputation of jin Affair with a voun;r 
Fellow', w’hich I carrv'd so far, that I tfdd her the 
malicious 'I'own took n<»tice that she was );rown 
fat of a sudden : and wlien she lay in of a l)n»psie, 
persuaded her she was rep<»rte<l ti> he in Fahoiir. 
The Devil's in't, if an old \Voman is to he flatter'd 
further, unless a Man shou'd endeavour dow nrijzlit 
personally to dehaiieh her ; ami that my N'ertiie 
forhad me. Hut for the I)is<‘overy of this Amour, 
1 am indebted to your Friend, or vour Wife’s 
Friend, Mrs. Mnnvooit. 

Fain. What shou'd provoke her to he your 
Knemy, unless she has made you .Vdvanres. whieli 
you liave slighted ? ^Vomen do not easily forgive 
Omissions of that Nature. 


re* Ratafia .1 liqueur scouted with fi viit . 
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Mira. She was always civil to me, 'till of late ; 
I confess I am not one of those Coxcombs who 
are apt to interpret a Woman's ^ood Manners to 
her Prejudice : and think that she wiio does not 
refuse ’em ev'ry tiling, can refuse 'em nothin^j;. ici 

Fain. You are a gallant Man, MiraheU ; and 
tho’ you may have Cruelty enou/^h, not to satisfic 
a J^ady's lon^in^ ; you h.avc too much (Generosity, 
not to be tender of her Honour. Vet you speak 
with an Indifference which seems to be affecteti ; 
and confesses you are conscious of a Xe^li^encc. 

Mira. You pursue the Ar^jument with a Distrust 
that seems to bo unaffected, and confesses you are 
t’onscious of a ('oneeni for w’hich the Lady is 
more indebted to you, than is your Wife. m 

Fain. Fie, li<‘ Frieml, if you ^jrow' censorious 
I must leave you ; —I'll Itiok upon the (Gamesters 
in the next Hoorn. 

Mira. Who are tlic\ 

Fain. I^ctulant and WitiCnad — Hrinjf me some 
(hocolate. 

Mira. Betty ^ what says \our Clock ? 

Itet. Turn'd of th<‘ last Canonical Hour, Sir. no 

Mira. How' pertinently tlie .lade answers me! 
Ha ? almost one a Clock ! [I^ookinf* on his Watch. ^ 
(), y'are come - 


SCENE 11. 

Mihaukll and Footman*. 

Mira. Well ,* is the <:raiid .\ffair over ? You 
have been something tedious. 

Sere. Sir, there's sueh Coupling at Pancras, 
that they stand behind one another, as ’twere in 
a Country Dance. Ours was the last Couple to 
leatl up ; an<l no Hopes appearing of Dispateh, 
besides, the Parson growing hoarse, we were 
afraid his Lungs wou'd have fail'd before it f*ame 
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to our Turn ; so di*o\o round to Duke' s-Place ; 
an<t there they were rixetled in a trice. 10 

Mira. So, so, you are sure they are iii:irrie<]. 
.Sen'. Married and Iteddect. Sir : I am \Vitness. 
Mira. Have y^ai the I ert dictate. 

.SVn*. Here it is. Sir. 

Mira. Has the 'I'ailor brought M'o//ar//'s C loaths 
luMiie, and the now la\eries f 

.Srri'. Yes, Sir. o 

Mira. That's weJI. Do you ^^o home a^ain, d*ye 
hoar, and adjourn tlie Coiisnmmation 'till farther 
Order ; bid Waitivell shake his Kars, ainl Dame 
Parilet rustle up her Feathi rs, and meet me at 
One a Flock liy RosawomV^ Fond ; that i may see 
her liefore she returns to her I.ady : And as \ou 
lender your Kars be secret. 

S( KNK HI. 

Miilmikll, F\in \i I., Fkti v. 

Fain. Joy of > our Success, Mtrahrli ; >011 look 
pleas'd. 

Mira. Ay ; I have been < nj;a^'<l in a .Alatter of 
some sort of Mirth, wliich is not yet rip<‘ for 
Diseo\ery. I am I'lad this is not a C abal-Xi^dit. 
I w<ind«T, Faina! th.at you who nrv married, ami 
ol consequence .should be discreet, will sufler your 
ife to be of such a Fart> . 

Fain. Faith, I am not jealous, llesides, most 
who are en^^ag'd are Women and Kelations ; and 
hir the Men, they are of a Kind too t-oiitemplible 
to give Scandal. 12 

Mira. I am of another Dpinion. The greater 
the Coxcomb, always the more the Scandal : For 

Duke's Place] St J.niif'.'-. t iiurch, notnnr>u> f'^r irrfKU- 
I.u marriages (Sunimt'r'.j S* r also Lady VVishfort'- remark 
at the end of v. i 

.22 Rosamond's Pond] In St James’s Park. ‘I mg conse- 
crated to disastrous love and ekgiac poetry' (Warburton). 
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a Woman who is not a Fool, can ha\'c hut one 
Hcason for associating with a Man who is one. 

Fain. Are you jealous as often as you see 
Wihvoud entertairrd by MiUamant ? 

Mira. Of her I'nderstandiii^ I am. if not of her 
Person. 2n 

Fain. You do her wronjjf : for to give her her 
Due, she has Wit. 

Mira. Sh<* has Heauty ennu«ih to make any 
Man think so ; and C omplaisance enough not to 
contradict him ^h(» shall tell her so. 

Fain. For a passionate Lover, methiiiks you 
are u Man somewhat too <lisceriiing in the Failings 
of your Mistress. 

Mira. And for a discerning .Man, somewhat too 
passionate a Lover: for 1 like her with all her 
Faults : nay, lik<* her for her Faults. Her Follies are 
so natural, or so artful, that they become her: and 
those Affectations which in another Woman wou d 
be odious, serve but to make her more agreeable. Fll 
tell thee, she once us'd me with that Inso- 

lence, that in Revenge I took her to pieces : sifted 
her, and separated her Failings : 1 study'd 'em, and 
got 'em by Rote. ^'Iie C atalogue was so large, that 
i was not without Hopes, one Day or other to hate 
her heartily : To whi<*h en<l I so us'd my self to 
think of 'em, that at length, contniry to my 
Design and Kxpectation, thes gave me e\ 'ry ILuir 
less and less Disturbance : 'till in a few Days it 
became habitual to me, to remember 'em without 
being displeas'd. 'I’liey are now’ grown as familiar 
to me as my ciw'n Frailties : and in all probability 
in a little time longer I shall like 'em as well. 47 

Fain. Marry her, marry her : Ik* half as well 
acquainted with her C'harms, as you are with her 
Defects, and my Life on't, you are ytjur own Man 
again. 

Mira. Say you so Y 

Fain. .\y, ay, 1 have F]x|>erieiice : 1 have a 

\\ ife, and so forth. 
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S ( K N K IV. 

\Tn them] >Ii:ssi:N«;r.H. 

-l/r.s'.v. Is Olio Squire Witiioud here ? 

Het. Yes ; N\’liat's \oiir Business? 

.I/rs*.s\ I have a I^etter for him, from his Brnthrr 
Sir Wilfully which I am charg'd to deliver into his 
own Hands. 

livL He's in the next Boom, Friend 'J'hat 
way. 


S( KXK V. 

Min\ni:Li., K\iN\i.r, Br.rrv. 

M ira. What, is tlie <‘hiel of that nohle Family 
in 'rown, Sir W'ilfttU W ttivom! 

Fain. He is e\|>e(*ted to Day. Do \ ou know 
him ? 

Mira. I Iia\e seen him, he promises to he- an 
extraordinary Person ; I think you have* iJie 
Honour to he related to him. 

Fain. Yes : he is half Brother t<j this W’lintaai 
hy a former Wife, who was Sister to niv L.uly 
my ife's Mother. If v ou in.iii y 
M iliatnant. y<iu must c*all Cousins too. o 

Mira. I had rather he Ills Relation than Iiis 
.\c(|uaintanee. 

Fain. He comes to ’I’own in onler to Ivpiip 
himself hir Trav <*I. 

Mira. For Travel ! Why the Man that 1 mean 
is above Forty. 

Fain. No matter for that ; 'tis for the Honour 
of England ^ that all Europe should kneiw that we* 
have Bloekhe'aels of all \k<*'** - ' 

Mira. I wonele-r there is neit an Ae*t e>f Parliament 
to save the 1 reelit of the Natie>n, and prohihit the 
K\|H)rtation ejf Foejis. 

Fain. By no means, 'tis better as *tis ; 'tis 
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better to Tra<le with a little Loss, than to be quite 
eaten up, with bein^ overstock'd. 

Mim, Pray, are the Follies of this Ivnight- 
Krrant, and those of the Squire liis Brother, any 
tiling related ? = j 

Fain. Not at all ; Witivottd grows by the 
Knight, like a Medlar grafted on a Crab. One will 
melt in your Mouth, and t'other set your Teeth on 
e<lge ; one is all Ptilp, and the other all Core. 

Mira. So one will be Uolten before he be Ripe, 
and the other will be Rotten without ever being 
Ripe at all. 

Fain. Sir WilfuH is an odd Mixture of Rashful- 
ness and Obstinaev. - Rut wIhmi he's drunk, 
he's as loving as the Monster in the Tempest : 
and much after the same manner. 'J'o give t'other 
his due ; he has something of gooil Nature, an»i 
does not always want Wit. 4 

Mira, Not always ; but as often as his .Memory 
fails him, and Ids eommon Plaee of Comparisons. 
He is a Fool with a good Memory, and some few 
Senips of other Folks Wit. He is one whose 
Conversation ean never be approv^'d, yet it is now 
and then to be endur'd. He has mde(‘d one good 
Quality, he is not Kxceptioiis ; for he so passion- 
ately affeets the Reputation of understanding 
Raillery, that he will esmstrue an Affront into 
a .Jest ; and call downright Rudeness and ill 
Language, Satire and Fire, •; . 

Fain, If you have a mind to finish his Picture, 
you have an Opjiortunity to do it at full length. 
Rehold the Original. 

S C E N E M. 

[To them] Wrrworo. 

Wit, .Vfford me your Compassion, my Dears : 
pity me, Fainall, Mirabell^ pity me. 

Mira, I do from my Soul. 
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Fain. Why> what* s the Matter ? 

li it. Nt) Letters for me, Jiethf ? 

Ifet. Dili not a Messenger hriri*; yon (Uie hut 
now. Sir ? 

Wit, Ay, but no other? 

Het. No, Sir. 1 

Il fV. That's hard, that's ver\ hard : A Mes- 
senjier, a Mule, a lieast of Burden, he has hroujjht 
rue a I-ctter from the Koi>l my Brother, as heavy as 
a Pane^yriek in a Funeral Sermon, or a ( opv of 
Commendatory \'orses from one lVa*t to another. 
And what's worse, ’tis as sure a Forerunner of the 
Author, as an Kj)isth‘ Dedieatory. 

Mtra. A Fool, and your Brother, If itn'oud\ 

11'//. Ay. ay, my half Brotlar. My half 
Hn)ther he is, no nearer upon Honour. 

Mtra. Then 'tis possible he may be but half 
a Fool. -I 

Wit. (hMxl, ^rood, MiroitcH, le Prole ' (iood. 
p)od, han^ him, /ion't hT's talk of him ; - - 
FainnlL how* does your I.ad> ? (hul. I say any 
I hum in the World to ^et tliis Fellow out of my 
Head. I b<m I^irdon tliat I shou'd ask a Man of 
Pleasure, an<l tiu* 'I'owii, a t^uestion at onee so 
foFfiirn and Ihunestiek. But I 'J'alk Iiki* an ohi 
Maid at a Marriage, I don't know what I say : 
But she's the b< st >V<»man in the W’orhl. 

Fain. ’Tis well you don't know what you say, or 
elsf \our ( ommendation wciu'd ^^o near to mak(‘ 
uie either \’aui or Jealous. 

ir//. -Man in Town li\es well with a Wife but 
Faifiall. Vr)ur Judgment, Mirahcfl 

Mira, ^'ou liad lietter step and ask his >Vjfe : 
d \ou \^oird be erediblv inform'd. 

11*//. Mirahelt. 

Mira. Ay. 

II’//. M\ Hear, I ask Ten Thousand Pardons ; 
(hid I have fori;<it uhat I was j/oing to say 
to \ou. 

j//r//. I thank \ou heartily, heartily. 
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ir//. Xi>, but prithro cxfMisr me, — nr 
Memory is siieh ;i Memory. 

Mira, Have u eare of such Apologies, Witivoml 
for I never knew a Fool but he affeetc<i b 
eornpiain. either of the Spleen or his Memory. 

Fain, What have \ou done with Fetulant ? 

IFif. He's reekoiiin<; his Mony, my Mony it 
was- I have no Luek to Day. m 

Fain. V<iu may allow him to win of you at Play . 
for you are sure to be too hanl for him at 
Repartee : Sinee you monopoh/.e the Wit that l^ 
between you, the Fortune must be liis of (\)urse. 

Mira. I don't liiul that Petulant I'onfesses tlu‘ 
Superiority of Wit to b<‘ \our 'I'alent, Witicnad. 

Wit. (\>me, eome, \ou are inalic‘ious now', aiul 
W'ouM bree<l Dt'bates Pctniant's my Frit'iul, 
and a very lionest Fellov>, and a vctv pretl> 
Fellow, and has a smattenn;^ Faith am) 
Troth a pretty deal of an odd sort of a small Wit : 
Nay, I'll do him Justiee. I'm his Friend, 1 won't 
wTtin^ him. And if he had any Judgment in 
the World, he wou'd not be altot^ether eon- 
t(‘mptibl(‘. C’ome, eonie, ilon't iletraet from tin* 
M<*rits of my Frieinl. 

Fain. You ilon't take your Friend to be over- 
nieely bred. ^ ) 

Il'iV. No, im, han^ him, the Ko^ue has no 
Manners at all, that I must own -N»i iimre 
Breeding than a Bum-bailev, that I ^rant you, 

'Tis pity ; the Fellow has Fire and Life. 

Mira. What, i'ourajje ? 

M l/. Hum, faith I «lon't know' as to that, - — 

I ean’t say as to that. Yes, faith, in a C’ontro- 
\ersie he'll eontra<liet any Ho<l\ . 

.Mira. Tho' 'twere a Man whom he fear'd, or a 
Woman whom he h>v'd. r-; 

M’i7. Well, well, he di>es not always think before 
he speaks ; - We have all our Failings ; you are 

too hard upon him, yi^ii are faith. Let me exeuse 
him, 1 can defcinl most of his Faults, except 
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one or two ; one he has, tliiit's the Truth on't, 
if he were my Brother, I coird not acquit him — — 
Ttmt indeed I cou'd wish were otherwise, 

Mira, Ay marry, what's that. Witivoud't 

Wit. 0 pardon me Kxpose the Infirmities of 

my Friend. No, my Dear, excuse me tliere. 

Fain. Wliat I warrant he's unsineere, or 'tis 
.some such Trifle. '>r 

Wit. N(j, no, what if he be ? 'Tis no matter for 
that, his Wit will excuse that : A Wit shou'd no 
more be sincere, than a Woman constant : one 
argues a Decay of Parts, as t'other of Beauty. 

Mira. May be you think him too positive ? 

n’i7. No, no, his bcin^ positive is an Incentive to 
Argument, and keeps up (V>nversation. 

Fain. Too illiterate. 

If'//. That! that's his Happiness His want 

of Learning gives him the more Opportunities to 
shew his natural Parts. 

Mira. He wants Words. 

Wit. Ay ; but I like him for that now ; for his 
want of Words give.s me the Pleasure very often 
to explain his Meaning. 

Fain. He’s Impudent. 

If'//. No, that’s not it. 

Mira. Vain. 

Wit. No. wo 

Mil a. W’hat, he speaks unseasonable Truths 
•sometimes, because he has not Wit enough to 
invent an Kvasion. 

If’//. Truths ! Ha, ha, ha ! No, no, since you 

will have it, 1 mean, he never speaks Truth at 

all. — That’s all. He will lie like a Chambermaicl, 
or a Woman of Quality's Porter. Now' that is 
a Fault. 


S C K X K VII. 

{To th€m\ CoAcn.MA.v. 

Coach. Is Master Petulant here, Mistress ? 
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Bet, Yes. 

Coach, Three (ient lew omen in a Coach wouM 
^peak with him. 

Fain, () brave Petulant, Three ! 

Bet. ni tell him. 

('oach. Von must brin^ Tw<i Dishes of Choeolalo 
anr] a (>lass of Cinnamon-water. 


.SCKXK Mil. 

Mihabkll, Fmnm.l, WiTworn. 

U'tC That shouhl be for Two fasting; Strmnpel<. 
and a JIawcl troubled with Wind. Xow you may 
know what the Three are. 

Mira. You are free ’with your Friend's Ae- 
(piaintunee. 

H Ay, ay, Frieialship without Fn*etlom is as 
dull as Love without Knjoyinent, or Wine without 
Toasting ; but to tell you a Secret, these are 
Trulls whom he allows Coaeh-hire, and somethiriL; 
more by the >Veek, to eall on him once a Day at 

piibliek Places. n 

Mira. How ! 

Wit. ^’ou shall sec he won't ^o to 'em because 
there's no more ( ompan\ here to take notice of 
him Why this is notliin^ to what he iisM to 

do: Hefore he found out this way, 1 ha\e 

known him eall for himself 

Fain. Call for himself ? What dost thou mean ? 

Wit. Mean, why he wou'd slip you out of this 
Chocolate-house, just when you had been talk ini' 
to him - - As so<»n as your Hack was turn'd -- 
Whip he was j'one : - Then trip to his Lod^^in^j, 
clap on a Hood ami Scarf, ami a Mask, slap into 
a Haeknev-C'oaeh, and «Irive iiither to the Door 
afraiin in a trice ; where he wou'<i send in for 
himself, that 1 mean, call for himself, wait for 
himself, nay and what's more, not finding hims4*lf, 
sometimes leave a Letter fur himself. •'i 
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Mira. I r«»nfrss tln\ is something rxtraonlirmry 
- 1 hriievr ht* waits iV»r hinisrlf now', hr is no 
luJiL^ a (M)inin^ ; C) 1 ask his Pardon. 


S( KNi: IX. 

Pi:] i L\NT, AIiR\in:LL, pAivvi.f, Wiiwm i). 

JIl.l I Y. 

Hrt. Sir, thr Coarh sta\s. 

Pvt. Wril, will : I roiiH- ‘Shod a Man Iiad 
as ;rood lu* a proIVss'd Midwifr, as a prolrss'd 
Whorrniastrr, at this rat<‘ ; to hr knorkM up and 
rais'd at all H<jurs,and in all I^lat'rs. Pox on ‘rni. 
J won't ronir !)*><* lirar. trll 'em 1 won't 
i'oiiir. Lrt 'rill siiixrl and rry thrir Hc^arts 
out. 

Fain. You arc \rr\ rruol, l^vinlant. 

Pvt. All's oiu\ lrt It pass 1 ha\r a Humour 
to he rrurl. o 

Mira. 1 hopr they arr not Prrsons of ('ondition 
that you usr at this ratr. 

Pvt. Condition, ( Dndition's a dr\*d Ki^, if I am 
not in Humour Hy this Hand, if they w< rr 
your a a your \Vhat-drr-rall-*rms thrmsrlvrs, 
thry iiiiist wait or ruh off, if 1 want Apprtitr. 

Mira. \Vhat-<lrr-call-*rms ! What arr thry, 
WiUi'oaft ? 

H'/L Kinprrssrs, my Hrar Ily >our WJiat-dr<'- 
call-'riiis he means Sultana CJurrns. ~i 

Pvt. .\y, i{o.roiana\s. 

Mira. Cry \ou .Merry. 

Fain. WitiLond says they arc - 

Pvt. What dors hr say th'arr ? 

ir#7. I ; fine I.,adies I say. 

Pet. Pass on, )t'ihvonft llarkrr, hy this 
Light his Relations Two Co-hrirrsses Ids 
Cousins, and an old Aunt, who loves Catterwauhng 
better than a Conventicle. 30 
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Wit, Ha, ha, ha ; I had a Mind to see how tlie 

Kof?iie wou’d come off Ha, ha, ha ; Gad I can’t 

be an^?ry with him ; if he had said they were my 
Mother and my Sisters. 

Mira, No ! 

W4t, No ; tlic Rogue's Wit and Readiness of 
Invention efiarm me, dear Petulant. 

Bet, Tliey are gone. Sir, in great Anger. 

Pet, Enough, let 'em trun<lle. Anger hel])s 
Complexion, saves Paint. 4 -^ 

Fain. This Continence is all dissembled ; this 
is in order to have something to brag of the next 
time he makes Court to Millamant, and swear he 
has abandoned the whole Sex for ht‘r Sake. 

Mira. Have you not left off your impudent 
Pretensions there yet ? I shall cut your Throat, 
sometime or other, Petulant^ about that Rusiness. 

Pet, Ay, ay, let that pass There are other 
Throats to be cut. 

Mira, Meaning mine, Sir ? so 

Pet, Not 1 1 mean no Hod\ 1 know 

nothing. Hut there arc Pneles aiul Nephews 

in the World— -And they may be Rivals 

What tlicn ? .Vll's one for that 

Mira. How ! Harkee Petulanty come hither 

Explain, or I shall call your Interpreter, 

Pet. Explain ; I know nothing— Why you have 
an L’nele, have you not, lately come to Tow'ii, and 
lodges by my Lady Wis/ifort's ? 

Mira, True. 60 

Pet. Why that's enough - —You and he are 
not Frieiuls ; and if he shou'd marry and have 
a Child, \ou may be disinherited, ha ? 

J/irn. 'Where hast thou stumbled upon all this 
Truth ? 

Pet, .Vll's one for tliat ; why then say I know 
something. 

Mira. Come, thou art an honest Fellow Petulanty 
and shalt make Ix)ve to my Mistress, thou sha't. 
Faith. What hast thou heard of my Uncle 70 



SrcncTX. The W A Y of the World. 357 

Pet. I. nothing I. If Throats arc (<3 he cut, let 
.Swords clash ; sniifj's the >Vord, I shrufr and am 
silent. 

3/1 rn. O R.aillery, Haillery. i’ome, I kimw thoii 
art in the Women’s Secrets \Miat yon'rc a 
Cahalist, I know you staid at Miffatnnnfs last 
Night, after I went. Was there anv MentifUi made 
of my llneic, or me ? Tell me : if titoii hadst hut 
good Nature equal to thy Wit Petulant, Tont^ 
W itu'oufi, who is now thy (Competitor in Fame, 
would shew as dim liy tliee as a dead Whiting's 
lOye hy a I^earl of Orient : ht‘ woii'd no more he 
seen hy thee, than JMeicuuf is hy the Sim : (V)me. 
I'm sure thou wo't tell nu*. 

Pet. It I do, will \ ou grant me (‘ommon .Sense 
then, for the future ? 

Mira. Faith I'll <h» what I can for tlu-e.and I'll 
pray that Heav'n may grant it thee in the mean 
time. 

Pet. Well, harkcc. 

Fain. Petulant and you hoth will find Miiabfil 
as w^arm a Rival ivs a Lo\er. 

IF;/. Pshaw, pshaw, that she laughs at Petulant 
IS plain. And for my part — - Rut that it is almost 

a Fashion to admire her, I sliould - Ilarkec* 

To tell you a Secret, hut let it go iu> further -- 
Retweeii Friends, 1 .shall never break my Heart 
for her. 

Fain. How I 

M l/. She's handsome ; hut slie's a .sort of an 
imeertain Woman. 11 

Fain. I thought you had d> 'd for her. 

M l/. I'mh No — 

Fain. She has Wit. 

M l/. 'Tis what she will hardly allow any hody 
else — Now, Demme, I shou'd hate that, if she 
were as handsome as Cleopatra. Mirabetl is not 
so sure of her as he thinks for. 

Fain. Why do you think so ? 309 

M’i 7 . We staid pretty late there la.st Night ; 



35^ Th Way of the W o r l d. Act r. 

tinci heard soniethinr; of an L’ndc to Mimbell. 

who is lately come to T<»wn and is l>etween him 

and the best part of his hNtate : Mirnhell and lie 
are at some Distance, as inv Lady M'ishfort has 
been tol<l : and yon know she hates MnabelL 
worse than a Quaker hates a 1‘arrot, or than 
a Fishmonger hates a hard Frost. Whether this 
L'nele has seen Mrs. Millaiuuut nr not, I cannot 
say : but there were Items of sueli a Treaty bt*in” 
in Kmbrio ; and if it shou’d come to lafe. poor 
Mirabell w'ouM be in some sort unfortunately 
fobb'd i’faith. i - 

Fain. "Tis impossible MiHaniant shou‘d harken 
tf» it. 

II'//. Faith, my Dear, I can t tell : shc' s a 
>\omati and a kind of a Humorist. 

Mint, And this is the Sum of what >ou couM 
collect last Nijflit. 

Pet. The Quintessence*. May be ihvouff 
knows more, he stay'd lon^jer -Besides the\ 
never mind him ; they say any thinj: before him. 

Mtra. I thou”:ht you had been the greatest 
Favourite. i'< 

Pvt. Ay tvtv a tete : But not in piibliek. because 
I make liomarks. 

Mira. You do ? 

Pvt. Ay. ay, pox I'm malicious. Man. Now he's 
soft, you know, they are nut in awe «>f him — 
The Fellow's well bred, he's what you call a - - 
What-d'ye-call-'em. .\ line (Gentleman, but he's 
silly w'ithal. 

^Iirn. I thank y.ou, I know as much as my 
C’uriositv recpiires. Fainatl. are vou for the 
Mall ? 

Fain. Ay. I'll take a Turn before Dinner. 

ir<7. Ay’, we'll all walk in the Park, the Ladies 
talk'd of bein^ there. 

Mira. I thought you were oblijf’d to watch for 
your Brother Sir IMIfaU's Arrival. 

1177. No, no, he's come to his Aunt's, my 1-ady 
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WishfoTt ; pox on liiiii. I sluill be troiibliMl with 
hiin t(M) : what shall I do with the Fool ? 

/V/. Heg him for his Kstate : that I may be^ 
\(>u afterwards; and so haM- but one '^rnmble 
\Nith you both. 

M //. O rare Petulant : thou art as quick as Fire 
ill a frosty Morninjf ; thou shalt to the Matt with 
Us : ami we'll be \ery sex ere. o'* 

Pet, Knoii^h, I'm in a Humour to be sex ere. 

Mim. Are you ? Pray then walk by your 
selx es. Let not us be accessary t<» your putting 
the Ladies out of Countenance, with your senseless 
Kibahlry : which you roar out aloud as often as 
tlicx pass by you : and xvhen xou haxe made a 
handsome NVoman blush, then you think xou haxe 
been severe. 

Pet, What, xvhat ? Then let ‘cm cither shew 
their Innocence by not understanding: xvhat thy 
hear, or else shexv their Discretion by not hearing 
what they wou'd not be thou^dit to under- 
staml. in 

Mi ra. But hast not thou then Sense enough to 
knoxy that thou oupfht'st to be most asham'd th> 
self, xvhen thou hast put another out of Counten- 
ance. 

/V/, Not I, by this Hand I alw’ays take 
Blushing either for a .Sign of (iuilt. or ill Breeding. 

Mira, I confess you ought to think so. You 
are in the right, that you may picail the Krror 
of xoiir Judgment in defence of xour Practice, i-'j 

Where Modest s HI Manners, 'tis hat Jit 
That Impudence ami Mattce pas.^ for M it. 

End of the First Act, 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

St. J.VMKS > P.lJtK. 

Mrs, Faina LL and Mrs, Marwood. 

Mrs, Faina LL. 

Ay, Jvy, <Icrtr Manvood^ if wc will be happy, we 
must liiul the Means in our sclv'cs, and among our 
selves. Men arc e\’er in Kxtreams ; citlicr doat- 
ing or averse. Wliile they arc I..overs, if they 
luive Fire and Sense, their Jealousies are in- 
su}>portal)le : .And when they cease to I..ove, (we 
ought to think at least) they loatli : they look upon 
us with Horror and Distaste ; they meet us like 
the (ihost.s of wliat we were, and as from such, fly 
from us. JO 

Mrs. Mar, True, 'tis an unhappy Circumstance 
of Difc, that Love shou'd ever .die liefore us ; and 
that tlie Man so often shou’d out-live the I.over. 
Hut say what you will, *tis better to be left, than 
never to have been lov'd. To pass our Youth in 
<lull Indifference, to refuse the Sweets of Life 
because they once mu^st leave us, i*, as preposterous, 
as to wish to have been born Old, because we one 
Day must be Okl, For my part, my Youth 
may wear and waste, but it shall never rust in my 
Possession. 

Mrs. Fain, Then it seems you dissemble an 
Aversion to Mankind, only in Ciimplianee to iiiy 
Mother's Humour. 

Mrs. Mar, Certainly. To be free ; I ha^e no 
Taste of those insipid dry Discourses, with wliich 
our Sex of force must entertain themselves, apart 
from Men. We may affect Endearments to each 
other, profess eternal Friendships, and seem to 
dote like Lovers ; but 'tis not in our Natures long 
to persevere. Love will resume his Empire in our 
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Breasts, and ever>' Heart, or soon or late, receive 
and readmit him as its lawful Tyrant. 33 

Mrs. Fain. Bless me, how have I been deceiv'd ! 
Why you profess a Libertine. 

Mrs. Mar. You see my Friendship by my 
Freedom. Come, be as sincere, acknowledge that 
your Sentiments agree with mine. 

Mrs. Fain. Never. 

Mrs. Mar. You hate Mankind ? io 

Mrs. Fain. Heart ih\ Inveterately. 

Mrs. Mar. Your Husband ? 

Mrs. Fain. Most transcendently ; ay, tho' I say 
it, meritoriouslv'. 

Mrs. Mar, (Jive me your Hand upon it. 

Mrs. Fain. There. 

Mts. Mar. I join with you : what I have said 
has been to try you. 

Mrs. Fain. Is it possible ? Dost thou hate those 
Vipers Men ? 30 

Mrs. Mar. I have clone hating ’em, and am now 
come to despise ’em : the next thing I have to do, 
is eternally to forget 'em. 

Mrs. Fain. There spoke the Spirit of an Amazon^ 
a Penthesilea. 

Mrs. Mar. And yet I am thinking sometimes to 
carry my Aversion further. 

Mrs. Fain. How V 

Mrs. Mar. Faith by marrying : if I eou‘d but 
find one that lov'd me very well, and would be 
throughly sensible of ill Usage, I think I should 
do my self the Violence of undergoing the Cere- 
mony. 

Mrs. Fain. You wouVl not make him a Cuckold ? 

Mrs. Mar. No ; but I*d make him believe I did, 
and that’s as bad. 

Mrs. Fain. WTiy had not you as good do it ? 

Mrs. Mar. O if he shou'd ever discover it, he 
wou’d then know the worst, and be out of his 
Pain ; but I wou'd have him ever to continue upon 
the Rack of Fear and Jealoiisie. r* 

K 3 
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Mrs. Fain, Ingenious ! VVoird thou 

wort married to MirabcU, 

Mrs. yinr, Wou’d I were. 

Mrs. Fain, You <*lian^e (‘olour. 

Mrs. Mar, Heeaiise 1 hate* him. 

Mrs. Fain, So do I ; hut 1 ean hear him nam'd. 
Hut what Reason ha\e you to hate liini in parti- 
eular ? 

Mrs. ,Mar, I never lov*<J him ; he is, and always 
was insufferably pnaid. m 

Mrs. Fai7i, Hy the H(‘asoii you <xi\e hu* your 
Aversion, one wou'il think it dissembled : for you 
have lai<l a Fault to his Charge, of whieh his 
Jvnemies must ae<|uit him. 

Mrs. ,\tar, () then it seems you are one of his 
favourable Knemies. Methinks you look a little 
pale, and now you flush a<»am. 

Mrs. Fain, Do 1 ? I think 1 am a little siek o' 
the sudden. 

Mrs. Mar, What ails \4)u ? 

Mrs. Fain, My Husband. Don't you see him ? 
He turn'd short upon me unawares, and has 
almost oven'oine me. 


SC'KNF H. 

[To them] Fainali. and Mira bull. 

Mrs. Mar, Ha, ha, ha ; he eomes opiK^rtiinely 
for you. 

Mrs. Fain, For you, for he has brought MirabcU 
with him. 

Fain, My Dear. 

Mrs. Fain, My Soul. 

Fain, You <Ion't look well t«» Day, Child. 

Mrs. Fain, D'ye think so ? 

Mira, He is the only Man that does. Madam. 

Mrs. Fain. The «)nly Man that woii'd tell me 
so at least ; and the only Man from whom I cou'<l 
hear it without Mortification. a 
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Fain. () iny Dear I am satisfvM of your Teiuler- 
nes'i ; I know you cannot resent any tliiiiLf from 
me : e.speeially what is an effect of my ( oneern. 

Mrs. Fain. Mr. ^timbeU. my Mother interrupteil 
\oii in a pleasant Helation last \i^ht ; 1 woiiM 

fain hear it out. 

Mira. The Persons etmeeruM in that Nff.iir, 
lia\(‘ y<'t a tolerable* Repiitatiou. I am afr.iiil 
.Mr. Fninall will be* e*ensorious. 1 

Mrs. Fain. He has a Humour more pre x ailing; 
than his l'urie)sity. aiiel will willingly dispeiK'C 
with the hearing of eine seanelaloiis .Story, to axonl 
^rivin^r an Oecasiein te> make anothe r by be in;: ^ee ii 
to walk w*ith his AVife. 'this wax Mr. .Mtmhd/. 
anel I flare promise* ye)u xxill e»bli;.je* us bettli. 


SCKNK III. 

Fxtnxll. .Mrs. .M xitx\e)e)i>. 

Fain. Kxeellent I reatiire I Well, sure if I •^houM 
lixe^ to be riel of my Wife, I slifiirel be a fiiise rable 
Man. 

Mrs. Mar. Ay I 

Fain. Fejr having eaily that i»nt‘ He>pe. Iht* 
ac‘e*e)mpli.shment of if, <»f C’oiise(|uenee* mu>t |)ut 
an enel tei all my Ilop<*s : and what a Wrete-h is he 
XX ho must surx ixe his Ileipes ! Nothing lemains 
when that Day e'eanes, but to sit doxxn and we*e p 
like AlcJcanrkr, xxhen he xxante'el othe-r \\’orlds to 
eonepier. » 

Mrs. ^iar. Will Vfiu not folloxv ‘em ? 

Fain. Faith, I think not. 

Mrs. Mar. Pniy let us : 1 haxe a Ite ason. 

Fain. Yeni are not Jealous ? 

Mrs. Mar. Of whom ? 

Fain. Of MirabcU. 

Mrs. Mar. If I am, is it inconsistent xxith my 
1-ovc to you that 1 am tciuler of xour lleinour 
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Fain. You woifd intimate then, as if there 
were a fellow-feel injr between niy Wife and him. 

Mrs. Mar, I think she does not hate him to that 
dc<jfree she wou’d be thought. 23 

Fain, But he, I fear, is too Insensible. 

Mrs. Mar, It may b<* you are deceiv’d. 

Fain, It may be so. I do not now begin to 
apprehend it. 

Mrs. Mar. What ? 

Fain. That I have been deceiv’d, Madam, and 
you are false. 30 

Mrs. Mar. That I am false ! What mean you ? 

Fain. To let you know I see through all your 

little Arts Come, you both love him ; and 

both have ecjually disseinbl'd yo\ir Aversion. Your 
mutual Jealousies of one another, have made you 
clash ’till you have both struck Fire. I have seen 
the warm Confession red'ning on your Cheeks, and 
sparkling from your Kyes. 

Mrs, Mar, You do me wrong. 3 * 

Fain. I do not *Twas for iny ease to oversee 

and wilfully neglect the gross Advances made him 
by my Wife : that by permitting her to be engag’d, 
l' might continue unsuspected in my Pleasures ; 
and take you oftner to my Arms in full Security. 
But coil'd you think, because the nodding Husband 
wou'd not wake, that e'er the watchful Lover 
slept ? 

Mrs. Mar. And wherewithal can you reproach 
me '* 40 

Fain. With Inlidelity, with loving another, with 
liOve of Mirahcll. 

Mrs. J/ur. ’Tis false. I challenge you to shew 
an Instance that can confirm your groundless 
Accusation. I hate him. 

Fain. And wherefore d«» you hate him ? He 
is insensdile, and your Resentment follows his 
Neglect. An Instance I The Injuries you have 
done him are a Proof : Your interposing in his 
Love. What cause had you to make Discoveries of 
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his pretended Passion ? To iindeeeive tlie credu- 
lous Aunt, and be the oilieioiis Obstacle of his 
Match with Millomant ? oj 

Mrs. AIrrr, My Obligations to niy Lady urg'd 
me : 1 had profess'd a Friendship to her ; am! 
eou’d not see her easie Nature so abus'd by that 
Dissembler. 

Fain. AVhat, was it Fonseienre then ? Profess'd 
a Friendship ! O the pious Friendships of the 
Female Sex ! 

Mrs. Mar. More tendc*r. more sineere, and more 
enduring, than all the vain and empty \'ow.s of 
Men, whether professing Lo\e to us, or mutual 
Faith to one another. 

Fain. Ha, ha, ha ; you ar(‘ my Wife's Frieml 
too. 

Mrs. Mar. Shame and Ingratitude ! Do you 
reproach me? You, you upbraid me! Have 
I been false to her, thro' strict Fidelity to you, anrl 
sacrific'd my Friendship to keep my Love inviolate? 
.\nd have you the Baseness to charge me with the 
Guilt, unmindful of the Merit ! J'o you it shou'd 
be meritorious, that I have been \’ic*ious : And do 
you reflect that Guilt upon me, which shou'd lie 
buried in your Bosom 't ‘'4 

Fain. You misinterpret my Beproof. 1 meant 
but to remind you of the slight Account you once 
cou’d make of strictest Ties, when set in Com- 
petition with your Love to me. 

Mrs. Mar, 'Tis false, you urg'd it with deliberate 

Malice 'Twas spoke in scorn, and I ne\er will 

forgive it. y* 

Fain, Your Guilt, not your Hesentment, liegets 
>our Rage. If yet you lov'd, you con'd forgive 
a Jealousie : But you are stung to And you arc 
discover’d. 

Mrs. Mar. It shall be all discover'd, ^’ou too 
shall be discover’d ; be sure you shall. I can but 

be expos'd If I do it my self I shall prevent 

your Baseness. 
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Fain. Why, what will vdii do ? . xoo 

Mrs. Mar. Disclose it ti» your Wife ; own what 
has past between us. 

Fain, Frenzy ! 

Mrs. Mar, By all niy >Vron^s I‘ll do't — I'll 
publish to the VVorld the Injuries you have done 
lue, both in luy Fame aiwl Fortune : With both 
I trusted you, you Bankrupt in Honour, as indigent 
of Wealth. 

Fain, Your Fame I lia\e preserv'd. Your 
F<.»rtune has been bestow'd as the Prodigality nl’ 
\cair Dove would ha\e it, in Pl<‘asures uhieh we 
both have shar'd. Yet, luwl not you been false. 
I had e'er this repaid it 'Tis true had you 
permitte<l Mirabel! with MiUamant to have stoll'n 
their Marria^^e, my Fady had been ineens'd beyond 
all Means of Heeoneilement : M tUamant had 
forfeited the Moiety of her Fortune ; which then 
wou'd have <ieseemled to my Wife ; - And 

wherefore dal I marry, but to make lawful Prize 
(»f a rich Widow's Wealth, and scpiunder it on 
l^ove and you ? 10 

Mrs. Mar. Deceit and frivolous Pretence. 

Fain. Death, am I not married ? What's 
Pretence ? Am I not imprison'd, fetter'ii ? Have 
I not a \>’ife ? Xay a Wife that w'as a Widow, 
a youn^r Widow, a handsome Widow : and wou'd 
be* a^ain a \V'iflow, but that I ha\e a Heart of 
Proof, ami somethmjj of a Constitution to bustle 
thro' the ways of Weillock and this World. Will 
you yet be reconcil'd to Truth and me ? 150 

Mrs. Mar. Impossible. Truth and you are 
inconsistent -- I hate you, and .shall for ever. 

Fain. For loving you ? 

Mrs. Mar. I loath the Name of Lo\'e after .such 
I'sajic ; and next to the (iuilt with which you 
wou\i asperse me, I scorn you most. Farewel. 

Fain. Nay, we must not part thus. 

Mrs. Mar, Let me jfo. 

Fain. Come, I'm sorry. 


139 
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Mrs. Mat. I care not Let me yro 'Break 

my Hands, cio I'd leave *em to ^et loi>se. 

Fain, I wou'd not hurt you for the World. 
Have I no other Hold to keep you here '! 

Mrs. Mar, Well, I have <leserv*d it all. 

Fain, Y'ou know I love you. 

Mrs. Mar, P<M)r clKsemhliuj; ! . () that 

Well, it is not yet 

Fain, What Y What is it rud Y What is it 
not yet ? It is not yet too late ii<> 

Mrs. Mar, No, it is not yet tc»o late -I have that 
Comfort. 

Fain. It is, to love another. 

Mrs. Mar. But not to loath, detest. al)h«»r 
Mankind, my self and the whole treacherous Worlfl. 

Fain. Nay, this is Kxtravaixaiiee - Come, I ask 

your Pardon No Tears I was t<» blame, 1 eoifd 

not love you an<l be ejisie in my Doubts Pray 

forlK*ar 1 iKdieve you; I'm convinc'd I'xe 

done you wron^? ; and any way, ev'ry way will 
make amends ; I'll hate my Wife yet more, 
Damn her, I'll part with her, rob her of all she's 
worth, and we'll retire somew'hcre, any where, to 

another Work!, I'll marry thee Be pacify'd 

’Sdeath they come, hide your Pace, your Tears 

You Imve a Mask, wear it a moment. This way, 
this way, be persuaded. 

scknp: III. 

Mir.\bell and Mrs. Fainall. 

Mrs. Fain. They are here yet. 

Mira. They are turning into the other Walk. 

Mrs. Fain, While 1 only hated my Husband, 
I coil'd bear to see him ; but since I have despis'd 
him, he’s too offensive. 

Mira. O you shou'd hate with Prmlence. 

Mrs. Fain, Y'es, for I have lov'd with Indis- 
cretion. 
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Mira. You shouM liave just so much Disgust 
for your Husband, as may be suflicient to niake 
you relish your Lover. n 

Mrs. Fain. You have been the Cause that I have 
lovM without Bounds, and woii’d you set Limits 
to that Aversion, of which you have been the 
Occasion ? Why did you make me marry this 
Man ? 

Mira. Why do we <laily commit disagreeable 
and dangerous Actitms ? 'lo save that Idol 
Heputation. If the Familiarities of our Loves 
had produc'd that (onsequcnce, of which you 
were apprehensive, where con'd you liave fix'd a 
Father's Name with Crerlit, button a Husbaiul ? 
I knew Faiuall to be a Man lavish of his Morals, 
an interested and professing Friend, a false and 
a designing Lover: yet one whose Wit and out- 
wanl fair Behaviour, Jia\e gain'd a Bepotation 
with the Town, eniuigh to make that Woman 
stand exons'll, who has suffer'd .her self to be won 
by his Addresses. A better Man ought not to have 
been saerilie'd to the ()c*casion ; a W’orse had not 
answer'd to the Purpose. When you are weary 
of him, you know your Hemedy. 32 

Mrs. Fain. I ought to stand in some Degree of 
Credit with you, MirahdL 

Mira. In .Justice to y(»u, I have made you privy 
to my whole Design, and put it in your Pow'r to 
ruin or advance my Fortune. 

Mrs. Fain. Whom have you instructed to 
represent your pretended Uncle ? 

Mira. I rui/uWf, my Servant. 40 

Mrs. Fain. He is an humble Servant to Foible 
my Mother's Woman, and may w'in her to your 
Interest. 

Mira. Care is taken for that She is won and 

worn by this time. Th«*y were married this 
Morning. 

Mrs. Fain. Who ? 47 

Mira. Waitvell and Foible. I wou'd not tempt 
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iny Servant to betray me by trusting him too far. 
If your Mother, in hopes to min me, shou'd consent 
to marry my pretended Uncle, he niijfht, like 
Mosca in the Foa^^ stand U}K)n Terms : so I made 
him sure be fore-hand. 

Mrs, Fain. So, if my j)oor Mother is (*aiight in 
a (’ontmet, you will discover the Imposture 
betimes : and release her by producing a t'erti- 
tieate of her Gallant's former Marria^‘. 

Mira. Yes, upon ('ondition that she consent to 
my Marriage with her Neiee, and surrender tlu' 
Moiety of her Fortune in her J*ossession. 

Mrs. Fain. She talk'd last Xiy^ht of cmleaviMir- 
in;r at a Match between Mitfamani an<l \our 
I jiele, 

.yfira. That was by Foihirs Direction, and my 
Instruction, that sh(‘ mi;^ht seem to carr\ it more 
privately. 

Mrs. Fain. Well, 1 ha\e an Opinion ol your 
Success ; for I believe iiA’ Lady will do any thing 
to get an Husband ; and when she has this, which 
you ha\c provided ff»r her, 1 suppose she will 
submit to any thing to get rid of fiim. 71 

Mira. Yvs, 1 think the good Lady w’ou'd marry 
any thing that resemld'd a Man, though 'twere 
no more than what a ihitler could pinch out of 
a Xapkin. 

Mrs. Fain. Female Frailty ! We must all come 
to it, if we live to be OI<I, and feel the craving of 
a false Appetite when the true is decay'd. 7« 

Mira. An old Woman's Appetite is deprav'd 

like that of a (*irl *Tis the (ircen-Sickness t»f 

a second Childhood ; and like the faint Offer of 
a latter Spring, serves but to usher in the h'all ; 
and withers in an affected Illoom. 

Mrs. Fain. Here's your Mistress. 
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SCENE IV. 

[To therri] Mrs. Millamant, Wnwoi n, 
Mincino. 

Mini. Here she comes i'faith full Sail, with her 
Fan spread and Streamers out, and a Shoal (»f 
Fools for Tenders Ha, no, I erv her Mercy. 

Mrs. Fain. I see hut one p<M>r empty Sculler ; 
and he tows her Woman after him. 

Mira. You seem to he unattended, Atadam, — - 

V<iu us'd to have the /feo//-wo//d'I'hron^ after you ; 
and a Flock <3f ^ 4 ay tine Perukes hoveririjf round you. 

Wit. Like Moths about a Candle 1 had like 
to ha\e lost my Comparison for want of Breath. 

Milla. O 1 have tieny'd inv self Airs to Day. 
I have walkM as fast thniu^h tin* Croud - n 

Wit. As a Favourite just disgrac'd ; and with 
as few Follow'crs. 

MiUa. Dear Mr. WihvomU .Truce with your 
Similitmles ; For I am as Sick of 'em - 

Wit, As a Physician of a gmxl Air — I cannot 
help it, Ma<lam, tho' 'tis a>^iinst my self. 

Milla. Vet apiiri ! Mincing, stand between me 
and his Wit. 20 

ir#7. Do, Mrs. Mincing, like a Skreen before 
a ji[reat Fire. I I’onfess I do bla/.e to Day, 1 am ti>o 
bright. 

Mrs. Fain. But dear Millamant^ why were you 
so lonjr ? 

Milla. Long ! Lortl, have I not made violent 
haste 't I have ask'd every living Thing I met for 
y«»u ; 1 have enquir'ti after yt>u, as after a new 
Fa*«hion. 29 

Wit. Madam, Truce with your Similitudes 

No, you met her Husband, and did not ask him 
for her. 

Mira. By your leave Witivond. that were like 
enquiring after an old Fashion, to ask a Husband 
for his Wife. 
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ir/I. Hum, a hit, a hit. a palpable hit, 1 con- 

fi'S.s it. 

Mrs. Fain, Yciii were <lress*c! before I eaine 
abroad. v» 

Milla, Ay, tliat's true - C) but then I had 

Mincing, what had I Y Why was I so loii^ ? 

Mine, O Mem, >our l..asiiip staid to |M‘ruse a 
Paequet of Letters. 

Milla, 0 ay. Letters I ha<t I„etters I am 
perseeuted with tA*tters 1 hate Letters No 
lh»dy knows liow' to write Letters : and \et one 
has 'em, one (toes not know wh\ They ser\e 
one to pm up one's Hair. 

Wit. Is that the way? Pray, Madam, do \ou 
pin up your Hair with all \our Letters: 1 liiid 
I must keep Copies. 

,Milla, Only with those in \'erse, Mr. H /heoio/. 
I never pin up my Hair witli l*rose. I think 1 tr\‘fl 
oiiee. Mincing, 

Mine, O Mem, I sliall ne\er forj^et it. 

Milla, Ay, pcMir Mincing tift and tift all the 
Morning. 

Mine. 'Till I had the Crump in my Finders, I'll 
\ow Mem. And all to no purpose. Hut when 
\our Laship pins it up witti Poetry, it sits so 
pleasant the next l>ay as any Tiling, and is so 
pure and so erips. <>- 

Wit. Imieed, so erip.s ? 

Mine, Y’ou're siieh a 1 ritiek, Mr. Witwonil. 

Milla. Mirabell, Did you take Kx('e|)tions last 
Ni^ht ? O ay, and went away- Now I think 
on't I'm an^ry - -No, now I ttimk on't I m 
pleas'il For I l>elieve I >^ve you some Pain. 

Mira. Does that please you ? 

Milla, Infinitely; I lo\c to >fi\e Pain. r» 

Mira. Y’ou woii'd affeet a Cruelty whieh is not 
in \our Nature ; your true Vanity is in the Power 
of pleasing. 

St ilia. O I ask your Pardon for that- -Ones 
Cruelty is ones Power, and when one fiarts with 
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ones Cruelty, one parts with onc3 Power ; ami 
when one lias parted with that, 1 fancy one’s old 
and ugly. rs 

Mira. Ay, ay, suffer your Cruelty to ruin the 
Object of your Power, to destroy your Ix>ver — 
And then how vain, how lost a Thing you’ll be ? 
Nay, ’tis true : You are no longer handsome when 
you’ VC lost your Lover ; y<»ur Beauty dies upon 
the Instant : For Beauty is the I^over’s Gift ; ’ti^ 
he bestows your Charms — Voiir Glass is all 
a Cheat. 'J’he Lgly and the Old, whom the 
Looking-glass mortihes, yet after Commendation 
<*an be flatter'd by it, and discover Beauties in 
it : For that reflects our l*raises, rather than your 
Face. go 

Milla. O the Vanity of these Men ! Fainall^ 
d'ye hear him ? If they did not commend us, we 
were not handsome ! Now you must know they 
cou’d not commend one, if one was not handsome. 

Beauty the Lover’s (iift Lord, what is a Lover, 

that it can give ? Why one makes Lovers as fast 
as one pleases, and they live as long as one pleases, 
and they die as soon as one pleases : And then if 
one pleases one makes more. 90 

Bi/. Very pretty. Why you make no more 
of making of Lovers, Madam, than of making so 
many Card-matches. 

Milla, One no more owes ones Beauty to a 
I. over, than ones Wit to an Keeho : They can but 
reflect what we look and say : vain empty Things 
if we arc silent or unseen, and want a Being. 

Mira. Yet, to those two vain empty Things, you 
owe two the greatest Pleasures of your Life. 

Milla. How so 'i 

Mira. To your Lover you owe the Pleasure of 
hearing your selves prais'd ; and to an Eccho the 
Pleasure of hearing your selves talk. 

ir//. But I know a Lady that loves Talking so 
incessantly, she won't give an Eccho fair play ; 
she has that everlasting Rotation of Tongue, that 
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an Eccho must wait ’till she dies, before it can 
catch her last Words. 

Milla, O Fiction ; Fat noli, let us leave these 
Men. 

Mira. Draw off Witivoud. t^o 

[Aside to Mrs. Fainull. 
Mrs. Fain. Immediately : 1 have a Word or 
two for Mr. Witxvond. 


SCENE V. 

Millamant, Mirabi'.ll, Minc’INc;. 

Mira. I wou’d be^f a little private Audience too 

You had the Tyranny to deny me last Ni^ht ; 

tho* you knew 1 came to impart a Secret to you 
that concern’d my Love. 

Milla. You saw I was en^u^’d. 

Mira. Unkind, ^'o^l had the leisure to entertain 
a Herd of Fools : Thin;;s who \isit you from their 
excessive Idleness : bestowing on your Easiness 
that Time, which is the Incaimbranee of their 
Lives. How can you lind Delight in such Society ? 
It is impossible they shou’d admire you, the\ are 
not capable : Or if they were, it shou'd be to you 
as a Mortification ; for sure to ])lease a Fool is 
some degree of Folly. 

Milla. I please iiiy self - - Besides, sometimes 
to converse with Fools is for my Health. 

Mira. Your Health ! Is there a \\orsc Disease 
than the Conversation of Fools ? 

Milla. Yes, the Vapours : Fools are Physick 
for it, next to Assa-fivtida. 20 

Mira. You are not in a Course of Fools ? 

Milla. Mirabell, if you persist in this offensive 

Freedom — you'll displease me 1 think I must 

resolve after all, not to have you ^Vc shan't 

agree. 

Mira. Not in our Physick it may be. 

Milla. And yet our Distemper in all likelihood 
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win hr the same ; for we shall he sick of one 
another. I shan't endure to he reprimanded, nor 
iiistrneted : 'tis so dull to aet always by Advie**, 
and so tedious to he toKI of «mes Faults- —1 ean't 
hear it. Well, I w^jii't have you Mimbell — Fin 
resolv'd — I think - You may <^0 Ha, ha, ha. 
What wou'd you ^i\e, that you eoii'd help hiving 
me ? 

Mira, I wou'd <;iNe somethin;^ that you di<l not 
know. 1 eou'd not help it. 

MiUa, Come, don't h)ok ifra\e then. ^Vell. 
what do you say to me ? 

Mira. I say that a .Man may as soon make 
a Friend hy his Wit. <»r a Fortiiiu* hy his Honesty, 
as will a Woman with Plain-dealing and Sineerity. 

Milla, Sententious Mirahell ' Prithee don't 
look with that \ iolent and intlexihle wise Fac*e, 
like Salomon at the dividing of the Child m an old 
Tapestry Han^in^. 

Mira, You are merry. Ma<lain. hut I woiiM 
persuade you for a .Moment to h«* serious. 

MiUa, What, with that Faee ? .\o. if you ket p 

y<iur Countenanee, 'tis im|>ossihle 1 shou'd hold 
mine. ^Vell, after all, then* is something ^ery 
mo\ in;r in a Lovesiek Faee. Ha, ha, ha- -Well 
I won't laii^h. don't he pe<*vish — Heijjho ! 
Now I'll he melanehoix , as inelaneholy as a Wateh- 
lij^ht. Well Mirahell, if ever y<iu will win me woo 
me now - Nay, if ymi are so teslious, fare you 
xv<‘ll : - I see they are xxalkin^ away. 

.Mira, Can you not fin<l in the variety of your 
Disposition one Moment - '9 

Milla. T*» hear you tell me J^'oihlc'^ Marry'd, 
and vour Plot like to sp<*ed No. 

Mira. But how you eame to know' it — 

Milla. Without the help of the Devil, you c-an't 
imagine : unless she should tell me her self. 
Whieh of the two it may ha\e been, 1 will leave 
you to consider : ami when you have done thinkin;^ 
of that, think of me. 
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S (’ K N K VI. 

Mikvhkll ahnu \ 

Mira, I liavo soniothinj^ morr - (;*uh* 

'J'hink (»r you ! I'o think of ;i Whirls ind, tho’ 
'tworc* in a Whirlwind, were 11 Case of more steady 
('ontemplation ; a very Trancpiility of Miiul and 
Mansion. A Fellow that lives in a Windmill, has 
not a more whimsical Dwelling than the Heart 
of a Man that is lo^l^'d in a Woman. There is ii«) 
Point of the Fompass to whitdi thcN cannot 
turn, and hy which they an* not turn'd : and 
hy one as well as antdher ; for Moticm not 
Method is their Occupation, d'o know this, and 
Net continue to he in I.o\e, is to he made wise from 
the Dictates of Reason . and yet persevere to play 
the Fool hy the force of Instinct. - O here conn* 
my Pair of 'rurtles. What, hilling s<i sweetly ! 
Is not I'afrntine's Day o\er with you \et ? 

.SCKNK VII. 

[To him] WAiiwr.i.L, Foibi.i:. 

Mira. Sirrah, Waihvell, why sure \ou think 
you were marry'd for >our own Recreation, and 
not for my Fonv<*niency. 

HVii7. V'our Pardon, Sir. With .Suhmissitm, we 
liave indeed been solacing in lawful Delights ; hut 
still wjth an Kye to Business, .Sir. 1 have in- 
structed her as well as 1 could. If she can take 
>our Directions as readily as my Instructions, Sir, 
your .Affairs are in a prosperous way. 

Mira, (iive you Joy, Mrs. Foible. 

Foib. O-las, Sir, I'm so asham'd — I’m afraid 
niy Lady has been in a Thousand Inquietudes for me. 
But I protest. Sir, I made as iiiiieh haste as I could. 

ir«i7. That she did indeed. Sir. It was my 
Fault that she did not make more. 

Mira. That 1 l>elieve. 
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Foib. But I told my Lady as you instructed me. 
Sir. That I had a prospect of seeing Sir Rowland 
your Uncle ; and that I wou'd put her Ladiship's 
Picture in my Pocket to shew him : which I’ll be 
sure to say has made him so enamour'd of her 
Beauty, that he bums with Impatience to lye at 
her Ladiship’s Feet and worship the Original. 23 

Mira, Kxeellent Foible ! Matrimony has made 
you eloquent in J^ove. 

JVait, I think she has profited. Sir. I think so. 

Foib, You have seen Madam Millamant, Sir ? 

Mira^ Yes. 

Foib, I told her. Sir, because I did not know 
that you might find an Opportunity ; she had so 
much Company last Night. 31 

Mira, Your Diligence will merit more — In the 
mean time — [Gives MoJitj, 

Foib. O clear Sir, your humble Servant. 

IVaif, Spouse. 

Mira, Stand off Sir, not a Penny — —Go on and 
prosper, The I-.ease shall l)c made good 

and the Farm stock'd, if we succeed. 3S 

Foib, I don't cpiestion your tJenerosity, Sir : 
And you need not doubt of Success. If you have 
no more Commands, Sir, I'll be gone ; I'm sure 
my Lady is at her Toilet, and can't dress ’till 

I conic*. C) dear, I'm sure that [Looking out,] 

was Mrs. Manvood that went by in a Mask ; if 
she has seen me with you I'm sure she'll tell my 
Lady. I'll make haste home and prevent her. 
Your Servant Sir. B'w'y Wnitwell, 

SCENK VIII. 

Mir.\bell, Waitwf.ll. 

Wait, Sir Roivland if you please. The Jade’s 
so pert upon her Preferment she forgets her self. 

Mira, Come Sir, wdll you endeavour to forget 
your self and transform into Sir Roncland, 
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Wait, Why Sir ; it will be impossible I shou'd 

remember my self- Marry'd, Knighted and 

attended all in one Day ! 'Tis enough to make 
any Man forget himself. The DiMieulty will be 
how to reeover my Acquaintanec and Familiarity 
with my former self ; and fall from my Trans- 
formation to a Reformation into WaitiveU. Nay, I 

.shan't be quite the same WaitiveU neither for 

now I remember me, I’m marry'd, and can't be 
iny own Man again. 14 

Ay there's my Grief ; thnrs the sad Change 
of Life : 

To lose my 'Title, anti yet Keep my Wife, 

End of the Second Act, 


ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Jloom iti Lady ^Vishfort'^^ House. 

Lady ^VISHFORT at her 'Toilet, Pj:(; xvaitina, 

VDY. 

Merciful, no news of Foible yet ? 

Peg, No, Madam. 

Lady, I have no more Patience — If I have not 
fretted my .self 'till I am pale again, there's no 

Veracity in me. Fetch me the Red the Red, 

do you hear, Sweet-heart ? An errant Ash colour, 
as I’m a Person. Look you how^ this Wench stirs ! 
Why dost thou not fetch me a little Red ? Didst 
thou not hear me, Mopus ? 0 

Peg, The red Ratafia does your Ladiship mean, 
or the Cherry-Brandy Y 

Lady, Ratafia, Fool. No, Fool. Not the 

Ratafia, Fool (>rant me Patience ! I mean 

the Spanish Paper, Idiot, Complexion Darling. 
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Paint, Paint, Paint, dost thou understand that. 
Channeling, dangling thy Hands like Bobbins 
before thee? Why dost thou not stir, Puppet ? 
thou wooflen Thing upon Wires. i> 

Peg. l..onl, Maclani. your Ladiship is so ini- 
rmtient — I cannot come at the Paint. Madam, 
I\Irs. Foible has lock'd it up, and carrv'd the Ke\ 
with her. 

lAttly. A Pox take you both— Fetch me the 
( lieiTV- Brandy then. 


S( KXK II. 

Lathf WisiiroHT. 

I'm as pale and as faint, I look like Mrs. Qualm- 
sicl: the Curate's Wife, that's alvvavs breecjing — 
W eneh, come, come. Wench, what art thou doing. 
Sipping? Tasting? Sa\e tliee, dost thou not 
know the Bottle ? 


S( KNK III. 

Ladt/ \VisnroitT, Pkc; uitlt a Bottle aud 
China Cup. 

J*eg. Madam, I was looking for a Cup. 
ijudy. \ Cup, save thee, anti what a Cup hast 
thou brought ! Dost thou take me for a Fairif, to 
drink out of an Acorn ? W hy didst thou not bring 
thy Thimble ? Hast thou ne'er a Bni'^s-Thimble 
(‘linking in thy Pocket with a bit of Nutmeg ? 

I warnint thee. Come, fill, fill. -So again. 

See who that is -[One knoc/,’s.\ Set down the 

Bottle first. Here, here, under the Table What, 

wou'dst thou go with the Bottle in thy Hand tike 
a Tapster. As I'm a Person, this Wench has liv'd 
in an Inn upon the Road, before she came to me, 
like Maritornes the Asturian in Don Quixote. No 
Foible yet ? 14 
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PeS- No Maclaiti, Mrs. Manvoott. 

Lailtf. O Mancood, let her CMnne in. Coine in 
pond Slanvood. 


S C K X K 1\ . 

[7’o them\ Mrs. Mmiwoom. 

Mrs. Mar. I'm surpriz'd to find your I.miiship 
ill dishabille at this time of l>a> . 

I.iidif. Foible' a lost 'riiini; : has heen abrnail 
sin<-e Morning;, and never hearrl of sine< . 

Mrs. Mar. I saw her hut nou . as 1 eame mask'd 
thriiii^h the Park, in Conferenee with Mirabrll. 

tsody. With Mirabell ! Von call in\ Hlood into 
my Fare, with mentioning that 'I'raitor. Slic* 
dur»t not ha\<‘ the (onflilenee. 1 sent her to 
ne^rotiate an Affair, in whieh if I'm detceted I'ln 
umlone. If that wheadlin>( N'lllaiii has wrought 
upon Foible to deteet me. I'm ruin'd. Oh my 
dear Friend, I'm a Wreteli of \Vrett*hes if I'm 
ileteeted. r* 

Mrs. Mar. O Madam, \oii eannot suspect .Mrs. 
Foiblc’*> Inteijrity. 

Isody. (), he carries Poison in his l'on>;uc that 
U(ni'<l corrupt Intej^rity it self. If she has j(i\en 
him an Opportunity, she has as ^ihxI us put her 
Intes^rity into his Hands. Ah dear Manvood. 
what's Inte^^rity to an Opportunity '! Mark ! 
I hear her— Dear Friend retin* into my Closet, 
that I may examine her with more Freeflom — 
Vou'll pardon me, dear Friend, I can make hold 

with you There are Books over the Chimne\ 

Quarles and Pn/n, and the Short I ini' of the 
Stage, with Banyan's Works to entertain you. 

(io, you Thing, and send her in. [To Peg. 

27 entertain youj Quarles, * that makes Ciod «;peak i«<* 
hi« in’b poetry Pryiuie, Htstriomastix, or the Players' 
Scourge Collier, the notorion«i, .md then much-read attack, 
A Short View of the Stage. &c. 
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SCENE V. 

Lady Wimifort, Foible. 

Ladu. O Foible, whrrc hast thou been ? wlial 
hast thou been doing ? 

Foib, Madam, I have seen the Party. 

Lady. But what liast thou done ? 

Foib, Nay, ’tis your Ladiship has done, and are 
to do ; I have only promis’d. But a Man 
enamour’d so transported ! Well, if worship- 
ping of Pietiircs be a Sin Poor Sir Roxviand. 

I say. 0 

Lady. The Miniature has been eounted like 

But hast thou not betray'd me, Foible^ Hast 
thou not deteeted me to that faithless MirabcH ? 

• What hadst thou to do with him in the I*ark ? 

Answer me, has he got nothing out of thee ? 

Foib. So, the Devil has been beforehand ^^ith 
me, what shall I say ?— Alas, Madam, eou'd 
1 lielp it, if I met that eonlident Thing ? Was I in 
Fault ? If you had heard how he us’d me, ami 
all upon your Ladiship's Ac^eount, I'm sure you 
wou’d not suspect my Fidelity. Nay. if that liad 
been the worst I eou'd liave born : But he Iiad 
a Fling at your I.adisliip too ; anfl then I eou'^l 
not hold : But i'faith I gave him his own. it 

Lady. Me ? What did the filthy Fellow say ? 
Foib. O Madam : 'tis a Shame to say what he 

said With his Taunts and his Fleers, tossing up 

his Nose, llumh (says he) what you arc a hatching 
some Plot (sa\s he) you are so early abroad, or 
Catering (says he) ferreting for some disbanded 

Officer, I warrant Half Pay is but thin Sub- 

sistanee (says he) Well, what Pension does 

your Lady propose ? Let me see (says he) what 
she must come down pretty deep now, she’s 

superannuated (says lie) and 

Lady. Ods my Life, I'll have him, I’ll have him 
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murder'd. I’ll have him poison'd. Where does 
he eat ? I’ll marry a Drawer tt) have him poison'd 
in his Wine. I’ll send for Robin fn)m Lockett — 
Immediately. . < 

Foib. Poison him ? Poisonini^'s too ^ood for 
him. Starve him, Madam, starve him : marry Sir 
Roivland^ and ^et him disinherited. O \oii wou'd 
bless your self, to hear what he said. 

Lady, A Villain, superannuated ! 

Foib, Humh (says he) I hear \ou are layinj^^ 
Designs against me too (says he) and Mrs. Mil ta- 
rn ant is to marry my I'ncle ; (he does not suspect 
a Word of your Ladiship ;) but (says he) I'll lit you 
for that, I warrant you (says he) I'll hamper you 
tor that (says he) you and your old Frippery tot» 
(says he) I’ll handle you — 

Lady, Audacious Villain ! handle me. wou'd he 

durst Frippery ? old Frijipery ! Was there 

ever such a foul-mouth’d Fellow ? I'll be marry *d 
to Morrow, I’ll be contracted to Night. 

Foib, The sooner the better. Madam. 

Lady, Will Sir Rowland be here, say'st thou V 
hen. Foible 'f 5^ 

Foib. Incontinently, Madam. No new Sheriff's 
^Vlfe expects the Return of her Husband after 
Knighthood, with that Impatienc*e 111 which Sir 
Rowland burns for the dear Hour of kissing your 
Ladiship's Hand after Dinner. 

Lady, Frippery I superannuated Frippery I 1 11 
Frippery the Villain ; I’ll reduce him to Fripperv 
and Rags: Tatterdemallion -- - I hope to see 

him hung with Tatters, like a Long-Lane Pent- 
house, or a Hibbet-Thief. slander-moiith'd 

Hailer : I warrant the Spendthrift Prixligal's in 
Debt as much lis the Million Lottery, or the whole 
Court upon a Birth-Day. I’ll spoil his Credit with 
his Tailor. Yes, he shall ha\e my Neicc with her 
Fortune, he shall. 73 


67 Long-Lane] Where old clolhei were suld. 
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Foih. He ! I hope to see him lod^e in Ludfiatc 
lirst, and aiiRle into Wnck-Fnjnrs for Kra*»s 
Farthini^s, with an ohi Mitten. 

La (Iff. Ay dear Foihlc ; thank thee for that, 
dear Foihlc. He has put me out of all Patience. 
I shall nev(‘r recompose my Features, to reeei\e 
Sir Rowland with any ()eeon<>my of Face. Thi^j 
Wretch has fretted me that I am absolutely 
deeay'tl. Look Foihlc. 

Foih, Your l^adiship has frown'd a little too 
rashly, indeed Madam. There are some Cracks 
fliseernable in the white Vernish. 

Lady. I.et me see the (dass — Cracks, say'st 
thou ? Why I am arrantly Il<‘a'cl -I look like an 
old peel’d \Vall. 'rhou must repair me, Foihlc. 
before Sir Rowland comes ; or I shall never keep 
up tt) my Picture, 

Foih, I warrant you. Madam ; a little Art 
once made your Picture like you ; and now' a little 
of th<‘ sam(‘ .\rt must make you like your Picture. 
Your Picture must sit for you. Madam. 

Lady. Hut art thou sure .Sir Rowland will not 
fail to come ? Or will a n«>t fad w'hen he does 
come ? Will he be Importunate, Foihlc, and push f 
For if he shou'd n<it be importunate -1 shall ne\er 
break Decorums I shall die with I'onfusion, if 
I am forc'd to advance Oh no, I can never 
advance —I shall swoon if he should expect 
Advances. No, I hope Sir Rorvland is better bred, 
than to put a I-a<ly to the Necessity of breaking 

her Forms. I wtin't be too coy neither. 1 

w’on't Rive him Despair Hut a little Disdain 

is not amiss ; a litth' Scorn is alluriiiR. i-kj 

Foih. .\ little Scorn becomes your Ladiship. 

Lady. Yes, but Tenderness becomes me bt'st 

A s«>rt of DyinRness You see that Picture has 

a sort of a — — Ha Foihlc ? A Swimmingness in the 
Kyes - — Yes, Pll look so — My Neice affects it ; 
but she w’ants Features. Is Sir Rowland handsome? 

74 Ludgate] the debtors* prison. 
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Let my Toilet bo removM I'll dress above. 

I ll receive Sir Rowland here. Is he hundsonie ? 
Don’t answer me. I won't know : I’ll be surpriz'd, 
ril be taken by Surprize. 

Foib. By Storm, Madam. Sir Rowland ' h a bri^k 
Man. Ill 

Ladi^. Is he ! O then he'll importune, if he's 
a brisk Man. I shall save Decorums if Sir Rowland 
importunes. I liave a mortal Terror at the Appre- 
hension of offending against Decorums. O I'm 
plad he's a brisk Man. JA‘t my Things be remov'd, 
^ooi\ Foible. 


SCKNK VI. 

Mrs. Fainall, Foinu:. 

Mrs. Fain. O Foible, I have be en in a Fri^dit, 
lest I shouVl come too late. That Devil, Manvood, 
saw you in the Park with Mirabcll. and I'm afraid 
will discover it to my Lady. 

Foib. Discover what. Madam ? 

Mrs. Fain. Nay, nay, put not on that stran^^o 
Face. I am privy to the whole Design, and km>w 
Waitwcll, to whom thou wert this Morning marr\ 'd, 
Is to personate Mirabell's I 'ncle, and as such, 
winning my La<l\', to involve her in those Dilli- 
culties from which Mirabcll only must release her, 
by bis making his ( onditions to ha\c my Cousin 
and her Fortune left to her own Disposal. 13 

Foib. O dear Madam, I beg your Panlon. 
It w’as not my Contidence in your I^adiship that 
was deAcient ; but I thought the former good 
Correspondence between your Ladiship and Mr. 
Mirabcll, might have hinder’d his eommunieating 
this Secret. 

Mrs. Fain, Dear Foible, forget that. -o 

Foib. O dear Madam, Mr. Mirabcll is such a 
bweet winning Gentleman — But your I. 4 idi.ship 
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i's the Pattern of Generosity. Sweet Lady, to 

be so good ! Mr. Mirabell cannot chuse but to 
be grateful. 1 And your Ladiship has his Heart 
still. Now, Madam, 1 can safely tell your Ladiship 
our Success, Mrs. Manvood had told my I.«ady ; 
but I warrant 1 inanagM my self. I turn'd it all 
for the better. I told my Lady that Mr. Mirabell 
rail'd at her. 1 lai^l horrid Things to his Charge, 
1*11 vow ; and my I..ady' is so incens'd, that she'll 
be contracted to Sir Rowland to Night, she says : 

1 warrant I work’d her up, that he may have 

her for asking for, as they say of a Welsh Maiden- 
head. 

Mrs. Rain. O rare Foible I 3 <> 

Foib. Madam, I beg your Ladiship to acquaint 
Mr. Mirabell of his Success. I would be seen 
as little as possible t<» speak to him— — besides, 

I believe Madam Manvood watches me. She 

has a Month's Mind ; but I know Mr. Mirabell 
can't abide her, — [CVi/As-l John — remove my 
Lady’s Toilet. Madam, your Servant. My Lady 
is so impatient, I fear she'll come for me, if I 
sta\ . 

Mrs. Fain. I’ll go with you up the back Stairs, 
lest I shou'd meet her. 

SCKNK ML 
Mr.s. Mahwood alone.. 

Mrs. Mar. Indeetl, Mrs. Kngine, is it thus with 
you ? Arc you become a go-between of this 
Iiiiportancc ? Yes, 1 shall watch you. Why this 
Wench is the f^ass-par-tout,e. a very Master-Key 
to every Body’s strong Box. My Friend FainalU 
have you carry'd it so swimmingly '( I thought 
there was something in it : but it seems it's over 
with you. Your Loathing is not from a want of 
Appetite then, but from a Surfeit. Else you could 

41 a Mouth’s Mmd] a longing 
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never be so cool to fall from a Principal to be an 
Assistant ; to procure for him ! A l*attcrn of 
(generosity, that I confess. Well, Mr. Faitiall^ 

you have met with your Match. O Man. .Man ! 

Woman, Woman ! The Devirs an Ass : II I were 
a Painter, I wouhl draw him like an Idiot, a 
Driveler with a Bib an<l Bells. .Man shou'd have his 
Head and Horns, and Woman the rest of him. P<M)r 
simple Fiend ! .Madam Manvood has a .Month's 

Mind, but he can't abide her ''Twere better for 

him you had not been his ('onfessor in that Affair ; 
without you could have kept his Counsel closer. 
I shall not jirovc another l*attern of (Generosity 
- he has not oblij^'d me to that w'lth those 
IGxcesses of himself : and now I'll liave none of 
him. Here comes th<‘ ^ood Lady, pantiiiL^ ripe ; 
with a Heart full of Hope, an<! a Head full of Care, 
like any C'hyinist upon the Day of Projection. 

SCENE VIll. 

[To her] Lady WisiirojiT. 

Lady. O dear Manvood^ what shall I s;i\ for 

this rude Forgetfulness - But my clear Friend is 

.dl Goodness. 

.Mrs. A/ur. No .A poling ies, dear .Madam. 1 have 
been very well entertain'd. 

Lady. As I'm a Person I am in a very C haos to 

think I shou'd so forget my self- But I have 

such an Olio of Affairs really I know not what to 

do Foiblv — I expect my Nephc'w 

Sir Wilfull ev'ry Moment too: — W’hy Foible 

He means to travel for Improvement, u 

Mrs. Mar. Methinks Sir Wilfull shouVi rather 
think of marrying than travelling at his Years. 
I hoar he is turn'd of forty. 

Lady. O he's in Ies.s Danger of being spoil’d by 
his Travels -I am against my Nephew’s marry- 

ing too Young. It will be time enough when he 
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comes back, and has acquirM Discretion to chuse 
for himself. 10 

Mrs. Mar. Methinks Mrs. Millamant and he 
won’d make a very fit Match. lie may travel 
afterwards. 'Tis a Thing very usual with young 
(ientlemeii. 

Lady, I promise you I have thought on’t 

And since 'tis your Judgment, I'll think on't again. 
1 assure you I will ; I value your Judgment 
cxtreamly. On my Word I'll propose it. 

SCENE IX. 

[To them] Foim.i:. 

Lady. Come, come Foible -I had forgot my 

Xephew will be here before Dinner 1 must 

make haste. 

Foib. Mr. Witxvoud and Mr. Fetulant are come 
to dine with your Ladiship. 

Lady. O Dear, I can't apjiear 'till I am dress'd. 
Dear Manvood shall I be free with you again, and 
beg you to entertain 'em. I'll make all imaginable 
haste. Dear Friend excuse me. 


SCENE X. 


Mrs. M.\Rwoon, Mrs. Millamant, Min'cino. 

Milla. Sure never any thing wa.s so Unbred as 
that odious Man. — Marwood, your Servant. 

Mrs. Mar. Y'ou have a Colour, what’s the 
matter V 

Milla. That horrid Fellow' Petulant has provok’d 

me into a Flame 1 have broke my Fan 

Mincingy lend me yours ; Is not all the Powder 

out of niy Hair ? 

Mrs. Mar. No. What has he done ? 9 

Milla. Nay, he has done nothing ; he has only 
talk’d Nay, he has said nothing neither ; 
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but he has contradicted ev’ry Tiling? that has been 
said. For iny part, I thought Witivoud and he 
wou'd have quarrell'd. 

Mine. I vow Mem, I thought once they wouM 
have iitt. 

Milla. Well, ’tis a lamentable thing I swear, 
that one has not the Liberty of eluising one’s 
Ac quaintance as one docs ones Cloaths. i-i 

Mrs. Mar. If we had that Liberty, we shou’d be 
as weary of one Set of Accpiaintanee, tho’ never 
so good, as wc are of one Suit, tho' never so line. 
A Fool and a Doily Stuff wou'd now and then lind 
Days of Grace, and be worn fur Variety. 

Milla. 1 could consent to wear ’em, if they 
>\oiild wear alike ; but Fools never wear out — 
They are such Drap-de-herry Things ! Without 
one coil’d give ’em to ones C'hamber-Maid after 
a Day or two. 

aMts. Mar. ’Twcrc better so indeed. Or what 
think you of the Play-house ? \ fine gay glossy 

Fool shou’d be given there, like a new masking 
Habit, after the Masipicrade is over, and we have 
<lone with the Disguise. For a Fool's \’isit is 
alw'ays a Disguise ; and never admitted by a 
Woman of Wit, but to blind lier Affair with 
a Lover of Sense. If you wou’d but appear 
bare-fac’d now’, and own Mirahell ; you might 
as easily put off Petulant and Witwoud, as your 
Hood and Scarf. And indeed ’tis time, for the 
Town has found it : The Secret is grown too big 
for the Pretence : ’Tis like Mrs. Primly\ great 
Helly ; she may lace it dowm before, but it 
burnishes on her Hips. Indeed, Millamanty you 
can no more conceal it, than my Lady Slrammcl 
can her Face, that goodly Face, which in Defiance 
of her Hhenish-winc Tea, w ill not be coinprehende<J 
111 a Mask. 4^ 

Milla. I’ll take my Death, Manvood, you are 


16 fitt] Mmeiog’s conjugation of the verb * to fight 
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more Censorious than a decay’d Beauty, or a 
discarded Toast : Mincing, tell the Men they may 
cr>me uj). My Aunt is not dressin^^ here ; their 
F(»Ily is less provoking than your Malice. 

SCEXK XI. 

Mil LAM \NT, Mviiwooi). 

Milln. The Town has found it. What has it 
found? That Mirabel! loves me is no more a 
Secret, than it is a Secret that you discover’d it to 
my Aunt, or than tlie Reastui w hy you discover'd it 
is a Secret. 

Mrs. Mar. ^’ou are nettl'd. 

Milla. Y’ou're mistaken. Ridiculous I 

.Mrs. Mar. Indeed, iny Dear, you’ll tear another 
Fan, if you <lon't mitigate those violent .Virs. o 

Milla. () silly ! Ha, ha, ha. I cou’d laugh 
immoderately. Poor Mirabcll ! His Constancy to 
me has quite destroy’d his Complaisance for all 
the W'orld beside. I swear, I never enjoin'd it him, 
to be so coy-- -If 1 luui the Vanity to think 
he wou'd obey me ; I wou'd command him to 
shew more (iallantry— — 'Tis hardly well bred to 
be so particular on one Hand, and so insensible 
on the other. But I despair to prevail, and so 
let him follow his own Way. Ha, ha. ha. Pard»)n 
me, dear Creature, I must laugh, ha, ha, ha ; tho' 
I grant you 'tis a little barbarous, ha, ha, ha. 

.Mrs. Star. YVliat pity 'tis, so much fine Railcry, 
and deli\er*<l with .so significant Gesture, shou'd 
be so unhappily directed to miscarry. 

Milla. H;e ? Dear Creature I ask your Pardon 
1 swear I did not mind you. 

Mrs. Mar. Mr. Mirabel I and you both may think 
it a Thing impossible, when I shall tell him by 
telling you 

Milld. O dear, what ? for it is the same thing, 
if I hear it Ha, ha, ha. 3 * 
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Mrs. Mar* That I detest him, hate him. Madam. 

Milla. O Madam, wliy so do 1 An<i yet the 
Creature loves me, ha* ha. ha. How can one 
forbear laughing to think of it— I am a Sybil if 
I am not amaz'd to think what he can .see in me. 
ril take my Death. I think you are handsomer — 
and within a- Year or two as young. If you 
coil'd but stay for me, I shou'd overtake ymi — 

Jlut that cannot be Well, that Thought makes 

me melancholick Now I'll be sad. 41 

Mrs. Mar* Your merry Note may be ( bang'd 
sooner than you think. 

Milla* D'ye say so ? Then I'm resolv'd I'll 
have a Song to keep up iny Spirits. 

SCKNK XII. 

[To them] Mincinc;. 

*Minc, The (>entlemen stay but to Comb, 
Madam ; and will wait on you. 

Milla. Desire Mrs. that is in the next Hoorn 

to sing the Song I wou'd have learnt Yesterday. 

You shall hear it. Madam Not that there's any 

gr(*at Matter in it Hut ‘tis agreeable to my 

Humour. 


SONG. 

Set by Mr* John Kccij:s. 

I. 

Love's but the Frailty of the Mind, 

When 'tis not with Ambition join'd ; 

A sickly Flame, which if not fed expires ; 10 

And feeding, wastes in Self -consuming Fires. 

II. 

'Tis not to wound a wanton Boy 
Or am'rous Youth, that gives the Joy ; 

But 'tis the Glory to have pierc'd a Swain, 

For whom inferior Beauties sigh'd in vain* 
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III. 

Then 1 alone the ('onquest prize. 

When 1 insult a Itivars Eyes : 

Jf there" s Delight in Love, '"tis when I see 

That Heart xvhich others bleed for, bleed for me. 

SCENE XIII. 

{To them] Petui^nt, Witwoud. 

Milln. Is your Animosity compos'd, Gentle- 
men ? 

Wit, Haillcry, Raillery, Madam, we have no 

Animosity VVe hit off a little Wit now and 

then, but no Animosity - The fallinj^ out of 

Wits is like the falling out of Lovers \Ve agree 

in the main, like Treble and Rase. Ila, Petulant I 

Pet, Ay in the main- But when 1 have a 
Humour to contradict— — o 

Wit, Ay, when he has a Humour to contradict, 
then I contradict too. What, I know my Cue, 
Then we contradict one another like two Battle- 
dores ; For Contradictions beget one another like 
Jews. 

Pei. If he says Black’s Black — If I have a 

Humour to say ’tis Blue- Let that pass All’s 

one for that. ‘ If I have a Humour to prove it, it 
must be granted. 

Wit. Not positively nnist — But it may — It 
may. -c* 

Pet. Yes, it positively must, upon Proof 
positive. 

iri7. Ay, upon Proof positive it must ; but 
upon Proof presumptive it only may. That's 
a Logical Distinction now. Madam. 

Mrs. Mar. I perceive your Debates are of 
Importance, and very learnedly handled. 

Pet. Importance is one Thing, and Learning’s 
another ; but a Debate's a Debate, that I assert. 
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Wit. Petulant's an Enemy to Learning; ; he 
relies altogether on his Parts. 31 

Pet. No, I'm no Enemy to Learning ; it hurts 
not. me. 

Mrs. yiar. That's a Sign indeed its no Enemy 
to you. 

Pet. No, no, it's no Enemy to any Eody, hut 
them that have it. 

Milla. Well, an illiterate Man's my Aversion, 
I wonder at the Impudence of any illiterate Man, 
to offer to make Love. 40 

Wit. That I confess I wonder at too. 

Milla. Ah ! to marry an Ignorant ! that can 
hardly Read or Write. 

Pei. Why should a Man be any further from 
being Marry 'd tho' he can't read, than he is from 
being Rang'd. The Ordinary’s paid for setting the 
Psalm, and the Parish-Prie.st for reading the 
Ceremony. And for the rest whicli is to follow in 

both Cases, a Man may do it without Book So 

all's one for that. 

Milla. D'ye hear the Creature ? Lord, here's 
Company, I'll be gone. 


SCENE XIV. 

Sir WiLFi'LL WiTwoi^D in a riding Dress, Mrs. 
Marwood, Petulant, Witwoud, Footman. 

IPif. In the N«ame of Bartlemciv and his Fair, 
what have we here ? 

Mrs. Mar. 'Tis your Brother, I fancy. Don't 
you know him ? 

IPi/. Not I — Yes, I think it is he — I’ve almost 
forgot him ; I have not seen him since the Revolu- 
tion. 

Foot. Sir, my Lady’s dressing. Here's (‘om- 

X Bardemew] Bartholomew Fair was held at Srnilbfi<ld 
until 1855. 
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pany ; if you please to walk in, in the mec'in 
time. M 

Sir Wil. Dressing ! \Vhat, it's hut Morning 
here I warnint with you in London ; we shou'd 
count it towards Afternoon in our Parts, do^%n 
in Shropshire Why then belike my Aunt han't 
din’d yet Ila, Friend ? 

Foot. 'S'our Aunt, Sir ? 

Sir IMl. My Aunt, Sir, yes my Aunt, Sir, and 

your Lady, Sir ; your Lady is my Aunt, Sir 

Why, Avhat do'st thou not know me. Friend ? 
Why tlu‘n send some Hody hither that does. 
How long hast thou liv'd with thv I.,adv. Fellow, 
ha ? 

Foot. A Week, Sir : longer than any Body in 
the House, exeept my Lady's Woman. 

Sir Wil. Why then belike thou dost not know 
thy I^ady, if thou see’.st her, ha Friend ? 

Foot. Why truly Sir, I cannot safely sw’ear to 
her Face in a Morning, before she is dress’d. ’Tis 
like I may give a shrew'd guess at her by this 
time. 30 

Sir Wil. Well, prithee try what thou eanst do : 
if thou eanst not guess, enquire her out, do'st 
hear. Fellow ? And tell her, her Nephew', Sir 
Wilfull Wihvond. is in the House. 

Foot. I shall. Sir. 

Sir M il. Hold ye, hear me. Friend ; a Word 
with you in your F^ar, prithee who arc these 
Gallants ? 

Foot. Really, Sir, I can't tell ; here come so 
many here, ’tis hard to know' ’em all. a 


SCENE XV. 

Sir WiLFL’LL WiTW’OI'O, Pktulant, 
WiTW'ouD, Airs. Marw'ood. 

Sir TFi 7 . Oons this Fellow know's less than a 
Starling ; I don't think a’knows his own Name. 
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Mrs. Mar, Mr. Witivoad, your Hrothcr is not 

behind hand in Forgetfulness I fancy he has 

forgot you too. 

M’/7. I Iiopc so The Des il take him that 
remembers first, I say. 

Sir 1177. Save you (»entlemen and Lady. 

.Mrs. Mar. For shame. Mr. n77?t7;//d ; why don't 
you speak to him ? -.Xnd you. Sir. 10 

1177. Pet ahull speak. 

Pet. .\nd you, Sir. 

Sir 1177. S’o Offence. I hope. 

[Salutes .Marw«»od. 

.Mrs. Mar. Xo sure. Sir. 

H77. This is a vile Dog, I see that already, Xo 
Offence ! Ila, ha, ha, to him : to him, Petulant ^ 
''inoke him. 

Pet. It *»eems as if you had eome a .Journey, 
Sir : hem. lu fu. [Sun'eyiufl him round. 

Sir Jf77, Very likely. Sir, that it inay seem so. 

Pet. Xo Offence. I hope. Sir. 

JJ77. Smoke the Boots, the Boots ; Petulant, 
the Boots ; Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Wil. May be not, Sir ; thereafter as 'tis 
meant, Sir. 

Pet. Sir, I presume upon the Information of 
your Boots. 

Sir 1177. Why, 'tis like you may. Sir : If you 
are not siitisfy'd with tlie Information of my 
Boots, Sir, if you w ill step to the Stable, you may 
enquire further of my Horse, .Sir. 3» 

Pet. Your Horse, Sir ! Your Horse is an Ass, 
Sir ! 

Sir 1177. Do you speak by w^ay of Offence, Sir ? 

Mrs. Mar. The Gentleman's merry, that's all, 

Sir S'life, we shall have a Quarrel l>ctwixt an 

Horse and an Ass, before they find one another 
out. You must not take any thing amiss from 
your Friends, Sir. A7>u are among your Friends, 
here, tho’ it may be you don't know it — If I am 
not mistaken, you are Sir }Vilfull Witwoud. 
o 3 
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Sir Wil, Right Lady ; I am Sir WUftdl Witivond. 
so I write my self ; no Offence to any Body, 
I hope ; and Nephew to the Lady Wishjort of this 
Mansion. 

Mrs. Mar, Don't you know this Gentleman, 
Sir ? 47 

Sir ir//. Hum ! What, sure 'tis not — Yea by‘r 
I.ady, but ’tis — 'Shcart I know not whether ’tis 

or no Yea but *tis, by the W rekin. Brother 

Antony ! What Tofiy, i'faith 1 What do‘st thou 
not know me ? By'r Lady nor I thee, thou art so 
Becravated, and so Beperriwig'd — -'Sheart wh\ 
d<»'st not speak ? Art thou o'erjoy'd ? 

Odso Brother, is it you ? Your Servant. 
Bnithcr. 

Sir ir//. Your Servant ! Why yours. Sir. 

Your Servant again ‘Sheart, and your Friend 

and Servant to that And a i^*'d :i 

Flap Dragon for your Service, Sir : And a Ilare*^ 
Foot, and a Hare's Scut for your Service, Sir ; an 
you be so cold and so courtly ! «•- 

No Offence, I hope, Brother. 

Sir iri7. ’Sheart, Sir, but there is, and niucli 

Offence. A Pox, is this your Inns o’ Court 

Breeding, not to know your Friends and your 
Relations, your Elders, and your Betters ? 

Wit. Why, Brother Wilfuil of Salop^ you niu> 
be as short as a Shrexvsbury Cake, if you please. 
But I tell you 'tis not modish to know Relation^ 
in Town. You think you're in the Country, where 
great lubberly Brothers slabber and kiss one 
another when they meet, like a Call of Serjeants 

'Tis not the Fashion here : 'tis not indeed. 

dear Brother. r 

Sir Wit. The Fashion's a Fool ; and you're 
a Fop, dear Brother. ’Sheart, I've suspected thi'> 

by'r I^ady I conjectur’d you were a Fop, since 

you began to change the Stile of your Letters, and 
write in a scrap of Paper gilt round the Edges, no 
bigger than a Subpoena. I might expect this when 
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you left off Honour'd Brother ; and hoping you 

arc in /^ood Health, and so fortli To l>ejriii 

with a Hat me, Kni^^ht, I’m so sick of a last 

Nitjht’s Debauch O'ds Heart, and then tell 

a familiar Tale of a Cock aiul a Bull, and a Whore 
and a Bottle, and so conclude - -You eouM write 
News before you were out of your 'I’lme, when 
you liv'd with honest Pnntple-Sose the Attorney 
of FurnivaVs Inn -- — You con’d intreat to be 
remember'd then to your Friends round the 
W rekin, Wc couki have (iazettes then, and l)mvks\ 
Fetter, an<l the Weekly Bill, ’till of late Days, -m 

Pet. 'Slife, H’l/reou^'/. were you e\ c‘r an Attorney’s 
Clerk ? Of the Family of the Furnivals, Ha, 
ha, ha ! 

Wit. Ay, ay, but that was but for a while. 
Not lon^;, not lon^ ; pshaw, I w*as iu)t in my own 
Power then. An Orphan, and this Fellow was my 
(iuardian ; ay, a> , I was ^la<l to csmsent to that 
Man to come to London, He had the Disposal of 
me then. If I had not agreed to that, I mi^ht have 
been bound Prentice to a Felt-maker in Shrm shorff : 
this Fellow would ha\e l)oun<l me to a MaktT of 
Felts. 

Sir Wit. ’Sheart, amt better than to be bound 
to a .Maker of Fops : where, I suppose, \ou h;i\e 
ser\’d your Time : and now' you may set up hir 
>our self. I'M 

.Mrs. Mar, You intend to Travel. Sir. as I’m 
inform’d. 

Sir Wil. Belike I may. Madam. I may chance 
to sail upon the salt Seas, if my MimI hoM. 

Pet, And the Wind serve. 

Sir Wit, Serve or not serve, I shan’t ask License 
of you, Sir ; nor the Weather-Cock your C*)m- 
panion. I direct my Discourse to the Lady, .Sir ; ’Tis 
like my Aunt may have told you, .Madam Yes, 
I have .settl'd my Concerns, I may say now, and 
am minded to see F’oreign Parts. If an how that 
the Peace holds, whereby that is Taxes abate. 
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Mrs. Mar, I thought you had designed for 
France at all Adventures. 123 

Sir Wil, I can’t tell that ; ’tis like I may, and 
’tis like I may not. I am .somewhat dainty in 

making a Resolution, because when I make it 

I keep it. 1 don't stand shill I. shall I, then ; if 
I say’t, I’ll do't : Rut I have Thoughts to tarry 
a small matter in Town, to learn somewhat of your 
lAngo first, before 1 cross the Seas. I’d gladly 
have a spice of your French as they say, whereby 
to hold Discourse in Foreign Countries. n: 

Mrs. Mar, Here’s an Academy in Town for that 
use. 

Sir If’//. There is ? 'Tis like there may. 

Mrs. Mar, No rloubt you will return very much 
improv’d. 

Ir//. Yes, refin’d like a Dutch Skipper from 
a Whale- fishing. 


S C E N K XVI. 

{To them^ Ladtf Wisiifort and 

Lady. Nephew, you are welcome. 

Sir Wil, Aunt, your Servant. 

Fain, Sir WilfulL your most faithful Servant. 

Sir Wil, Cousin Fainalh give me your Hand. 

Lady, Cousin Witwoudy your Servant ; Mr. 

Petulant, your Servant Xephew\ you are 

welcome again. Will you drink any Thing after 
your Journey, Nephew', before you eat ? Dinner's 
almost ready'. 0 

Sir 11 ’//. I'm very well I thank you. Aunt 

How'cver, I thank you for y'oiir courteous Offer. 
'Sheart I was afraid you wou'd have been in the 
Fashion too, and have remember'd to have forgot 
your Relations. Here's your Cousin Tony, belike, 
I may'n’t call him Rrother for fear of Offence. 

Lady, O he's a Rallier, Nephew My Cousin'^ 

a Wit : .Vnd your great Wits always rally their 
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best Friends to chii.se. When ndii have in'cii 
Abroad, Nephew, you'll uiiderstaiul Haillery better. 

[Fain, and Airs. Marwood talk apart. 
Sir 11/7. wily then let him hold Ins Toii;jue in 
the mean Time : and rail when that Day eomes. 


StFNK XMI. 

[To them] Mi.ncin(.. 

Mine. Mem, I come to aequaint \oiir Laship 
that Dinner is imp;:tient. 

Sir If’i7. Impatient ? Why then belike it won't 
stay ’till I |)ull off my Hoots. Sweet -heart, can 
you help me to a pair of Slippers i - My Man's 
with his Horses, 1 warrant. 

Lady. Fie, he, Nephew', you wou'd not pull off 

your Hoots here (io down into the Hall 

Dinner shall stay for >ou My Nephew’s a little 

unbred, you’ll pardon him. Madam, - (Gentlemen 
will you walk V Manvoodl n 

Mrs. Alar. I'll follow* you. Madam, - Hefore 
Sir Wilfull is reatly. 


SCFNK XVHI. 

M All WOOD, Faina LL. 

Fain. Why then Foible^ a ifaw'd, an Krrant, 
Hank, Matchmaking^ Haw'd. .\nd I it .seems am 
a Husband, a Hank-Husband ; and my Wife a 
very Krrant, Hank-Wife, -all in the Way of the 
World. 'Sdcath to be a Cuckold by Anticipation, 
a Cuckold in Embrio Sure 1 was born with 
budding Antlers like a young Satyr, or a Citizen's 
Child. ’Sdeath to be Out-witted, to be Out-jilted 

Oiit-Matnmony'd, If I had kept my 

Speed like a Stag, 'twere somewhat, - -but to 
crawl after, with my Horns like a Snail, and be 
out-stripp'd by my Wife -'tis Scurvy Wedlock. 
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Mrs. Mar. Then shake it off, you liave often 

wish’d for an Opportunity to part ; and now 

you have it. But first prevent their Plot, the 

half of MiUamanCs Fortune is too considerable to 
be parted with, to a Foe, to MirabelL n 

Fain. Dam him, that had been mine had 

you not made that fond Discovery That had 

been forfeited, had they been Married. My Wife 
had added Lustre to my Horns, by that Enerease 
of Fortune, I cou’d have worn 'em tipt with Gold, 
tho’ my Forehead had been furnish'd like a Deputy- 
lacutenant’s-IIall . 

Mrs. Mar. They may prove a Cap of IVIainten- 
ance to you still, if you can away with your Wife. 
And she’s no worse than w'hen you had her — I dare 
swear she had given up her Game, before shj.‘ w'as 
Marry’d. 

Fain. Hum I Tliat may be 

Mrs. Mar, You Married her to keep you : and 
if you can contrrve to have her keep you better 
than you expected : why should you not keep her 
Jtinger than ytm intended ? 

Fain. The Means, the Means. 

Mrs. Mar. Discover to my Lady your Wife's 

C onduct ; threaten to part with her My Lady 

loves her, and will come to any Composition to 
save her Kcputation. Take the Opportunity of 
breaking it, just upon the Discovery of this 
Imposture. My I.ady will be enrag'd beyond 
Bounds, and sacrilice Xeice, and Fortune, and all 
at that Conjuncture. And let me alone to keep her 
warm : if she shou'd flag in her part, I will not 
fail to prompt her. 

Fain. Faith this has an Appearance. 

Mrs. Mar. I'm sorry I hinted to my Lady to 
endeavour a Match between Millamant and Sir 
^yUfuUy that may be an Obstacle. 49 

Fain. O for that matter leave me to manage 
him ; I'll disable him for that, he will drink like 
a Dane : after Dinner, I’ll set his Hand in. 
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Mrs. 3/ar. Well, liow do you stand affected 
towards your Lady ? 

Fain, Why faith I'm thinkinj^ of it. Let me 

see 1 am Marry *d already ; so that’s over 

MyAVife has plaid the Jade w'ith me — Well, that’s 
over too — I never lov'<i her, or if I had, why that 
wou'd have been over too by this time -Jealous 
of her I cannot be, for I am certain ; so then-’s an 
end of Jealousic. AVeary of her. 1 am and shall 

be Xo, there's no end of that : No, no, that 

were too much to hope. Thus far concernin;^ my 
Repose. Now for my Reputation. — As to my 
own, I Marry 'd not for it ; so that's out of the 

Question. And as to my Part m my Wife's 

\Vhy she had parted w ith iiers before ; so brin^iii^ 
none to me, she can take none from me ; tis 
against all rule of Play, that I should lose to one, 
w lio has not wherewitlial to stake. 7^> 

.Mrs. Mar, Resides you forget, Marriage* is 
honourable. 

Fain, Hum ! Faith and that's well thought on ; 
-Marriage is honourable, as you say ; aiul if so. 
wherefore should Cuekoldoni be a Discredit, being 
deriv’d from so Iionourable a Root ? 

Mrs. Mar, Nay I know’ not ; if the Root be 
honourable, why not the Itranchcs ? 

Fain, So, so, why this Point’s elear. Well, 

how do wc proceed t 

Mrs. Mar, I will contrive a Letter which shall 
be deliver’d to niy Lady at the time when that 
Rascal wiio is to act .Sir Jiozvland is with her. It 
shall come as from an unknown Hand- - for the 
less I appear to know of the Truth, the ^letter 
I can play the Incendiary. Resides, I wou’d not 

have Foible provok’d if I cou'd help it, bepiuse 

>ou know' she know’s some Passages Nay I 

expect all will come out — — ^Riit let the Mine be 
sprung first, and then I care not if I am «liscover’d. 

Fain, If the worst come to the worst, I’ll 

turn my Wife to Grass 1 have already a Deed 
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of Settlement of the best part of her Estate : whieh 
I wheadTcl out of her ; and that you shall partake 
at least. 

Mrs. Mar. I hope you are convinc'd that I hate 
Mirahell now : You'll be no more .Jealous ? 9: 

Fain, Jealous, no, by this Kiss — let Hus- 

bands be Jealous ; but let the Lover still believe : 
Or if he doubt, let it be only to endear his Pleasure, 
and prepare the Joy that follows, when he proves 
his Mistress true. Hut let Husbands Doubts 
convert to endless Jealousie ; or if they have 
Helief, let it eorrupt to Superstition, and blind 
Credulity. I am single, and will herd no more 
with ’em. True, I wear the Hadge. but I'll disown 
the Order. And since I take my Leave of ’em, 
I care not if I leave 'em a common Motto to their 
common ( rest. 

All Husbands wi/.s7, or Fain, or Shame, endure ; 
The H'lsc too jealous are. Fools too secure. 

End of the Third Act, 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 

[SCENE 

Ladt^ Wish FORT a fid Foible. 

Lady. 

Is Sir Rowland coming say'st thou. Foible ? and 
are things in Order ? 

Foib, Yes, Madam. I have put Wax-Lights in 
the Sconces : and plac'd the Footmen in a Row 
in the Hall, in their best Liveries, with the Coach- 
man and Postilion to lUl up the Equipage. 

Lady. Have you pullviU'd the Coachman and 
Postilion, that they may not stink of the Stable, 
when Sir Rowland comes by ? 
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Foil), Yes, Madam. m 

Lady, And arc the Dancers and the Musick 
ready, that he may !)e entertain'd in all Points 
with Correspondence to his Passion ? 

Foib, All is ready. Madam. 

Lady, And — well — and how dt) I look. 

Foible ? 

Foib, Most killin<{ well, Mailani. ir 

Lady. Well, and how shall I receive him ? 
Ill what Figure shall 1 his Heart the first 

Impression There is a j^reat deal in the first 

Impression. Shall I sit ? -No, 1 won’t sit 

I'll walk ay I'll walk from the Door iipt)n 

Ills Kntranee : and then turn full upon him 
-No, that will be too siiddiai. I'll lye - - 

ay. I'll lye down I'll receive liim in my little 

liressin^-Hoom, there's a Couch - Yes, ves, Pll 
mve the first Impression on a Couch I won't 
lye neither, but loll and lean upon one Kllxiw : 
with one Foot a little dangling off, jogging in a 
thoughtful way— Yes — and then as soon as he 
appears, start, *av, start and be surpriz'd, and rise 
to meet him in a pretty Disorder Yes (), 
nothing is more alluring than a Levee from a 
Couch in some Confusion — It shews the Fixit to 
advantage, and furnishes with Blushes, and re- 
composing Airs beyond Comparison. Hark I 
There’s a C'oach. 

Foib. ’Tis he, Madam. 

Lady. O dear, has my Nephew made his 
Addresses to Millamant't I order'd him. 4'> 

Foib. Sir Wilfull is set in to Drinking, Madam, 
in the Parlour. 

Lady, Ods my Life, I'll .send him to her. Call 
her down, Foible ; bring her hither. Pll send him 

as I go When they are together, then come to 

me Foible^ that I may not be too long alone with 
Sir Rowland. 
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SCENE II. 

Mrs, Millamant, Mrs, Faina ll. Foible. 

Foib. Madam. I stay'd here, to tell your 
Ladiship that Mr. Mirahell has waited this half 
Hour for an Opportunity to talk with you. Tho’ 
iny Lady’s Orders were to leave you and Sir 
Wiljull together. Shall I tell Mr. Mirahell that 
you are at leisure ? 

Milla. No - What w’ou'd the dear Man have ? 

I am thoughtful, and woii'd amuse my self, bid 

him come another time. 

There never i/et tens Wownn made, 

Nor shall y but to he curs'd. 

[Hepeating and zvalking about. 

That's hard ! 

Mrs. Fain. You are very fond of Sir John 
Suckling to day, Millamant, and the Poets. 

Milla, lie ? Ay, and filthy Verses So I am. 

Foib, Sir Wiljull is coming. Madam. Shall I 
send Mr. Mirahell away ? 

Milla, Ay, if you please, Foiblcy send him 
away, — Or send him hither, — just as you W’ill, 

<iear Foible. 1 think I'll see him Shall I ? 

Ay, let the Wretch come. 

Thyrsis. a Youth of the Inspir'd Train. 

1 Repeating. 

Dear Fainally entertain Sir Wiljull Thou hast 

Philosophy to undergo a Fool, thou art marry’'d 
and hast l^atience— — I would confer with my 
own Tluaights. 

Mrs. Fain, I am oblig’d to you, that you woid*i 
make me your Proxy in this Affair ; but 1 have 
Ilusiness of my own.* 

SCENE III. 

{To them] Sir Wilfi ll. 

Mrs. Fain, O Sir Wiljull ; you arc come at the 
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Critical Instant. There’s your Mistress up to the 
Ears in Love and Contemj^lation, pursue your 
Point, now or never. 

Sir M’il. Yes ; niy Aunt will liave it so. 

I would gladly have been encourag'd with a Hot tie 
or tw<i, because I'm some- f This while Milla. tvalks 
what wary at first, before < about Rrpeatinn to her 
I am acquainted ; — But I ^ self. 
hope, after a time, I shall break my Mind- —that 
is upon further Acquaintance-- — So for the 

present, Cousin, I’ll take my lea\e If so be 

you’ll be so kind to make my Excuse, I'll return 
to my Company 

Mrs. Fain. O fie, Sir Wilfull I Wliat, you must 
not be daunted. x6 

Sir iri7. Daunted, no, that's not it, it is not so 

much for that for if so be that I set on't, I'll 

do't. But only for the present, 'tis sullieient 'till 

further Acquaintance, that’s all your Servant. 

Mrs. Fain. Nay, I’ll swear you shall ne\cr lose 
so favourable an Opportunity, if I ean help it. 
I'll leave you together, and lock the Door. 

SCENE IV. 

Sir Wilfull, Millamant. 

^ Sir ir//. Nav, nay Cousin,* — I have forgfd my 

Cloves, What d'ye do ? 'Shear! a'has lock'd 

the Door indeed, I think Nay, Cousin Fainall, 

open the Door — Pshaw, what a Vixon I’ruk is 

this ? Nay, now a'has seen me too Cousin, 

I made bold to pass thro' as it were 1 think this 

Door’s inchanted 

Milla. [repeating.] 

I prithee spare me. gentle Buy, 

Press me no more for that slight Toy. 

Sir Wil. Anan ? Cousin, your .Servant. 10 

Milla. — Thai foolish Trifle of a Heart Sir 

Wilfull ! 
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Sir Wil. Ycs“ your Servant. No Offence 

I hope. Cousin. 

Mi 11a. {Repeating.] 

I swear it ivill not do its Part, 

Tho" thou dost thine, employ'st thy Power and Art. 
Natural, easic Suckling I 

Sir WiL Anan ? Suckling Xo such Sucklirij^ 
neither, Cousin, nor Stripling : I thank Heav’n 
I’m no Minor. 

Milla. Ah Unstick, ruder than Gothick. 

Sir If’/7. Well, well, I shall understand your 
Lingo one of these Days, Cousin, in the mean while 
1 must answer in plain English. 

Milla. Have you anv Husmess with me, Sir 
W ilfull .' 

Sir ICiV. Xot at present. Cousin, Yes, I made 
bold to see, to come and know if that how you were 
dispos'd to fetch a Walk this Evening, if so be 
that I might not be troublesome, 1 would have 
sought a Walk with vou. n 

Milla, A Walk ? What then ? 

Sir ICi7. Nay nothing -Only for the Walk's 
sake, that's all 

Milla, 1 nauseate Walking ; 'tis a Country 
Diversion, I loath the Country and every thing 
that relates to it. 

Sir 1177. Indeed ! Hah I Look ye, look ye, you 
do ? Nay, 'tis like you may - Here are choice 
of Pastimes here in Town, as Plays aiul the like, 
that must be confess'd imleed. - - 4* 

Milla, Ah Vetaurdie I 1 hate the Town too. 

Sir 1177. Dear Heart, that's much Hah ! 

that you should hate ’em both ! Hah ! ’tis like 
you may ; there are some can't relish the Town, 

and others can’t away with the Country, 'tis 

like you may be one of those. Cousin. 

I 7 SucAting] The point of the poems that Millamant quotes 
IS that fruition is a danger owing to the inconstancy of men 
Unless Congreve took for granted that his audience knew the 
poems, the reference is much too subtle. 
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Milla, Ha, ha, ha. Yes, 'tis like I may.- - 
You have nothing further to say to me ? 40 

Sir WiL Not at present, Cousin. — 'Tis like when 
I have an Opportunity to he iiK»re private, — I may 
break my Mind in some measim* -I eonjeeture 
you partly guess -However that's as time shall 
try, — But spare to speak and spare to speed, as 
they say. 

Milla. If it is of no great Importanee. Sir 
Wilfully you will oblige* me to leave me : 1 have 
just now a little Business.- 

Sir Wil. Enough, enough. Cousin : Yes. yes. 
all a ease — When you're dispos'd, when you're 
dispos'd. Now's as well as another time : an<l 
another time as well as now. -MTs one for that, - 
Yes, \es, if your Ctiiu'iTns eall you. there's no 
haste ; it will keej) eold as they say Cousin, your 
Servant. 1 think this Door's hack'd. 

Milta. You may go this way. Sir. 

Sir If’//, Your .Servant, then with your leave 
I'll return to my Company. 

Milta, Ay, ay : ha, ha, ha. 

Like Pha'bus the no less am'rous lUaj. ?n 

S C K N E V. 

Millamant, Mirabell. 

Mira, — Like Daphne ,v//r, as lively and as Coy. 
Do you loek your self up from me, to make; rny 
Search more curious ? Dr is this pretty Artifice 
contriv’d, to signifie that here the Chare must 
end, and my Pursuit be erown'il, for \ou ran lly 
no f^urthcr ? - 

Milla. Vanity ! No I’ll fly and be follow’d 

to the last Moment, tho’ I am upon the very Verge 
of Matrimony, I expect you should sollieit me as 
much as if I w'ere w'avering at the (irate c*f a 
Monastery, with one Foot €)ver the Threshf)ld. 
I'll be sollicited to the very last, nay ami after- 
wards. *3 
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Mira, What, after the last ? 

Milla, O, I shouhl think I was poor and had 
nothing to bestow, if I were rediie'd to an in- 
glorious Ease : and freed from the agreeable 
F'atigucs of Sollicitation. is 

Mira, But do not you know, that when Favours 
are conferred upon instant and tedious Sollicitation, 
that they diminish in their Value, and that both 
the (iiver loses the (irace, and the Heceiver lessens 
his Pleasure ? 

Milla, It may be in Things of common Applica- 
tion ; but never sure in Love. O, I hate a Lover, 
that can dare to think he draws a Moment's Air, 
independent on the Bounty of his Mistress. There 
is not so impudent a Thing in Nature, as the sawey 
Look of an assured Man, confident of Success. 
The Pedantiek Arrogance of a very Husband, has 
not St) Pragmatical an Air. \h ! Pll never marry, 
.inless I am first made sure of my Will and Pleasure. 

Mira, Would you have "'em both before 
Marriage ? Or will you be contented with the 
irst now, and stay for the other ‘till after Grace ? 

Milla. Ah don't be impertinent — My dear 
iiberty, shall I leave thee ? My faitlifiil Solitude, 
ny darling Contemplation, must I bid you then 
\dicu ? Ay-h adieu — Mj' Morning Thoughts, 
igrceablc \Vakings, indolent SlumberN. all ye 
iouccursy ye Someils du Matin, adieu — I can't do’t, 
tis more than impossible — ^Positively Mirabell, 
’ll lye a-bed in a Morning as long as I please. 43 
Mira. Then I'll get up in a Morning as early as 
! please. 

Milla. Ah ! Idle Creature, get up when you 

vriii And d'ye hear, I won't be call'd Names 

»fter I’m Marry'il ; positively I won't be call'd 
Barnes. 

Mira. Names ! ?o 

Milla. Ay, as Wife, Spouse, my Dear, Joy. 
ewel. Love, Sweet-heart, and the rest of that 
tauseous Cant, in which Men and their Wives are 
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so fiilsonily familiar, 1 shall never hear that 

Good Mirabell don't let us be familiar or fond, 

nor kiss before Folks, like iny Lady Fadler and Sir 
Francis : Nor go to Hide-Park together the lirst 
Sunday in a new Chariot, to provoke JOyes and 
Whispers ; And then never be seen there together 
again ; as if we were proud of one another the 
first Week, and asham'd of one another ever after. 
Let us never Visit together, nor go to a Plaj 
together, but let us be very strange and well bred : 
Let us be as strange as if we had been inarry'd 
a great while ; and as well bred as if we were not 
inarry'd at all. 

Mira, Have you any more Conditions to offer ? 
Hitherto your Demands arc pretty reasonable, os 

Milla, Trifles, As Liberty to pay and reeeive 

\’isits to and from whom I please ; to write and 
reeeive Letters, without Interrogatories or wry 
Faces on your part ; to wear what I jilease ; and 
ehuse Conversation with regard only to my own 
Taste ; to have no Obligation upon me to converse 
with Wits that I don't like, because they are your 
.\equaintanee ; or to be intimate w'ith Fools, 
because they may be your Relations. Come to 
Dinner when I please, dine in my Dressing-Room 
when I’m out of Humour, without giving a Reason. 
To have my Closet inviolate ; to be sole Kmpresb 
of my Tea-Table, whieh you must never presume 
to approach without first asking leave. .And lastly 
wherc»-ever I am, you shall always knock at the 
Door before you come in. These Articles sub- 
scrib'd, if I continue to endure you a little longer, 
I may by degrees dwindle into a \Vife. 

Mira,' \oui Bill of Fare is something advanc’d 
in this latter Account. Well, have I Lil>erty to 

offer Conditions That when you arc dwindled 

into a Wife, I may' not be bey’ond measure enlarg'd 
into a Husband. ot 

Milla, You have free lea\e, propose your 
utmost, speak and spare not. 
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Mira. I thank you. Inprimis then, I covenant 
that your Acquaintance be •jeneral ; that you 
admit no sworn ('onfidcnt, or Intimate of your 
own Sex ; no she Friend to skrcen her Affairs under 
your Countenance, and tempt yf)ii to maki* Trial 
of a mutual Sccresie. No Decoy-Duck to wheadle 

you a fop- scraroblinti to the Flay in a Mask 

Then brinp you home in a pretendeil Fright, when 
you think you shall be found out -An<l rail at 
me for missing the Play, ami disappointing^ the 
Froliek which y<»u had to pick me up and j)rove 
my (‘onstancy. 

Milla. Detestable Ittprtoiis ! I ^o to the Play 
in a Mask ! 107 

Mira. Item, I Article, that you continue to 
like your own Face, as lonir as 1 ^hall : And while 
it passes currant with me, that you endeavour not 
t<» new Coin it. To >\hich end, together with all 
Vizards for the Day, I prohibit all Masks for the 
Night, made of OilM-skins an<l I know not what 

Hog's Hones, Hare's (hill, Pig Water, and 

the Marrow of a roasted Cat. In short, I forbid all 
Commerce with the (Gentlewoman in te/ud-r/'i/e- 
call-it Court. Item, I shut my Doors against all 
Bauds with Baskets, and penny- wmihs of Mastin, 

Chinn, Fans. A Hasses, See. Item, when you 

shall be Breeding— i;o 

Milla. Ah ! Name it not. 

Mira. Which may be presum'd, with a Blessing 

on our FGndeavours^^ 

Milla. Odious Endeavours ! 

Mira. I donounee against all fjtrait Lacing, 
s(pieezing for a Shape, ’till you mould my Boy's 
Head like a Sugar-loaf ; and instead of a Man- 
Child, make me Father to a Crooked -billet. 
Lastly, to the Dominion of the Tea-Table I submit. 

But with proviso, that you exceed not in your 

Province ; but restrain your self to native and 
simple Tea-Table Drinks* as Ten, Chocolate, and 
Coffee. As likewise to Genuine and .Vuthoriz'd 
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Tea-Table Talk Such as mending of Fashions, 

.spK)iling Reputations, railing at absent Friends, 

and so forth Hut that on no Account you 

encroach upon the Mens Prerogative, and presume 
to drink Healths, or toast Fellows ; for prevention 
of which, I banish all Foreign Forces, all Auxiliaries 
to the 7 'ea-Tablt\ as Oronge-Iirandy, all AnniseetL 
C'inamon, Citron and Iiarhfn 1 o''>-\Vaters^ together 
with Ratafia and the most noble Sjiirit of ('larif. 

Hut for ('ousUpAVinc, Poppff-W ater, and all 

Domiitives, those I allow. - Th(‘se t*roi'iso\s 
admitted, in other things I may prove a tractable 
anil complying Husband. 

Milla. 0 horrid Proz iso's I filthy strong Waters I 
I toast Fellows, Odious Men I I liate your odious 
Proviso's. 1 1 > 

Mira. Then we’re agreed. Shall I kiss your 
Hand upon the Contract ? and here comes one to 
be a Witness to the .Scaling of the Deeil. 

SCKXK M. 

[To them] Mrs. Faina la.. 

Milla. Fainall. what shall I do ? Shall I ha\ e 
him ? I think I must have him. 

Mrs. Fain. Ay, ay, take him, take him, what 
.shou'd you do ? 

Milla. Well then — I'll take my Death I'm in 

a horrid Fright Fainall. I shall never say it 

Well 1 think I'll endure you. 

Mrs. Fain. Fy. fy, have him, have him, and 
tell him so in plain Terms : For I am sure you have 
a Mind to him. 

Milla. Are you ? I think I have and the 

horrid Man looks as if he thought so too Well, 

you ridiculous thing you, I’ll have you 1 won't 

DC kiss’d, nor I won't be thank’d Here kiss my 

Hand tho* So, hold your Tongue now, don't 

say a Word. 
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Mrs. Fain. MirdticlU there’s a Necessity for yoiii 

Obedience ; You have neither time to talk noi 

stay. My Mother is coming ; and in my Conscience 
if she should sec you, wou’d fall into Fits, and 
may be not recover, time enough to return to Sir 
Rowland ; who, as Foible tells me, is in a fair Way 
to succeed. Therefore spare your Kxtaeies for 
another Occasion, and slip down the back Stairs, 
where Foible waits to consult you. 

Milla. Ay, go, go. In the mean time I suppose 
you have said something to please me. 

Mira. I am all Obedience. 28 

SC KNE VII. 

Mill\mvnt, Mrs. Fainall. 

Mrs. Fain. Yonder Sir Wilfnirs drunk ; and so 
noisie that my Mother has been forc'd to leave Sir 
Rowland to appease him ; but he answers her only 

with Singing and Drinking What they may 

have done by this time I know not ; but Petulant 
and he were upon quarrelling as I came by. 

Milla. Well, If Mirabell should not make a good 

Husband, I am a lost thing ; for I find I love 

him violently. 9 

Mrs. Fain. So it seems ; for you mind not what’s 

said to you. If you doubt him, you had best 

take up with Sir Wilfull. 

Milla. How cfin voii name that superannuated 
Lubber ? foh ! 


SCENE VIII. 

[To them] W’itwoud from drinking. 

Mrs. Fain. So, is the Fray made up, that you 
have left ’em ? 

Wit. Left ’em ? I could stay no longer 

I have laugh’d like ten Christnings 1 am tipsie 

with laughing If I had staid any longer 
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I should have burst, 1 must have been let out 

and piec'd in the Sides like an imsiz'd ('amlet 

Y^s, yes, the Fray is compos'd : my l..ady came in 
like a \oH prosequi, and stopt th(‘ Proceed 

Milla, What was the Dispute ? 10 

Wit, That's the Jest ; there was no Dispute. 
They could neither of ’em speak for Ha^e ; and so 
fell a sputt'rin^T at one another like two roasting 
-Vpples. 

SCENK IX. 

[To them] Peti lant Drunk. 

Wit. Now Petulant ? all's over, all's well ? (iad 
my Head be^jins to whim it about - Why dost 
thou not speak ? thou art botli as drunk and as 
mute as a Fish. 

Pet. Look you, Mrs. Millamant if you can 
love me, dear Nymph — say it - and that's the 
Conclusion — pass on, or pass off, that's all. 

Wit, Thou hast utter'd X^oltnnes, Folio^s, in less 
than Decimo Se.rto, my <lear Lacedemonian, 
Sirrah, Petulant^ thou art an Kpitomizer of Words. 

Pet. Witivoud You arc an Annihilator of 

Sense. 

Wit. Thou art a Retailer of Phrases ; and dost 
deal in Remnants of Remnants, like a Maker of 
Pincushions — thou art in truth (metaphorically 
speaking) a Speaker of Short-hand. 

Pet. Thou art (without a Figure) just one half 
of an Ass, and Baldwin yonder, thy half Brother, 
is the rest — A Gemini of Asses split, wouhl make 
just four of you. 

Wit. Thou dost bite, my dear Mustard-seed ; 
kiss me for that. 

Pet. Stand off I’ll kiss no more Males, 

I have kiss'd your Txcin yonder in a humour of 
Reconciliation, 'till he (hiccup) rises upon my 
Stomach like a Radish. 

18 Baldwin] The ass in Reynard the Fox. 
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Milln, Eh ! filthy Creature — what was the 
Quarrel ? 

Pel, There was no Quarrel — there rni^ht have 
been a Quarrel. 30 

Wit. If there had been Words enow between ’em 
to have express'd Provocation, they had ^one 
together by the Ears like a pair of Castanets. 

JPet, You were the Quarrel. 

Milla. Me ! 

Pet. If I have a Humour to quarrel, I can make 
less Matters conclude Premises, — If you are not 
handsom, what then ; If I have a Humour to 
prove it 't — If I shall have iny Howard, say so ; 
if not, fight for your Faee the next time your self — 
I’ll go sleep. 41 

\Vit. Do, wrap thy self up lik(‘ a ^y()0(llouse. and 
dream Hevenge And hear me, if thou canst learn 
to write by to Morrow Morning, pen me a Challenge 
— I'll carry it for thee. 

Pet. Carry yc»ur Mistress’s Monicey a Spider, 

go flea Dogs, and read Romances I'll go to 

Red to my Maid. 

Mrs. Fain. He's horridly Drunk how came 

you all in this Pickle ? 50 

ir/f. A Plot, a Plot, to get rid of the Knight, 

Your Husband’s Advice ; but he sneak'd off. 


SCENE X. 

Sir WiLFULL Drtink\ Lady Wisufort, 
WiTW'OT^n, Millamant, Mrs. Fainall. 

Lady. Out upon't, out upon't, at Years of 
Discretion, and comport your self at this Rantipole 
rate. 

Sir ir//. No Offence, Aunt. 

Lady. Offence '* As I'm a Person, I*m asham’d 

of you Fogh I how you stink of Wine ! D'ye 

think my Neicc will ever endure such a Borachio ! 
you’re an absolute Borachio. 

7 ^ofarAio] Pottle-pot I iterally wine-skin 
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Sir WiL Borachio f 9 

Lady, At u time when you shou'd coininence tin 
Amour, and put your best Foot foremost— — 

Sir Wil, ’Sheart,an you ^rutch me your Liquor, 

make a Bill Give me more Drink, and take my 

Purse. 

Sings. Prithee Jill me the Lilass 
''Till it laugh in my Face^ 

With Ale that is Potent and Melloxc ; 

He that ivhines for a Lass 
Is an ignorant Ass, 

For a Bumper has not its Fellow. ju 

But if you wou'd have me marry my (’ousin, 

say the Word, and 1*11 do't Wilfull will do’t, 

that's the Word — —Wilfull will do't, that's my 
Crest — my Motto I have forgot. 

Lady. My Nephew's a little overtaken. Cousin 
— ^ — but 'tis with drinking >our Health— U’ my 

VV'ord you are oblig'd to him 27 

Sir Wil. In Vino Veritas, Aunt : If I drunk 

your Health to Day, Cousin, 1 am a Borachio. 

But if you have a Mind to be marrv'd; say the 
Word, and send for the Piper, Wilfull will do’t. 
If not, dust it away, and let’s have t’other Hound 
— —Tony, Ods-heart where's Tony— — Tony\ an 
honest l^ellow', but he spits after a Bumpt r, anil 
that's a Fault, 

Sings, Wc'tl drink and we'll never ha' done Boys, 
Put the Glass then around with the Sun 
Boys, 

Let Apollo's Example invite us ; 

For he's drunk ev'ry Sight, 

And that makes him so bright, 4'> 

That he's able next yioming to light us. 

The Sun's a good Pimple, an honest Soaker, he 
has a Cellar at your Antipodes. If I travel, Aunt, 



4t4 The Way of the World. Act IV 

I touch at your Antipodes your Antipodes are 

a pfoocl rascally sort of topsie turvy Fellows It 

I liad a Bumper I’d stand upon my Hea<l and 

drink a Health to ’em A Match or no Match, 

Cousin, with the hard Name Aunt, Wilfull will 

do’t. If she has her Mahlenhcad let her look to't ; 
if she has not, let her keep her own Counsel in the 
mean time, and cry out at the Nine Months End. 

Milla. Your Pardon, Madam, I can stay no 
longer— Sir Wilfull grows very powerful, Egh ! 
how he smells ! I shall be overcome if I stay. 
Come, Cousin. 


S C E N E XI. 

Lady WisnrouT, Sir Wilfull Witwoud, 
Mr, WiTW'OUD, Foible. 

Lady. Smells ! he w’ould poison a Tallow- 
Chandler and his Family. Beastly Creature, 

I know not what to do with him. Travel quoth 

a ; ay travel, travel, get thee gone, get thee but 
far enough, to the Saracens, or the Tartars, or the 

Turks for thou art not lit to live in a Christian 

Commonwealth, thou beastly Pagan. r 

Sir iri7. 7'urks, no ; no T*urks, Aunt : Your 
Turks are Inli<lels, and believe not in the Grape. 
Your Mahometan, your Mussulman is a dry 

Stinkard No OlTeiice, Aunt. My Map says that 

your Turk is not so honest a Man as your Christian 

1 cannot find by the Map that Vour Mufti is 

Orthodox Whereby it is a plain Case, that 

Orthodox is a hard W'ord, Aunt, and (hiccup) 
Greek for Claret. 

Sings. To Drink is a Christian Diversion, 

Vnknoivn to the Turk or the Persian , 

Let Mahometan Fools 
Live by Heathenish Rules^ 
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Aiul be damned over Tea-Cups and Coffee, 
But let British Lads sing, 

Crown a Health to the King, 

And a Fig for your Sultan and Sophy. 

Ah, Tony ! [Foible whispers Lady W. 

Lady, Sir Roxvland impatient ? Good laek ! 
what shall I do with this beastly Tumbril ? — -Go 
lie down and sleep, you Sot - Or as I’m a Person, 
ril have you bastinado'd with Broom-sticks. Gall 
up the Wenches with Broom-sticks. jo 

Sir U il, .Vhay ? Wenches, where are the 
Wenches ? 

Lady, Dear Cousin Witwoud get him away, and 
you will bind me to you inviolably. I have an Affair 
of moment that invades me with some Precipita- 
tion— You will oblige me to all Futurity. 

IVit, Come, Knight Pox on him, I don't 

know what to say to him Will you go to a Cock- 

match ? y, 

Sir BT/. With a Wench, Tony ? Is she a sliake- 
bag, Sirrah ? Let me bite your Cheek for that. 

Wit, Horrible I He has a Breath like a Bagpipe 
— ®y» come will you march, my Salojmm f 

Sir iriV. Lead on, little Tony ‘I'll follow thee 

my Anthony, my Tantony, Sirrah tht>u shalt be 
my Tantony, and I’ll be thy Pig, 

And a Fig for your Sultan and Sophy. 

‘This will never do. It will never make 
a Match. At least before he has been abroad. 


SCENE XII. 

Lady Wisiifort, Waitw’kll disguis'd as for 
Sir Rowland. 

Lady, Dear Sir Rowland^ I am confounded with 

24 Sophy] Cant term for the Shah of Persia, denved from 
the Sufi dynasty. 
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C’onfusion at the Uetrospeetioii of my own Rude- 
ness, 1 have more l*ardons to ask than the 

Pope distributes in the Year oi Jiibile. But I hope 

Avhere there is likely to be .st) near an Alliance, 

we may unbend the Severity of Decorum and 

dispense with a little Ceremony. 

Wait, My Impatience. Madam, is the lOlTect of 
my Transport ; and ’till 1 ha\e the Possession 
of your adorable Person, I am tantali/Zd on the 
Hack ; and do but hanj», Madam, on the Tenter 
of Kxpeetation. > 

fAuIif. You hji\e Kxcess of (hillantry, Sir 
Roxvland ; and pr(‘ss things to a Conclusion, with 
a most prevailing Vehemence. -But a Day or 
two for Decency of Marriajje.— - - 

Wait. For Decency of Funeral, Madam. The 
Delay will break my Heart or if that should fail, 
I shall be Poison'd. My Nephew will ^jet an inkling 
of my Designs, and poison me, — and I would 

willingly starve him before 1 die 1 would gladly 

go out of the World with that Satisfaction. — 
That would be some Comfort to me, if I could but 
live so long as to be reveng'd on that unnatural 
Viper. 

Ladif. Is he so unnatural, say you ? Truly 
I would contribute much both to the saving of 
your Life, and the accomplishment of your 

He\ enge Not that I respect my self ; tho' he 

has been a perfidious Wretch to me. yo 

Wait. Perfidious to you ! 

Lady. O Sir Roxvland. the Hours that he has 
<ly'd away at my Feet, the Tears that he has she<l, 
the Oaths that he has sworn, the Palpitations that he 
has felt, the Trances and the Tremblings, the .Ardors 
and the Ecstacies, the Kneelings, and the Risings, 
the Heart-heavings and the Hand-gripings, the 
Pangs and the I^athetiek Regards of liis protesting 
lyves ! Oh no Memory can Register. 

Wait. What, my Rival ! Is the Rebel iny 
Rival ? a'dies. 4* 
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Lady. No, don't kill him at once, Sir Hofwland^ 
starve him gradually Inch by Inch. 

Wait. I’ll do’t. In three Weeks he shall be 
bare-foot ; in a Month out at Knees with begging 

an Alms, he shall starve upward and upward. 

’till he has nothing living but his Head, and then 
go out in a Stink like a Candle's Knd upon a 
Savcall. A) 

Lady. Well, Sir Rowland^ you have the way, - 

V'ou are no Novice in the Labyrinth of Love 

You have the Clue But as I am a Person, Sir 

Rowland^ you must not attribute my yielding tf> 
any sinister Appetite, or Indigestion of Wid(>v^ - 
hood ; nor impute my Complacency to any 

Lethargy of Continence 1 hope you flo not 

think me prone to any Iteration of Nuptials. 

Wait. Far be it from me-- - 5^ 

Lady. If you do, I protest I must recede or 

think that I have made a Prostitution of Decor- 
ums, but in the Vehemence of Compassion, aiul t(j 
save the Life of a Person of so much Impor- 
tance — 

Wait. I esteem it so 

Lady. Or else you wrong my Condescension — 

Wait. I do not, I do not 

Lady. Indeed you do. 

Wait. I do not, fair Shrine of Virtue. 

Lady. If you think the least Scruple of Carnality 
was an Ingredient 70 

Wait. Dear Madam, no. You are all Camphirc 
ind Frankincense^ all Chastity and Odour. 

Lady. Or that 

SCENE XIII. 

[To them] Foible. 

Foib. Madam, the Dancers are ready, and 

71 Camphire] That * causetb impotcncy unto \enery 
'^ulgar Errors. 

Z7« 


p 
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there’s one with a Letter, who must deliver it into 
your own Hands. 

Lady. Sir Rowland^ will you give me leave ? 
Think favourably, judge candidly, and conclude 
you have found a Person wdio would suffer Racks 
in Honour’s Cause, dear Sir Rozvland, and will wait 
on you incessantly. 

SCENE XIV. 

Waitwell, Foible. 

Wait. Fie, fie ! — What a Slavery have I under- 
gone ; Spouse, hast thou any Cordial, I want 
Spirits. 

Foib. What a washy Rogue art thou, to pant 
thus for a Quarter of an Hours Lying and Swearing 
to a fine Lady ? 

Wait. (), she is the Antidote to Desire. Spouse, 

thou wilt fare the worse for't shall have no 

ApiK?tite to Iteration of Nuptials this eight and 

forty Hours By this Hand I’d rather be a Chair- 
man in the Dog-days than act Sir Rowland ’till 

this time to Morron. 


SCENE XV. 

{To them\ Lady with a Letter. 

Lady. Call in the Dancers ; Sir Rowland, 

we'll sit, if you please, and see the Entertainment. 

{Dance. 

Now with your Permission. Sir Rowland, I will 
peruse my Letter — I would open it in your 
Presence, because I would not make you uneasie. 

If it should make you uneasie I would burn it 

speak if it does but you may see, the Super- 

serii)tion is like a Woman’s Hand. 

Foib. By Heav’n ! Mrs. ManvoofTs, I know 

it, my Heart akes ^get it from her lo 

[To him. 
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WaiU A Woman’s Hand ? No, Madam, that’s 
no Woman’s Hand, I see that already. That’s 
some Body whose Throat must be cut. ' 

I^dy. Nay, Sir Howland^ since you Rive me 
a Proof of your Passion by your Jealousic, I 
promise you I'll make a Return, by a frank 

Communication You shall see it — ^^we’ll open 

it together kx)k you here. 18 

Reads. Madam, though unknown to you, 

[Look you there, *tis from no Body that I know.) 

/ have that Honour for your Character, that 

I think my self obliged to let you knoiv you are abus'd. 
He xvho pretends to be Sir Rowland is a Cheat and 
a Rascal 

Oh Hcav’ns ! what's this ? 

Foib, Unfortunate, all’s ruin’d. 

Wait, How, how, let me see, let me see 

reading, A Rascal and disguis'd, and suborn'd for 

that Imposture, — O V^illany I O Villany ! by the 

Contrivance of 10 

Lady, I shall faint, I shall die, oh ! 

Foib, Say, ’tis your Nephew’s Hand. — Quickly, 
his Plot, swear, swear it. — \To him. 

Wait, Here’s a Villain ! Madam, don't you 
perceive it, don’t vou sec it ? 

Lady, Too well, too well. I have .seen too 
much. 

Wait, I told you at first I knew the Hand — 
A W’oman’s Hand Y The Rascal writes a .sort of 
a large Hand ; your Roman Hand — I siiw there 
was a Throat to be cut presently. If he were my 
Son, as he is my Nephew, I’d pistol him — y 

Foib, O Treachery ! But are you sure. Sir 
Rowland, it is his Writing Y 

Wait, Sure ? Am I here ? do I live ? do I love 
this Pearl of India ? I have twenty Letters in my 
Pocket from him, in the same Character. 

Lady, How ! 4^ 

Foib, O what Luck it is, Sir Rowland, that you 
were present at this Juncture ! This was the 
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Business that brought Mr. Mirabell disguis'd to 
Madam Millamant this Afternoon. 1 thought 
something was contriving, when he stole by me 
and would have hid his Face. 

Lady. How, how ! — heard the Villain was in 
the House indeed ; and now I remember, my 
Neice went away abruptly, when Sir WilfuU was to 
have made his Addresses. 

Foib. Then, then Madam, Mr. Mirabell waited 
for her in her Chamber ; but 1 would not tell your 
Ladiship to discompose you when you were to 
receive Sir Rowland. 62 

Wait. Enough, his Date is short. 

Foib. No, good Sir Rowland, don’t incur the 
Law. 

Wait. Law ! I care not for Law. I can but die, 
and ’tis in a good Cause— My Lady shall be 
satisfy'd of my Truth and Innocence, tho’ it cost 
me my Life. 69 

Lady. No, dear Sir Rowland, don't fight, if you 
should be kill’d I must never shew my Face ; or 
hang'd, — O consider my Reputation, Sir Rowland 
— No you shan’t light, — I’ll go and examine my 
Neice ; I’ll make her confess. I conjure you Sir 
Rowland by all your Love not to light. 

Wait. I am cliann'd Madam, I obey. But some 
Proof you must let me give you ; — I’ll go for a 
black Box, which contains the Writings of my 
whole Estate, and deliver that into your Hands. 

Lady. Ay dear Sir Rowland, that will be some 
Comfort, bring the black Box. 81 

Wait. And may I presume to bring a Contract 
to be sign'd this Night Y May I hope so far ? 

Lady. Bring what you will ; but come alive, 
pray come alive. O this is a happy Discovery. 

Ir ail. Dead or alive I’ll come — and married 
we will be in spight of Treachery ; ay and get an 
Heir that shall defeat the last remaining Glimpse 
of Hope in my abandon’d Nephew. Come, my 
Buxom Widow : 90 
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E*er long you shall aubsiantial Proof receive 

That Pm an arrant Knight 

Foib. Or arrant Knave. 

End of the Fourth Act, 


ACTV. SCENE!. 

[SCENE Continues.] 

Lady Wishfort and Foible. 

Lady. 

Out of iny House, out of my House, thou Viper, 
thou Serpent, that I have foster’d ; thou bosom 

Traitress, that I rais’d from nothing Begone, 

begone, begone, go, go, That I took from 

washing of old Cause and weaving of dead Ilair, 
with a bleak blue Nose, over a Chafing-dish of 
starv’d Embers, and Dining behind a Traverse 

Rag, in a shop no bigger than a Bird-Cage, go, 

go, starve again, do, do. 

Foib. Dear Madam, I’ll beg Pardon on my 
Knees. n 

Lady. Away, out, out, go set up for your self 
again do, drive a Trade, do, with your Three- 

penny-worth of small Ware, flaunting upon a 
Packthread, under a Brandy-Sellers Bulk, or 
against a dead Wall by a Ballad-monger. Go, 
hang out an old Frisoneer- gorget, with a Yard 
of Yellow Colberteen amin ; do ; an old gnaw'd 
Mask, two Rows of Pins and a Child's Fiddle ; 
A Glass Necklace with the Beads broken, and a 
Quilted Night-cap with one Ear. Go, go, drive 

93 arrani] This pun is not so bad as it seems to us. 
Errant was usually spelt arrant in the seventeenth century. 

18 ColbifUen] A French imitation of Italian lace, of which 
the manufacture was encouraged by Colbert. 
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a Trade, ^These were your Commodities, you 

treacherous Trull, this was the Merchandize you 
dealt in, when I took you into my House, placed 
you next my self, and made you Governante of 
my whole Family. You have forgot this, have you, 
now you have feather'd your Xest ? 27 

Foil), No, no, dear Madam. Do but hear me, 

have but a Moment's Patience I'll confess all. 

Mr. Mirahell seduc'd me ; lam not the first that 
he has wheadlcd with his dissembling Tongue ; 
Your Ladiship's own Wisdom has been deluded by 
him, then how shouhl I, a poor Ignorant, defend 
my self? O Madam, if you knew but what he 
promis’d me, and how he assur’d me your Ladiship 

should come to no Damage Or else the Wealth 

of the Indies should not have brib’d me to conspire 
against so Good, so Sweet, so Kind a Lady as you 
have been to me. 30 

Lady, No Damage ? What to betray me, to 
marry me to a Cast-ser\ing-Man ; to make me 
a Receptacle, an Hospital for a decay’d Pimp ? 
No Damage ? O thou front less Imiiudeiicc, more 
than a big-belly’d Actress. 

Foib, Pray do but hear me Madam, he could 

not marry your Ladiship, Madam No indeed 

his Marriage was to have been void in Law ; for 
lie was marry’d to me first, to secure your L^i- 
ship. He could not have bedded your Ladiship ; 
for if he had consummated with your Ladiship, ne 
must have run the risque of the Law, and been 

put u|>on his Clergy Yes indeed, I enquir’d of 

the Law in that case before I would meddle or 
make. 54 

Lady, What, then I have been your Property, 
have I ? I have been convenient to you, it seems, 

while you were catering for Mirabell ; I have 

been Breaker for you ? \Vhat, have you made a 
passive Bawd of me ? this exceeds all Precc- 

54 make] Cf. Pandarus m Shakespeare’s Trotius and 
Cressida : * I’ll not meddle nor make no further ’. 
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dent ; I am brouj^ht to fine Uses, to become a 
Botcher of second-hand Marriages between Abi- 
gails and Andrews ! I’ll couple you. Yes, 111 
baste you together, you and your Philander. HI 
Duke' s-Place you, as I’m a Person. Your Turtle 
is in Custody "already : You shall Coo in the same 
Cage, if there be Constable or Warrant in the 
Parish. 

Foib. O that ever I was born, O that I was ever 

marry 'd, a Bride, ay I shall be a Urideivell- 

Bride. Oh ! 70 


SCE.VU II. 


Mrs. Fainam., Foibli:. 

Mrs. Fain. Poor Foible, wliat's the matter ? 

Foib. O Madam, my Lady’s gone for a Con- 
stable ; 1 shall be had to u" Justice, and put to 

Brideivell to beat Hemp ; i>oor Waihceirs gone to 
Prison already. 

Mrs. Fam. Have a good Heart, Foible, Mira- 
bell's gone to give Security for liim. This is all 
MarwootTs and my Husband’s doing. s 

Foib. Yes, yes, I know it. Madam ; she w’as in 
my Lady’s Closet, and overheard all that you said 
to me before Dinner. She sent the Letter to my 
Lady ; and that missing Effect, Mr. Fainall laid 
this Plot to arrest Waitivell, when he pretended to 
go for the Papers ; and in the mean time Mrs. 
Manvood declar’d all to my Lady, 

Mrs. Fain. Was there no Mention made of me 

in the Letter ? My Mother docs not suspect 

my being in the Confederacy ? I fancy Marwood 
has not told her, tho’ she lias told my Husband. 

Foib. Yes, Madam ; but my I^dy did not see 
tliat Part : We stifled the Letter before she read 
so far. Has that mischievous Devil told Mr. 
Fainall of your Ladiship then ? 23 

69 Bridewell-] Bridewell was a house of correction for 
vagabonds and loose women. 
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Mrs. Faw, Ay, all’s out, my Affair with Mirabell, 
every thing discover’d. This is the last Day of 
our living together, that's my Comfort. 

Foib. Indeed Madam, and so ’tis a Comfort if 

you knew all, he has been even with your 

J^diship ; which I eou'd have told you long 
enough since, but I love to keep Peace and Quiet- 
ness by my good Will : . I had rather bring Friends 
together, than set ’em at Distance. But Mrs. 
Marvoood and he are nearer related than ever their 
Parents thought for. 34 

Mrs. Fain. Say’st thou so, Foible ? Canst thou 
prove this ? 

Foib. I can take my Oath of it. Madam, so can 
Mrs. Mincing ; we have had many a fair Word 
from Madam Marwood, to conceal something that 
passed in our Chamber one Evening when you 

were at Hide-Park ; and we were thought to 

have gone a Walking : But we went up unawares, 

tho’ we were sworn to ’Secresie too ; Madam 

Marwood took a Book and swore us upon it : But 

it was but a Book of Poems, So long as it was 

not a Bible-Oath, we may break it with a safe 
Conscience. 

Mrs. Fain. This Discovery is the most opportune 
Thing I cou’d wish. Now Mincing ? 49 

SCENE III. 

[To them] Mincing. 

Mine. My Lady wou’d speak with Mrs, Foible, 
Mem. Mr. Mirahell is with her ; he has set your 
Spouse at liberty, Mrs. Foible, and wou’d have* you 
hide your self in my Lady’s Closet, ’till my old 
Lady ^8 Anger is abated. O, my old Lady is in a 
perilous Passion, at something Mr. Famall has 
said ; he swears, and my old Lady cries. There’s 
a fearfiil Hurricane I vow. He says Mem, how 
that he’ll have my Lady’s Fortune 'made over to 
him, or he’ll be divorc’d. 10 
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Mrs. Fain, Does your Lady or Mirabell know 
that ? 

Mine, Yes Mem^ they hav’^c sent me to see if 
Sir Wilfull be sober, and to bring him to them. 
My Lady is resolved to have him I think, rather 
than lose such a vast Sum as Six Thousand Pound. 
O, come Mrs. Foible, I hear my old I^dy. 

Mrs. Fain, Foible, you must tell Mincing, that 
she must prepare to vouch when I call her. 

Foih, Yes, yes, Madam. *0 

Mine, O yes Mem, I’ll vouch any thing for your 
Ladiship's Service, be what it will. 


SCENE IV. 

Mrs. Fainall, Lady Wisufort, Marwood. 

Lady. O my dear Friend, how can I enumerate 
the Benefits that I have receiv’d from your 
Goodness ? To you I owe the timely Discovery of 
the false Vows of Mirabell ; to you I owe the 
Detection of the Impostor Sir Rowland. And now 
you are become an Intercessor with my Son-in- 
Law, to save the Honour of my House, and com- 
pound for the Frailties of my Daughter. Well 
Friend, You are enough to reconcile me to the bad 
World, or else I would retire to Desarts and 
Solitudes ; and feed harmless Sheep by Groves 
and purling Streams. Dear Marwood, let us leave 
the World, and retire by our selves and be Shep- 
herdesses. 

Mrs. Mar. Let us first dispatch the Affair in 
Hand, Madam. We shall have Leisure to think of 
Retirement afterwards. Here is one who is 
concerned in the Treaty. 

Lady, O Daughter, Daughter, is it possible thou 
shoulcrst be my Child, Bone of my Bone, and 
Flesh of my Flesh, and as I may say, another Me, 
and yet trangress the most minute Particle of 
severe Virtue ? Is it possible you should lean aside 
p 3 
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to Iniquity, who have been cast in the direct Mold 
of Virtue ? I have not only been a Mold but a 
Pattern for you, and a Model for you, after you 
were brought into the World. 27 

Mrs. Fain. I don't understand your l^adiship. 

Not understand ? Why have you not 
been Naught ? Have you not been Sophisticated ? 
Not understand ? Here I am ruin'd to compound 
for your Caprices and your Cuckoldoms. I must 
pawn my Plate and my Jewels, and ruin my 

Neice, and all little enough 

Mrs. Fain. I am wrong'd and abus'd, and so 
are you. 'Tis a false Accusation, ns false as Hell, 
as false as your Friend there, ay or your Friend’s 
Friend, my false Husband. 

Mrs. Mar. My Friend. Mrs. F«fnr//r? Your 
Husband my Friend, what do you mean ? 40 

Mrs. Fain. I know’ what I mean. Madam, and 
so do you ; and so shall the World at a Time 
convenient. 

Mrs. Mar. I am sorry to see you so passionate, 
Madam. More Temper would look more like 
Innocence. But I have done. I am sorry my Zeal 
to serve your Ladiship and Family, should admit 
of Misconstruction, or make me liable to Affront. 
You will pardon me. Madam, if I meddle no more 
with an Affair, in which I am not personally 
concern'd. 51 

Lady. O dear Friend, I am so asham'd that you 
should meet with such Returns — You ought 

to ask Pardon on your Knees, ungrateful Creature ; 
she deserv’es more from you, than all your Life can 

accomplish O don't leave me destitute in this 

Perplexity ; No,. stick to me, my good Genius. 

Mrs. Fain. I tell you. Madam, you're abus'd — 
Stick to you ? ay, like a Leach, to suck your best 

Blood she’ll drop off when she's full. Madam, 

you shan't pawn a Bodkin, nor part with a Brass 


45 Temper] Moderation. 
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Counter, in Composition for me. I defie 'em all. 
Let ’em prove their Aspersions : I know my own 
Innocence, and dare stand a Trial. 64 


SCENE V. 

Lady Wishfort, Marwood. 

Lady, Why, if she should be innocent, if she 
should be wVong'd after all, ha ? I don't know 
what to think, and I promise you, her Educa- 

tion has been unexceptionable — may s^iy it ; 
for I chiefly made it my own C^re to initiate her 
very Infancy in the Rudiments of Virtue, and to 
impress upon her tender Years a yoiihg Odium and 
Aversion to the very sight of Men, — -ay Friend, 
she would have shriek’d if she had but seen a Man, 
’till she was in her Teens. As I'm a Person ’tis 

true She was never suffer'd to play with a 

Male-Child, tho' but in Coats ; Nay her very 

Babies were of the Feminine Gender, O, she 

never look’d a Man in the Face but her own 
Father, or the Chaplain, and him we made a shift 
to put upon her for a Woman, by the help of his 
long Garments, and his sleek Face ; 'till she was 
going in her Fifteen. 

Mrs. Mar, 'Twas much she should be deceiv'd 
so long. 20 

Lady, I warrant you, or she would never have 
born to hare been catechiz'd by him ; and have 
heard his long I..ectiircs against Singing und 
Dancing, and such Debaucheries ; and going to 
filthy Plays ; and prophane Musick-nieetings, 
where the lewd Trebles squeek nothing but Bawdy, 
and the Bases roar Blasphemy. O, she would have 
swoon’d at the Sight or Name of an obscene Play- 

Book and can I think after all this, that my 

Daughter can be Naught ? W’hat, a Whore ? 
And thought it Excommunication to set her Foot 
within the Door of a Play-house. () dear Friend, 
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I can't believe it, no, no ; as she says, let him 
prove it, let him prove it. 34 

Mrs. Afar. Prove it, Madam ? What, and have 
your Name prostituted in a publick Court ; yours 
and your Daughter's Reputation worry’d at the 
Bar by a Pack of bawling Lawyers ? To be usher’d 
in with an O Yes of Scandal ; and have youi; 
Case open'd by an old fumbler Leacher in a Quoif 
like a Man Midwife, to bring your Daughter’s 
Infamy to Light ; to be a Theme for legal Punsters, 
and Quiblcrs by the Statute ; and become a Jest, 
against a Rule of Court, where there is no Precedent 
for a Jest in any Record ; not even in Dooms^day^ 
Book : To discompose the Gravity of the Bench, 
and provoke naughty Interrogatories in more 
naughty Law Latin ; wliile the good Judge, 
tickl’d with the Proceeding, simpers under a Grey 
Beard, and Ages off and on his Cushion as if he had 
swallow’d CantharideSy or sate upon Cow- Itch, 51 

Lady. O, 'tis very hard ! 

Mrs. Mar. And then to have my young Revellers 
of the Temple take Notes, like ‘Prentices at a 
Conventicle ; and after talk it over again in 
Commons, or before Drawers in an Eating- 
House. 

Lady. Worse and worse. 38 

Mrs. Mar. Nay this is nothing ; if it would end 
here ’twere well. But it must after this be con- 
sign'd by the Short-hand Writers to the publick 
Press ; and from thence be transferr’d to the 
Hands nay into the Throats and Lungs of Hawkers, 
with Voices more licentious than the loud Flounder- 
man’s ; And this you must hear ’till you are 
stunn’d ; nay, you* must hear nothing else for 
some Days. 

Lady. ‘O, ’tis insupportable. No, no, dear 
Fricndf, make it up, make it up ; ay, ay, I’ll 
Compound. I’ll give up all, my self and my all, 

myNeiceand her all any thing, every thing for 

Composition. 72 
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Mrs. Mar. Nay, Madam, I advise nothing, 
1 only lay before you, as a Friend, the Incon- 
veniencies which perhaps you have overseen . Here 
comes Mr. Fainall, if he will be satisfy 'd to huddle 
up all in Silence, 1 shall be glad. You must think 
I would rather Congratulate than Condole with 
you. 


SCENE VI. 

Fainall, Lady Wishfort, Mrs. Marwood. 

Lady. Ay, ay, I do not doubt it, dear Manvood : 
No, no, I do not doubt it. 

Fain. Well, Madam ; I have suffer’d my self 
to be overcome by the Importunity of this Lady 
your Friend ; and am content you shall enjoy 
your own proper Estate during Life ; on Condition 
you oblige your self never to marry, under such 
Penalty as 1 think convenient. 

Lady. Never to marry ? 9 

Fain. No more Sir Rowlands, the next 

Imposture may not be so timely detected. 

Mrs. Mar. That Condition, 1 dare answt^r, my 
Lady will consent to, without DilTiculty ; she has 
already but too much ex|>erienc'd the Perfidious- 
ness of Men. Besides, Madam, when we retire to 
our Pastoral Solitude we shall bid adieu to all 
other Thoughts. 

Lady. Ay, that’s true ; but in case of Necessity ; 
as of Health, or some such Emergency 29 

Fain. O, if you are prescrib’d Marriage, you 
shall be consider’d ; I will only rescrv’c to my self 
the Power to chuse for you. If your Physick be 
wholsome, it matters not who is your Apothecary. 
Next, my W’ifc shall settle on me the Remainder 
of her Fortune, not made over already ; and for 
her Maintenance depend entirely on my Discretion. 

Lady. This is most inhumanly savage ; exceed- 
ing the Barbarity of a Muscovite Husband. 28 

Fain. I learned it from his Czarish Majesty’s 
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Retinue, in a Winter Evening’s Conference over 
Brandy and Pepper, amongst other Secrets of 
Matrimony and Policy, as they are at present 
practis’d in the Northern Hemisphere. But this 
must be agreed unto, and that positively. Lastly, 
I will be endow’d, in right of my Wife, with that 
six thousand Pound, which is the Moiety of Mrs. 
MillamanVs Fortune in your Possession ; and 
which she has forfeited (as will appear by the last 
Will and Testament of your deceas’d Husband, 
Sir Jonathan Wishfort) by her Disobedience in 
Contracting her self against your Consent or 
Knowledge ; and by refusing the offer’d Match 
with Sir Wilfull JVitzvoud, which you, like a careful 
Aunt, had provided for her. 

Lady. My Nephew was non Compos ; and could 
not make his Addresses. 

Fain. I come to make Demands I’ll hear no 

Objections. 

Lady. You will grant me Time to consider ? 49 

Fain. Yes, while the Instrument is drawing, to 
which you must set your Hand ’till more sufficient 
Deeds can be perfected ; which I will take Care 
shall be done with all possible speed. In the mean 
while I will go for the said Instrument, and ’till 
my Return you may ballance this Matter in your 
own Discretion. 


SCENE VII. 

Lady Wishfort, Mrs. Marwood. 

Lady. This Insolence is beyond all Precedent, 
all Parallel ; must I be subject to this merciless 
Villain ? 

Mrs. Mar. ’Tis severe indeed. Madam, that you 
shou’d smart for your Daughter’s Wantonness. 

Lady. ’Twas against my Consent that she 

30 Retinuel Peter the Great paid his famous visit to 
England in 1697. 
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marry’d this Barbarian, but she wouVl have him, 
tho’ her Year was not out. — Ah ! her lirst Hus- 
band, my Son Languish^ w'ou’d not have carry'd it 
thus. Well, that was my Choice, this is hers she 

is match'd now with a Witness 1 shall be mad, 

dear Friend, is there no Comfort for me ? Must 

I live to be confiscated at this Rebel-rate ? 

Here comes two more of my Egyptian Plagues too. 

SCENE VIII. 

[To them] Millamant, Sir Wilfull. 

Sir WiL Aunt, your Servant. 

Lady. Out Caterpillar^ call not me Aunt ; I 
know thee not. 

Sir WiL I confess I have been a little in Dis- 

? ^uise, as they say, 'Sheart ! and I’m sorry 

or’t. What wou’d you have ? I hope I com- 
mitted no Offence, Aunt — ^and if I did I am willing 
to make Satisfaction ; and what can a Man siiy 
fairer ? If I have broke any thing I'll pay for't, 
an it cost a Pound. And so let that content for 
what’s past, and make no more Words. For 
what’s to come, to pleasure you I’m willing to 
marry my Cousin. So pray let’s all be Friends, 
she and I are agreed upon the Matter before a 
^Vitness. 

Lady. How’s this, dear Xeicc ? Have I any 
Comfort ? Can this be true ? n 

Milla. I am content to be a Sacrifice to your 
Repose, Madam ; and to convince you that 1 had 
no Hand in the Plot, as you were misinform'd, 
I have laid my Commands on Mirabell to come in 
Person, and be a Witness that I give my Hand to 
tliis Flower of Knighthood ; and for the Contract 
that ]>ass’d between Mirabell and me, I have 
oblig'd him to make a Resignation of it in your 

Ladiship’s Presence ; He is without, and waits 

your leave for Admittance. *7 

Lady. Well, I’ll sw'car I am something reviv’d 
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at this Testimony of your Obedience ; but I 

cannot admit that Traitor, 1 fear I cannot 

fortifle my self to support his Appearance. He is 
as terrible to me as a Gorgon ; if I see him I fear 
I shall turn to Stone, petrifie incessantly. 

Milla, If you disoblige him he may resent your 
Refusal, and insist upon the Contract still. Then 
’tis the last time he will be offensive to you. 

Lady, Are you sure it will be the last time ? 

If I were sure of that shall I never see him 

again ? 

Milla. Sir WilJulU you and he arc to Travel 
together, are you not ? 41 

Sir Wil. ’Shoart the Gentleman’s a Civil Gentle- 
man, Aunt, let him come in ; why we are sworn 

Brothers and Fellow-Travellers. ^Vc are to be 

Pyladcs and Orestes^ he and I He is to be my 

Interpreter in Foreign Parts. He has been Over- 
seas once already ; and with proviso that I marry 
my Cousin, will cross ’em once again, only to- bear 

me Company. — ’Sheart, I’ll call him in. an 

I set on't once, he shall come in ; and see who’ll 
hinder him. [Goes to the Door and hems, 

Mrs. Mar, This is precious Fooling, if it wou’d 
pass ; but I’ll know the Bottom of it. 53 

Lady, O dear Marrvood, you are not going ? 
Mur, Not far. Madam ; I’ll return immediately. 


SCENE IX. 

Lady Wisiifort, Miliamant, Sir Wilfl ll, 
Mirabfll. 

Sir W’i 7 . Look up, Man, I’ll stand by you, 'sbud 

an she do frown, she can’t kill you ; Besides — 

harkee she dare not frown desperately, because 
her Face is none of her own ; ’Sheart, and she 
shou’d her Forehead wou’d wrinkle like the Coat 
of a Cream-cheese ; but mum for that, Fellow- 
Traveller. 7 
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Mira. If a deep Sense of the many Injuries 
I have offer’d to so good a Lady, with a sincere 
Remorse, and a hearty Contrition, can but obtain 
the least Glance of Compassion, I am too happy, 

Ah Madam, there was a time But let it be 

forgotten 1 confess I have deservedly forfeited 

the high Place I once held, of sighing at your 
Feet ; nay kill me not, by turning from me in 
Disdain — I come not to plead for Favour : —Nay 
not for Pardon ; I am a Suppliant only for Pity— 
I am going where I never shall behold you 
more * i<) 

Sir IViZ. How, Fellow-Traveller ! -You shall 

go by your self then. 

Mira. Let me be pitied ftrst ; and afterwards 
forgotten 1 ask no more. 

Sir Wil. By’r Lady a very reasonable llecpiest, 
and will cost you nothing. Aunt, — Come, (‘ome, 
forgive and forget Aunt, why you must an you are 
a Christian. " i? 

Mira. Consider Mariam, in reality, you con'd 
not receive much Prejudice ; it was an innocent 
Device ; tho’ I confess it had a Face of Guiltiness, 
— it was at most an Artitice whieii Love con- 
triv’d And Errors which Love produces have 

ever been accounted Venial. At least think it is 
Punishment enough, that I have lost what in my 
Heart I hold most dear, that to your cruel Indigna- 
tion, I have offer’d up this Beauty, and with her 
iny Peace and Quiet ; nay all my Hopes of future 
Comfort. 3^ 

Sir B’lV. An he docs not move me, wou’rl I may 
never be O’ the Quorum, — An it were not as good 

a Deed as to drink, to give her to him again, 

I wou’d I might never take Shipping Aunt, if 

you don't forgive rjuickly ; I shall melt. I can 
tell you that. My Contract went no farther than 

a little Mouth-Glew, and that’s hardly dry : 

One doleful Sigh more from my Fellow-Traveller 
and ’tis dissolv'd. *7 
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Lady. Well Nephew, upon your Account Ah, 

he has a false insinuating Tongue Well Sir, 

I will stifle my just Resentment at my Nephew's 

Request. 1 will endeavour what I can to forget, 

but on proviso that you resign the Contract 

with my Neice immediately. 

Mira. It is in Writing and with Papers of 
Concern ; but I have sent my Servant for it, and 
will deliver it to you, with all Acknowledgments 
for your transcendent Goodness. 57 

Lady. Oh, he has Witchcraft in his Eyes and 
Tongue ; — — >Vhen I did not see him I con'd have 
brib\l a Villain to his Assassination ; but his 
Appearance rakes the Embers which have so long 
lain snwthcr'd in my Breast. [Aside. 


SCENE X. 

[To thcni\ Fainaix, Mrs. Marwood. 

Fain. Your Date of Deliberation, Madam, is 
expir'd. Here is the Instrument, arc you prepar'd 
to sign ? 

Lady, If I were prepar'd, I am not impower’d. 
My Neice exerts a lawful Claim, having match'd 
her self by my Direction to Sir Wilfull. 

Fain, That Sham is too gross to pass on me 

tho' 'tis impos'd on you. Madam. 

Milla. Sir, I have given my Consent. 9 

Mira. And, Sir, I have resign'd my Pretensions. 

Sir Wil. And, Sir, I assert my Right ; and will 
maintain it in defiance of you. Sir, and of your 
Instrument. S'hcart an you talk of an Instrument 
Sir, I have an old Fox bv my Thigh shall hack your 
Instrument of Ram Vellam to Shreds, Sir. It shall 
not be sufficient for a Mittimus or a Tailor's 
Measure ; therefore withdraw your Instrument 
Sir, or by'r Lady I shall draw mine. 

Lady. Hold, Nephew, hold. 
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Milla. Good Sir Wilfull respite your Valour, ao 

Fain, Indeed ? Are you provided of your 
Guard, with your single Beef-eater there ? But 
I’m prepared for you ; and insist upon my first 
Proposal. You shiall submit your own Estate to 
my Management, and absolutely make over my 
Wife’s to my sole use ; as pursuant to the Purport 
and Tenor of this other Covenant. — ^ — I supi>ose. 
Madam, your Consent is not requisite in this Case ; 
nor, Mr. Mirnbell, your Resignation ; nor, Sir 

Wilfull, your Right You may draw your Fox 

if you please Sir, and make a Bear-Garden flourish 
somewhere else : For here it will not avail. This, 
my Lady Wishfori, must be subscrib’d, or your 
Darling Daughter's turn'd a-drift, like a leaky 
Hulk to sink or swim, as she and the Current of 
this lewd Town can agree. 

I^ady, Is there no Means, no Remedy, to stop 
my Ruin ? Ungrateful Wretch ! dost thou not 
owe thy Being, thy Subsistence to my Daughter’s 
Fortune ? 

Fain. I’ll answer you when I have the rest of it 
in my Possession. 

Mira. But that you wou’d not accept of a 

Remedy from my Hands 1 own I have not 

deserv’d you shou’d owe any Obligation to me ; 
or else perhaps I cou’d advise, 

Lady. O what ? what ? to save me and my 
Child from Ruin, from Want, I’ll forgive all that’s 

E ast ; nay I’ll consent to any Thing to come, to 
e deliver’d from this Tyranny. v* 

Mira. Ay Madam ; but that is too late, my 
Reward is intercepted. You have dispos’d of her, 
who only cou’d have made me a Conripcnsation for 

all my Services ; But be it as it may, I am 

resolv’d I’ll serve you, you shall not be wrong’d in 
this Savage manner. 

Lady. How I Dear Mr. Mirabell, can you be so 

f enerous at last ! But it is not possible. Harkec, 
’ll break my Nephew’s Match, you shall have my 
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Neice yet, and all her Fortune ; if you can but 
save me from this imminent Danger. " 6c 

Mira. Will you ? I take you at your Word. 
I ask no more. I must have leave for two Criminals 
to appear. 

Lady. Ay, ay, any body, any body. 

Mira. Foible is one, and a Penitent. 


SCENE XI. 

[To iheni\ Mrs. Fainall, Foible, Mincing. 

Mrs. Mar. O My Shame! these f Mira, and Lady 
corrupt things are brought liither< go to Mrs. Fain, 
to expose me. \^and Foib. 

Fain. If it must all come out, why let ’em know 
it, ’tis but the Way of the World. That sliall not 
urge me to relinc^uish or abate one Tittle of my 
Terms, no, I will insist the more. 

FoiJb. Yes indeed Madam, I’ll take my Bible- 
oath of it. 

Mine. And so will I Mem. ro 

Lady. O Marwood, Marwood, art thou false ? 
my Friend deceive me ? Hast thou been a wicked 
Accomplice with that profligate Man ? 

Mrs. Mar. Have you so much Ingratitude and 
Injustice, to give Credit against your Friend, to 
the Aspersions of Two such mercenary Truls ? 

Mine. Mercenary, Mem*l I scorn your Words. 
'Tis true we found you and Mr. Fainall in the blue 
Garret ; by the same Token, you swore us to 
Secrcsie upon Messalinas^s Poems. Mercenary ? 
No, if we wou’d have been Mercenary, we shou’d 
have held our Tongues ; you wou’d have brib'd us 
suffleient^. 33 

Fain. Go, you are an insigiiiflcant Thing. 

Well, what are you the better for this ! Is this 
Mr. MirabelTa Expedient ? I'll be put off no 

20 Missalifms's] Miacing was wittier than she knew. She 
meant miscellaneous. 
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longer You, Thing, that yms a Wife, shall 

smart for this. I will not leave thee wherewithal 
to hide thy Shame : Your Body shall be Naked as 
vour Reputation. ^ 3° 

Mrs. Fain. I despise you, and defie your Malice 

^You have aspers’d me wrongfully 1 have 

prov’d your Falsehood Go you and your 

treacherous 1 will not name it, but starve 

together Perish. 

Fain. Not while you arc worth a Groat, indeed 
my Dear. Madam, I’ll be fool’d no lon^r. 

iMdy. Ah Mr. MirabelU this is small Comfort, 
the Detection of this Affair. 39 

JMira. O in good time Your leave for the 

other Offender and Penitent to appear, Madam. 


SCENE XII. 

[To them] Waitwell with a Box of 
Writings. 

Lady. O Sir Rowland Well, Rascal. 

Wait. What your Ladiship pleases. 1 have 

brought the Black-Box at last. Madam. 

Mira. Give it me. Madam, you remember 
your Promise. 

Lady. Ay, dear Sir. 

Mira. W^ere are the Gentlemen ? 

Wait. At hand Sir, rubbing their Eyes, just 

risen from Sleep. , „ ^ 

Fain. S’death what's this to me ? 1 11 not wait 

your private Concerns. 


SCENE XIII. 

[To them] Petulant, Witwoud. 

Pet. How now ? what’s the matter ? who’s 
Hand’s out ? 
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Wit. Hey day ! what are you all got together, 
like Players at the End of the last Act ? 

Mira. You may remember. Gentlemen, I once 
requested your Hands as Witnesses to a certain 
Parchment. 

Wit. Ay I do, my Hand I remember — Petulant 
set his Mark. 9 

Mira. You wrong him, his Name is fairly 

written, as shall appear You do not remember, 

Gentlemen, any thing of what that Parchment 
contained [ Undoing the Box. 

Wit. No. 

Pet. Not I. I writ, I read nothing. 

Mira. Very well, now you shall know 

Madam, your Promise. 

Lady. Ay, ay. Sir, upon my Honour. is 

Mira. Mr. FainalU it is iiow Time that you 
shouM know, that your Lady, while she w’as at 
her own Disposal, and before you had by your 
Insinuations wheadl'd* her out of a pretended 
Settlement of the greatest Part of her Fortune 

Fain. Sir ! pretended ! 

Mira. Yes, Sir. I say that this Lady while 
a Widow, having it seems receiv’d some Cautions 
respecting your Inconstancy and Tyranny of 
Temper, which from her own partial Opinion and 
Fondness of you she cou'd never have suspected 

she did, I say, by the wholesome Ad^^ce of 

Friends and of Sages learn’d in the Laws of this 
Land, deliver this same as her Act and Deed to 
me in Trust, and to the Uses within mention’d. 
You may read if you please — [Holding out the 
Parchment.^ tho’ peVhaps what is written on the 
Back may serv^e your Occasions. 

Fain. Very likely. Sir. What’s here ? Damna- 
tion ? 

[Beads.] A Deed of Conveyance of the whole Estate 
real of Arabella Languish, Widmo, in Trust to 
Edward Mirabell. 41 

Confusion ! 
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Mira. Even so, Sir, ’tis the Way of the World. 
Sir ; of the Widows of the World. I suppose this 
Deed may bear an elder Date than what you have 
obtain'd from your Lady. 

Fain. Perfidious Fiend I then thus I'll be 
reveng’d. — [Offers to run at Mrs. Fain. 

Sir Wil. Hold, Sir, now you may make your 
Bear-Garden Flourish somewhere else. Sir. " 50 

Fain. Mirabell. you shall hear of this. Sir, be 
sure you shall. Let me pass. Oaf. 

Mrs. Fain. Madam, you seem to stifle your 
Resentment : You had better give it Vent. 

Mrs. Mar. Yes, it shall have V\*nt and to 

your Confusion, or I'll perish in the Attempt. 


S C K N E the Last. 

Lady Wisiifort, Millamant, Mirauki.l, Mrs. 

Fainall, Sir VVilfull, Petulant, Witwoud, 

Foiblk, Mincing, Waitwkll. 

Lady. O Daughter, Daughter, *tis plain thou 
hast inherited thy Mother's Prudence. 

Mrs. Fain. Thank Mr. Mirabell. a cautious 
Friend, to whose Advice all is owing. 

Lady. Well Mr. Mirabell, you have kept your 

Promise and I must perform mine. First 

I pardon for your sake Sir Howland there and 

Foible The next thing is to break the Matter 

to my Nephew — and how' to do that 9 

Mira. For that. Madam, give your self no 

Trouble, — let me have your Consent Sir Wilfull 

is my Friend ; he has had Compassion upon 
Lovers, and generously engag'd a Volunteer in this 
Aetion, for our Serviee ; and now designs to 
prosecute his Travels. 

Sir Wil. ’Sheart, Aunt, I have no mind to 
marry. My Cousin's a fine Lady, and the Gentle- 
man loves her, and she loves him, and they 
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closorvc one another ; my Resolution is to se 

Foreign Parts 1 have set on’t ^and whei 

I’m set on’t, I must do’t. And if these two Gentle 
men wou’d travel too, I think they may be spar’d 
Pet, For my part, I say little — I think things an 
best off or on. * 2 

Wit. I gad I understand nothing of the matter 
— I’m in a Maze yet, like a Dog in a Dancing 
School. 

Lady, Well Sir, take her, and with her all tin 
Jov I can give you. 

Slilla, Why does not the Man take me ? Wou’c 
you have me give my self to you over again ? 31 

Mira, Ay, and over and over again : 

[A'isse.s her Hand. 
I wou’d have you ns often as possibly I can' 
Well, Ileav’n grant I love you not too well, that’s 
all my Fear. 

Sir Wil, ’Sheart you’ll have time enough to toy 
after you’re marry 'd ; or if you will toy now, let 
us have a Dance in the mean time ; that we who 
are not Lovers may have some other Kmploymcnt, 
besides looking on. * 40 

Mira, With all my Heart, dear Sir Wilful!, 
What shall we do for Musiek ? 

Foib, O Sir, some that w’ere pro\ided for Sir 
Rowland* s Entertainment are yet within C^ll. 

[A Dance. 

Lady. .\s I am a Person I can hold out no longer ; 

1 have wasted my Spirits so to Day already, 

that I am ready to sink under the Fatigue ; and 
I cannot but have some Fears upon me yet, that 
my Son Fainall will pursue some desperate 
Course. 50 

Mira. Madam, disquiet not your self on that 
account ; to my Knowledge his Circumstances 
are such, he must of Force comply. For my 
part I will contribute all that in me lyes to 
a Reunion : In the mean time, Mc^am, [To Mrs, 
Fain.] let me before these Witnesses restore to you 
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this Deed of Trust ; it may be a Means, well 
manag’d, to make you live easily together. 

From hence let those be Tvarn d, ivho mean to wed ; 
Lest mutual Falshood stain the Bridal- lied : oc* 

For each Deceiver to his Cost may find ^ 

That Marriage Frauds too oft are paid in kind. 

[Kxeuiit Onme?>. 


K PI LOG UK 



EPILOGUE 

Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle, 


After our Kpilo^iie this Croxvd dismisses, 

J'm thinking how this Playdl be pulVd to Pieces, 

But pray consider, e'er you doom its Fall, 

Hoxv hard a thing Uzvf>u'd be, to please you all. 

There are some Criticks so with Spleen diseas'd. 
They scarcely come inclining to be Pleas'd : 

And sure he tnust have more than mortal Skill, 

Who pleases afty one against his Will. 

Then, all bad Poets we are sure are Foes, o 

And hoxv their umber's sivell'd the Tozvn reel I knows: 


In shoals. Pi e mark'd 'em judging in the Pit ; 

Tho' they're on no Pretence for Judgment fit, > 

But that they have been Banui'd for Want of Wit. J 
Since when, they by their ozvn Offences taught. 

Set up for Spies on Plays, and finding Fault. 

Others there are, zvhose Malice we'd prevent ; 

Such, zvho watch Plays, zvith scurrilous Intent > 

To mark out zvho by Characters are meant. J 
And tho' no perfect lAkeness they can trace ; 

Yet each pretends to knozv the Copy’d Face. 20 

These, zvith false Glosses feed their ozvn lll~nature. 
And turn to IJbel, zvhat zvas meant a Satire. 

May such malicious Fops this Fortune find. 

To think tlu'mselves alone the Fools design'd : 

If any are so arrogantly Vain, "I 

To think they sin^fly can support a Scene, > 

And furnish Fool enough to entertain. J 
For zvell the Pcarn'd and the Judicious knozv, ^ 

That Satire scorns to stoop so meanly lozv, > 

.rls any one abstracted Fop to show. J 30 

For, as zvhen Painters form a matchless Face, 

They from each Fair one catch some diff'rent Grace ; 
And shining Features in one Portrait blend. 

To zvhich no single Beauty must pretend : 

So Poets oft, do in one Piece expose 

Whole Belles Asseniblees of Cooqnets anil Beaux. 
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